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PROLOGUE, 

WRITTEN  BY  JOHN  TAYLOR)    18(^ 
SPOKEN   BY  MR.  HOLMAN* 

IN  thcfe  dread  times,  when  War's  unfated  rage 
Crowds  with  difafters  life's  eventful  ftagc, 
When  the  full  trumpet  and  embattled  ire 
Drown  the  foft  watblings  of  the  flighted  Lyr^, 
The  Mufes'  lonely  haunts  no  more  difplay. 
Among  their  withering  blooms,  the  Poet's  bay; 
The  partial  foil,  The  Laurel  only  rears, 
For  martial  wreaths,  that  vegetate  in  tears* 
At  fuch  a  time,  fuperfluous  feems  the  art, 
To  melt  with  fabled  woes  the  fadden'd  heart; 
The  forrowing  Mufes  need  themfelves  relief, 
And  Fancy  droops  in  fympathetic  grief. 
The  Tragic  Maid,  indeed,  may  footh  her  care, 
And  future  fcenes  from  paffing  ills  prepare ; 
But  for  the  Laughing  Nymph,  alas  I  can  fhe 
At  eafe  prefume  with  her  untimely  glee ! 
Js  there  a  place,  amidft  the  world's  alarms, 
In  fafety  (lill  to  heed  her  frolic  charms  ? 
Yes— in  the  fliades  of  Britain's  happy  Ifle, 
Still  may  the  Comic  Mufe  fecurely  fmile ; 
Still  with  her  tuneful  Sifters  fhelter  here. 
Nor  favage  Anarchy's  vain  menace  fear ! 
Here  no  dire  ruffians,  dead  to  gen'rous  joy, 
AH  that  endears  and  brightens  life  deftroy ; 
Or,  drench'd  in  blood,  with  impious  rage  combine,. 
Trampling  o'er  Thrones,  to  crufli  the  Hallow'd  Shrine  \ 
No  Defppt  here  cxa(5ls  a  flavifh  awe, 
The  cafual  impulfe  of  his  pafiions  law. 
Here  on  a  rock,  fecure  amid  the  ftx)rm. 
Dwells  Liberty,  in  fair  monarchic  form. 
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Around  her  fane,  with  Venerable  grace. 

Three  matcblefs  columns,  fortify  the  place* 

Enthron'd  within,  pre-eminently  great, 

Sits  awful  Juftice,  in  majeftic  ftatc, 

Of  equal  laws  the  animated  foul. 

And  ftation'd  highell,  to  furvey  the  whole ; 

Her  Sword  by  Mercy  check'd,  as  urg*d  by  Mighty 

Her  Crown  the  fanftion  qf  a  people's  right. 


PRAMATIS 


t>RAidATi!S  persSonA. 


Sir  tietiry  Check,  ....;...» ;#....  Mr.  PowELt. 

Captain  Mullinahack,  ..i....i Mr.  Johnston^. 

William, i............ Mr.  MiddletoK. 

Charles, i.—  i .-.•  Mr.  Holman. 

Captaiii  Vanfluifen,  ...i i :  Mr.  Ci/bitt. 

Willows, Mr  Hull. 

Hedgewortbj • Mr.  Evatt. 

Briers, Mr.  M'Cready. 

Allbutj  ...fc i i Mr*  Quick. 

Matter  Jack, Mr.  pAwcETt, 

Grigfby,  .,............•; Mr.  Ltwis. 

Jollyboyi  ..> ; Mr.  Munden; 

Edward, ...;....» i ;. i  Mifs  Symomos* 

Louifa,  ........i....;^....^..... ;..  Mrs.  Esten, 

Mrs.  Bellevue, ...Mrs.  Pope. 

]N)!rs.  AHbut,,......;,....i........^.....  Mrs.  Mattocks. 

Maria, t .i .»..  Mrs.  Mountain* 

Margery, * *.......,...  Mrsv  PiyATT. 

Scene,  a  F"tllage  in  Surrey » 
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ACT   U 

SCENE  I. 

A  Room  in  Jo(.lyboy's  Hot^e. 

Margery  difcovered  adjufiing  the  furniiure  an4 

Ah,  dame !  fo  that  Miis  Louifa's  rqotn  is  dizen'd 
out,  all  the  reft  of  the  houie  may  go  ^  fixe$  aa4 
i^vens. 

Marg.  Hufband!  How  cnifty  youVe  got  with 
our  lodger  Mifs  Louifa,  only  becaufe  fl^'s  a  hidy^ 
and  you  think  ihe  has  a  deal  of  money. 

Jail.  Why^  to  be  fure  her  rooqey  flid  ^Qt  do 
inuch  mifchief  when  it  bought  warm  cloathing  fof 
half  the  poor  of  our  village,  and  the  fetting  up  a 
little  fchool  and  paying  you  for  teaching  the  children^ 
as  our  rafcally  rich  folks  here  refufed  to  (sftafailiai 
one  y  Qur  gentry  exped  fprfooth,  'caufe  Tm  a  i^er^ 
I  mufl  cringe  ^  4^cak ;  but  FU  wyes  bpw  to  the 
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lany  or  meannefs,  and  then  they're  as  fauif y— pame, 
I've  been  round  among  my  cuftomers  tq  gather  in 
rent  for  my  landlord  Mafler  Allbut.  ^  Here.  (^Takis 
out  a  bank  note) 

Marg.  Ten  pounds!  I  fuppofe  it's  havi^  fo  much 
money  jhat  hasl^ai^e  yX>u  to  faufy  tbjs  |^dj(;n)ng. 

Joff.  En,  I  believe  (b.  As  I  cam^e  up  tlreet 
cou'dn't  tell  what  was  the  matter  with  iiie;  met 
honeft  Dick  the  cciyer---^£jnie  out  with  his  "good 
"  morrow,  Mafter  Jollyboy.'*  1  felt  a  Ibrt  ot  a— 
thought  he  might  as  weU  haye  faid  nothing.  Tom 
the  farrier  gave  melfrieAaly  fmack  o'  th'  Ihoulder ; 
1  had  a  mind  to  knock  liim  down  for  his  joke :  then, 
now,  coming  into  my  own  hpwfe,  forgot  to  ftoop,* 
and  bump'd  my  forehead  againfl  the  top  o^  the  dooi*-^ 
cafe.  ObVhb'!  then  it  is  tfce  cafh  'has  done  all 
this !  J  yri^'  'twa?  Spnc,  iqj[  ^bjl?  I  h^^ve  it  I  feel  t 
niall  be  as  inipudent  as  the  flevil. 

Marg.  {hoking  out)  Madkm  Louifa. 

Joll.  Dodor  C3i-igfby  with  her  \  Tho*  he's  now. 
our  apothecary,  and  fets  up  alfo  to  be  a  wine-^ 
mercTiant,  *h&'lady  wou'dn^i  "be  fo  proud  oi  his 
company,  did  J^c  know  he  was  onc^  ^  bairber, 

Marg.  Be  quiet,  hufband.  Dodbr  Grig(by  15  a 
fine  man! 

7o//.  Whatj  %€caufe  when  you  was  |ick  his 
bottles  came  Iri  packets,'  till  1  t^ed,  and  found  all 
file  while' the  dbdor  h^  feeen  fupplying  you  with 

cherry-brandy.  ' 

■  '".*.'     '  ■  .  _,.."•■ 

Enter.  LoyiSAv^ 
^  Louifa.  Well,  my   kiiid  good  fncnd,    {looking 
round)   -Why  how  v«ry  haiidfpme  you'^vi  made 
ihy  room  I  how  much  I'm  obliged  to  you. 


fill  iDr;  (Stigfcy !  I  wou^dA't  Ifet  Wm*  cut^  my 
cat  of  4.  t(!>btii-adhe;  The  feUbw  has  m^de  money 
out  of  pi^le*^  fbtl)^,  and  nxm  don't  know  liow  to 

behave  himfelf* 

ifeforg'.  I  wifti  you'd  leatn^how  to  bciiaveyouf- 
felf ;  fh^ltbp:  Abo&t  Wiih  your  hat  on,  and  a  lady 
in  die  rbbriPi. 

>//.  I  fcnbW  ttotbing  about  kdfes^  oi*  getitte- 
«eft.  T^htft  fellow  was  si  good  ba^bef  till  money 
fpoiled  him — my  hat !  {takes  it  6ff}  my  hat's  here 
•^and  now  it's  there,  {puts  it  on.)  What  fignifies 
where  a  man's  hat  is  ?  Hats  ana  heads— ladies— 
gentlerAeA— igood  aS  another — ^hom  1  {£xit  mut^ 
tering)  , 

Marg.^  Plague  take  yoii  for  i  fool !— as  good 
fiktar'd  ^  vAUh  ti$t  dvt^r  brdte  brda^d,  but  wbeii  he 
f^%  the|e  fancies  in  hi$  noddle. 

Lo^fa.  Where  thare  ii  real  worth  thefe  little 
odditieis  of  bumobr  rather  extittt  pleafantry  than 
refentm6niv 

Marg.  Od>  I'fl  give  it  him  I 

tontfs,:  ff^Vc*  imtidy  niy  kind  Marg«!y-^but 
MW  for  a  firi:^rife--*rm  forr^  I  muft  leave  you, 
my  good^  v^oFtiAn*       . 

Marg.  Leave  us!  Well,  if  I  did'n't  expeA  my 
filly  hufl;af)d'$  behaviour  wOu'd  brkig  it  to  this^ 

Louifa.  Huli^  !  your  hufHand  has  nothing  to  d9| 
in1t :— .I*m  certain  I  can  confide  in  you ; — ^you  knoW 
littl6  of  me;  rm  i  ftranger; — but  I'll  nc*  trouble 
you  with  more  of  my  affairs  than  is  neceflary. 
You  doubtlefs  (k^luded  ftom  the  trifling  fumd  I 
expended  on  my  fiift  coming  here  ii^  your  viUage, 
that  I  mutl  of  cOu^  be  fome  very  rich  perfMi  Qt 
other. 

Marg.  I^a^  Mft^asH,  I  didn't  rc^)c6t  you  for  thatl 
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tpurfoklhdi^e  ^tt^  From  c^tuin  fiimily  cir* 
cutnftances,  immaterial  to  aiiy  but  myfejf,  J  haic 
been  obligdi-^howeverj  you  know  I  came  from 
Ireland— hare  been  in  France,  and  ani  ui^feu- 
n^tely  not  on  the  beft  terttes  with  my  friends  till  a 
make-iip  tan  be  brought  about  to  i»y  wifli— Nxit 
being  over  ftrong  in  purfe,  I  plann'4  a  fri:^  rc-^ 
tirement ;  the  variety  of  calls  upon  the  fselings  of 
my  heart  have  at  length  exhauft^  my  little  finance; 
therefore— but  mind,  Pm  not  caft  down — ^no,  I*m 
as  happy- 

Mar^.  Dear,  Vm  fo  fqrry- 


Loutfi.  Come,  if  you  go  to  pity  me  t  (hall  be 
very  much  affronted. 

Marg.  I  affront  you! 
'  Lomfa.  Lord  1  1  never  was  more  gay  or  cheerful 
in  my  whole  life :  but  I'll  tell  you— You  know, 
yoii  and  your  hufband  are  very  honeft  people,  and 
get  nothing  but  what  ypu  hardly  earn ;  now,  why 
fhould  i  from  my  extravagance  become  a  burden 
to  you? 

Marg.  Extravagance!  ^twasjrour charity — ^bur- 
den! your  (lay  will  be  a  blefling  to  us— pay  us 
when  you  can,  or  never  {peeping)  0\^.\tCL^  fWeet 
lady! '  ^'  -"  -  '  >  ■  -■  -  .-     • 

/^»(/&.  Come,  perhaps  I  mayn't  leave  your  vil- 
lage yet.  Margery,  I've  conceived  a  thought  to 
ftay  among  you  without  inconvenience  to  any  one  j 
I  think  I  cbu'd  be  ufeful  to  your -Mrs*  AUbut, 
here.  From  hqr  charadcr  of  a  pafSon  for  literary 
aitiufementSi  Ihe  might,  perhaps,  afford  me  a 
fituatitm  to  read,  or  tranflate  French  j  tranfcribe 
her  poetry,  for  I  am  told  flic  has  wrote  a  number 
o^  pretty  things ;  or  f  cou'd,  upon  occafion,  drefe 

uj^  a  cap  for  her— ^h,  Margery,  cou*d  you  recom- 
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mend/mcf  ^  You  know  you  told  ine  the  ibmctioies 
readls  her  rpo^cns  to  YQu. 

^)Marg.  iWelU  I/tti^all.on  her,  my  lady. 

iJboidjfii.  Gome,  none  of  you  lady's  to  me— I  miift 
ibon.tinlady  myfdifk.  Upon  my  honour  I  (hail  be 
cxccedifigly  angry: if  ypu  are  not  even  merry.  There 
now,  ^tbatfs  a  4^ftr  good  woman  (Jhakes  hands  cor* 
diallf^  and  gats  to  a  £hejl  of  drawers} 

—       Re-enter  Jollyboy*  . 

yoU.  Wife,  if  Squire  .Allbut*s  corn  comes,  .l;ell 
them  ;it  mufl;  wait ;  for  I've  got  a  bulhel  to  grind 
for  old  Budget  the  tinker  firft. 

Marg.  Don't  talk  to  me. 

JplL^^M  !-T-What  have  you  found  a  pot  of  gold 
under  an  oW  wall  ? 

Marg.,  Ah f  hufband !  this  dear  young  lady  our 
lodg^r-r— 

JoU.  Ay,  well. 

Marg.  Her  diftrefs ! 

JolL  Well,  if  (he's  diftrefs'd  about  any  one's 
poverjtyi  Jier  band  knows  the  way  to  her  pocket 
SI  roa4  k  h3S;fo  often  gone  upon  like  occaflons. 

Marg.  Ay,  but  I  may  as  well  put  my  hand  into 
my  pocket.. 

JolL  D^uce  o'  your  riddles— What's  the  matter 
withf^ you  and  (he? 

•   fijarg.,  I  tell  you,  at  laft    (he  herfelf  is  really 

diftrd^'dy  and  won't  (lay  becaufe  (he  can't  pay  m^ 

;     .  ,  \ Exit  melancholy 

Joll. ,  I^ftrefe'd  !r'M:>ne  that  was  fo  ready  to  re- 
lie^y^  every  body  elfe,  noiv  to  want  it  herfelf!  {Lou  (fa 
advances^  Jollihy  takes  off  his  hat  mith  refpeh) 
Madain^  I'm  fure  I'm  vaftly  concerned  that  any  paft 

conduft 
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c&ttdM^  of  name  flbou'd  I^tvc  gjven  y6u  the  kn& 
uneafinefs.  You've  doqe  qs  too  much  honour  in 
coming  under  our  roof:  a&d  if  any  improper 
feeedom^  of  oiirs  have  given  you  offence,  you  have 
only  to  felame  your  own  :  cbhdi^fctnfion.  Madaih^ 
«re  are  but  ignorant  people,  and  if  we  have  fail'd 
in  our  rcfpcft,  I  humbly  crave  your  pardon, 

Louifa.  Then  Majgery  has  told  him.  This  is 
an  attempt  at  irony — Become  the  fubjeft  of  ridi- 
cule !  I  thought  I  could  endure  povehyi  but  I 
was  wrong — ^ajtde)  Sir,  it's  not  immediately  in 
my  power  to  difcharge  whdt  I  owe  you,  blit  I  hope 
it  will  be  foon  ^  for  I  can  aflure  you  it  WQU*d  give 
me  infinite  pleafure. 

Joll.  WouM  it  ?  then  thb*  t  go  to  j^H  for  my 
own  rent— (^rf^)     True,  I  forg6t^--Ma'iin;  this 
was  left  for  you  juft  now  5    "^twas  iiiclos'd  in  4 
papeir— thought  at  firft  *twas  for  itiyfejf,  fo  broke  it 
open- — I  beg  pardon— tho*  there  was  nothing  written 
in  it.  (ghes  the  mte) 
JL^»/^.  Ten  pounds  i — Who  left  it  f 
yi)lL  I  did  a&,  but  can^t  find  who. 
i.oiiiJa.  Then  my  circurhftances  ar^  known !  fe 
there  mch  benevolence  f  However,  how  to  appro- 
priate this  doesn^t  want  a   confideration.      Pi-ay 
lejt  me  know  what  Thi  indebted  to  you.  ^ 

^JoU.  Oh,  Madam- 

JLouif(j^.  \  requeft      ■    .  '    - 

Joll.    Weil,   Madam,'  now  have  I  given   her  ^ 
what  I  had  tb  pay  my  own  rent ;  '  twill  grind  mj 
heart  to  apologife  to  Landlord  AUbut-f-but  I've  fet 
her  heart  at  eafe,  and  that's  good  amends. 

Grig,  {without)     No:  I  wantmycbay}  fopnt 
that  haniper  of  wine,  arid  tW  mcdcGines  in  th«^  ^ 

little  cart. 

Joll. 


JiQil.  Mad^aiii, .  now  you  (houy  look -abpv^  this 
Mafter  (Jjtigfby— you  don't  know  hitn; — a  fellovf 
takeii  from  iitting  with  numb'd  finger?,  wig-weav* 
ing,  into  a  dbftor's  fervice,  to  brulh  his  coat  and 
friiS^e  his  pate,  picking  up  hard  words  ftoni  \tbc 
apothecary's  boys,  marrying  the^houfekeeper,— r 
throwing  her  purlpinings  intp  ^brandy  vault  and 
drug-fliop  (fhe 'poifon^  hcrfelf  in  one  of  them) 
mad  xipw^^  by  jargon,  fmiles,  lies,  and  cringes,  has 
glided  into  the  good  graces  of  every  family  in  the 
yill2|ge-^0h,  he's  not  drefled  in  his  phyfical  pomp^ 
When  lie  wants  to  (hew  his  confequence,  pop§ 
Himfelif  into  one  of  the  famous  fine  velvet  and  gold 
fuits  left  him  by  his  old  maftcr  the  phyfician. 

M^rg.>  (without)  Indc^yVo&OT' 

^r;^.  (witbouty  Bi^t  I  will  vifit  my  patient.. 

^^/ZNow,  for  i)r.  Gri^fby's  chattering!  'Till 
he's'gdhe,  we  may  put  our  tongues  in  our  pockets^^ 
I  wim  X  cou*d  (hut  my  ears  in  my  tobacco-box. 

ii^drg.  {without)  I  tell  you,  Doftor,  Mi6' 
Louifa  is  not.  in  t^e;  hiunQur  for  jaunting* 

Grig.  Tdath  me  humours,  difluxioni,  catarriiSf 
arid  ^taplafms ! 

Boy.  But,  Sfr,  hadn't  you  beft  come  back  to 
^op  ? 

Grh,  Shop !  Get  home,  you  dog,  and  mix  u» 

that' fiGff:  '  '  -  .  .: 

^Boy:  Sir,  ^I  forgot  what  I  was  to  put  in  rt; 

Gfig.  A  table  fpoonful  of  any  four  bottles  behind 
the  counter. 

Bey.  There's  Humphrey  the  wheelwright  ^ops 
f^ft"  you  to  bleed  Kim. 
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Grig.  Wheelwright,  firrah !  My  compliments, 
and  I'll  wait  on  his  Lordfhip.  [Exit  Boy]  Hem  \ 
Duke  Humphrey  !— But  the  ladies  muft  always 
have  the  preference,  (bows  to  Lout/a) 

Louifa.  Sir  {curtfeying)  Teazing  man !  I  wifh 
he'd  go  away  (apart  to  Margery) 

Marg.  Do<ftor,  the  lady  wilhes  you'd    ■ 
Loutja.  Hu(h! 

Grig.  My  dear  Madam,  never  deceive  your 
doftor — but  that  is  impoflible, 

Louifa.  For  me  to  think  of  attempting  a  decep-; 
tion! — Upon  my  word,    Doftor,    you  have  the 

happieft  mode  of  compliment 

Grig.  Yes,  Ma'am,  the  compliment  I  put  in 
that  mixture  was  two  grains,  or,  as  we  pf  the  fa- 
culty write  in  our  Latin  profcriptions,  c|ux  gra- 
niorum,    fix  fcruples,  or  gater-fcrupblibus  ,•   and. 
Madam,  I'll  venture  to  affirm,  that  ^he  whole  mate- 
rial medicar  does  not  furnifli  a  cure  of  more  effica- 
cious efficacy,  that  is,  when  we  talk  of  a  cafe,  razor- 
cafe — hem !  I  mean  the  foul-cafe ;  the  body  being 
the  cafe  of  the  foul,  as  a  bottle  is  of  a  bottle  of 
old  port;    the  wine  being  the  fpirit;  and  fo  we 
doftors  wax  the  cork  to  prevent  evaporarion  or 
fomentation;  juft  as  if  a  gentleman,  to  (have  his 
dbin,  would  lather  his  occiput;  that  is,  what  we  o^ 
the  faculty  call  the  whole  healing  art— fcammonyj^ 
^ild  poppy,  the  fublimate  of  ftyptic  water,  anthel- 
mintic  wine,  hiera  picra,  and  the  nervous  fyftem.  , 
Louifa.  Swy  you've  certainly  a  prodigious  deal 
of  Ikill;  but  nature  prevents  me  from  opportuni- 
ties of  putting  it  in  praftice. 

Griz*  True,  Mifs,  I  have  an  imrtienfc  deal  of 
pradtice — So  much  fo,  that  upon  my  foul.  and[ 
honor  I  require  now  a  dodtor  for  myfelf,  the  fatigue 
is  iatcicrable.  Louifa^ 
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houffa.  Sir,  pray  «ci&  fnc,  now  Vm  a  Kttle 
indiipol'ed,  and  company  is  not  over  agreeable. 

"Grig.  If  iiidiipofed,  Madam,  what's  better  cx)m«- 
pany  than  your  dodtof  P  For  in  your  cafe,  as  we  of 
the  faculty  fay,  no  aliment  fa  mucilagrnous  as 
fheep's  head  broth  :  fome  prefer  buttermilk,  and 
it  is  indeed  as  a  lafteal  lachrymoligon  ;  for,  Madanit 
When  the  difeafe  proceeds  from  yifcid  pituitous  fub- 
ftance^bftnifling  the  veffcls  of  the  lungs,  we  of 
the  faculty  call  it  a  fpurious  peripneuaiony ;  there-- 
fdrc^'ripe  firuits  rbafted,  bak'd,  or  boird,  fuch  as 
gr^n-goofe,  young  parfeneps,  extracl  of  faturn — 
then  we  throw  in  the  bark,  and  that  is,  my  dear 
Madatp,  the— the — nervous,  fyftem. 

•Miifp  But,  Ddftor,  Mifs  Louilk  wants  a  little 
reft; 

Gi'ig.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  that's  very  well — then  I  know 
nothing'  of  what  a  lady  wants.     I  fee  (he  likes  me 

by  her  wdlhes  to  turn  me  out.  {ajidt) But, 

Madam,  to  promote  an  emulfive  dormitory,  or,  as 
Celfus  fays,  a  bit  of  fleep  or  reft,  nothing  equal  to 
a  finlple  gofs  lettice. 

Louifa.  I  thank  you,  Doftor  j  but  I  don't  need 
fopbrifics. 

Gr/jfi^ Soap!  Dem  this  barber!  how  all  my 
patknts  will  be  flapping  fuds  in  my  teetii— but  (he 
ii|ilft  'be  .fome  gre^t  heirefs  here  incog,  from  her 
having  drfperfed'fo  much  money  through  tlie  vil- 
lage* >^4^^^) 

Mjouif a   Sir ^  I  wifti  you  a  good  rnoming. 

Grig.  Reft !  the  nurfe  of  difeafe !  You  fee,  as  a 
doiStor,  I  fpeak  againft  my  awn  intereft.  Nothing 
blit^exerdfe  and  open  air  can  brace  and  ftrengthep 
t<h^  ailimal  fui>ftion6  When  the  caninus  rabies,  or 
dog-madnefs,  which  >vc  of  the  faculty  callyertigp 
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oFth6  foot,  comes — the — the — and  that  is,  Ma- 
Vlam,  the  nervous  fyftem.  Do  me  the  honor  of 
taking  an  airing  in  my  chaife;  you^  may  truft  to 
iliy  wnip-harid — ^^fteady  as  if  touching  a  vein— I'll 
drive  you ^ 

Jolt.  No :  but  rU  drive  you  out  of  my  houfc, 
— Do^nt  you  fee  that  you've  already  bother 'd 
the  lady  with  your  ndnlenfe? 

Gn'g.  Vve  what?  Oh,  this  is  pretty  !  What's 
that  yoii  faid  I  did  to  her? 

JolL  Poh  !  Go  along. 

Grig.  Go  along!  Very  well  thatt  Do  you 
know,  man,  when  you  talk  toaphyflcian — Ma- 
dam, my  chaife  is  at  the  door — permit  me  the 
honor  of  whipping  yon  round  the  circuitous 
circle  in  the  grand  tour  of  Efher,  Wellon  Green, 
Molefey,  Hampton  Court,  Bufliy  Park,  Teddington 
Common,  and  Ditton  Marfh — the  fight  of  fo  fine 
a  drefs'd  lady  as  you  fitting  by  my  fide— no  other 
barber— ^hem  !  wine- merchant — phyfician 

Louifa.  Doftor  ,your  politenefs  comes  particu^ 
larly  acceptable,  for  I  (liould  like  a  little  excur- 
fion,  and  I  aflure  you  my  purfc  now  cannot  afford 
the  expence  of  poft-chaifes — Well^  Margery,  you'll 
fpeak  to  Mrs.  Allbutfor  i!ne— Come,  Doftor,  now 
for  your  Vvhip-hand. 

Grig.  Afford  i  Expence  !  Any  thihg  broke  ? 
\-apart  to  Margery) 

Marg.  Ah,  we  are  all  broke!  our  hearts  arp  broke! 

Grig.  Eh  !  All  her  flalh  efad  in  fmoke  !     Oh^ 

ho!  (jM)  ,  • '  ;    " 

..  Loutfa.  Dodlor,  you  fliall  fet  me  down  at  Mr. 
Allbut's. 

Grig.  Eh!  Mem!  Your  bill  did  you  fay  ?     We 

never  commit  foch  trifles  to  book — carry  it  hi  my 

*  head 
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head— For  bcft  frontighac— hem !  raifin  wJnc 
(afide)  lavender  water^  low  de  lucy,  and  magnefiar 
holbar— T-You  arc  indebted  to  me  the  furp  ofthrcp 
pounds  three  ihiUings  and  thrqe  pepce  three  far? 
things. 

Loui/a.  But,  Sir,  the  jaunt. 

Grig.  It  rains,  Mem — ^no  head  to  my  chaife.— r 
Margary,  hav'n't  you,  as  we  of  the  faculty  fay— 
A  miller  fliould  always  have  a  pafvifol  to  keep  off 
the  rain,  {puts  on  bis  hat^  V^hijil^h  and  walks  about 
cracking  his'  whip) 

Joll.  \ftaring)  Eb ! 

Grig.  AH  good  for  the  nervous  fyftem!  Mem^ 
I'm  making  up  fome  money,  and  if  yovi  can  oblige 
me  by  difcharging  that  trifle — 

Louifa.  Then  better  remain  in  my  landlord's 
debt  than— This  wretch  l-C afide) — there,  Sir,  take 
your  bill  out  of  thu-r-^gives  the  bank-note  to  Grijby) 

Grig.  Yes,  Mem  :  Til  bring  you  the  change  in 
the  friz2;ling  of  a  toopee]  but  I'll  advife  ,you,  Ma- 
dam, to  excrcife.  Miller,  put  up  a  fwing  in  your 
garden  between  two  cherry-trees- rfwing,  Mem- 
nothing  but  exercife  and  open  air  can  brace  and 
ilrengthen  the  animal  fundtions-^fwing !  Reft  is 
the  nurfe  of  difeafe — you  fee,  as  a  doftor,  I  fpeak 
againft  my  own  intereft.  In  your  cafe.  Madam, 
nothing  fp  mucihiginous  as  Ihcep's  head  broth— 
then  we  throw  in  the  bark,  and — from  ten  pounds 
deduft  three  pounds  three  (hillings  and  three  pence 
three  farthings,  and  that  1%  what  we  call  the — 
hervQUs  fyftem — ^—  [Exit. 

jfoll.  Carried  off  my  bank-note ! — Hollo,  nervops 
fyftem  t  [Runs  off. 

Loui/a.  Come  no\y  with  me  to  Mrs  Allbut's.'  ; 

Ma*-g.  Ah,  Tm  fure  you'll  not  like  her,  MVam. 
A  deuced  temper. 

c  2  Loui/a. 
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Louifa.  I  underftand  tliat  flic  is  haughty  and 
overbearing — that  Mr.  Allbut,  puffed  up  with  the 
pride  of  riches,  is  th^  great  defpot  of  the  village ; 
that  all  their  wealth  really  belongs  to  a  poor  widow, 
Mrs.  Bellevue,  that  lives  in  the  cottage  by  the 
warren  yonder;  but  if  Mrs.  Allbilt  is  fo  proud,  I 
muft  only  temporize  into  humility;  Do<5tor  Grigf- 
by's  behaviour  has  convinced  mb  that  1  ftiou'd  ufe 
every  exertion  to  keep  myfelf  above  pecuniary 
obligations.  A  pity  it  is  not  fo!  byt,  wlien defti- 
tutc  of  particular  defeqce  and  proteftion,  the  world 
Ihou'd  be  the  guardian  to  a  lone  and  helplefs  wo- 
man. '     [Exeunt^ 


SCENE  li. 

Ji    Chamber  in   Allbui^s    Houfe. 

Enter  Willows  and  MariA. 

Willo.  There,  the  inflrumcnts  open.  ( points  H 
a  pianoforte^ 

Maria.  But  Mr.  and  Mrs,  Allbut  may  return, 
and  if  fhe  finds  pie  at  it — 

Willo.  My  dear  child,  if  you  don*t  praftife 
youMl  lofe  your  mufic ;  and  that  will  be  a  pity, 
Maria,  confidering  the  proficiency  yoq  made  in  it. 

Maria.  Ah,  father  !  my  attefnpt  now  to  retain 
any  elegant  accopiplifhment  is  but  vanity.  What 
might  have  been  received  with  indulgence  when 
we  were  in  cafy  circumftances,  in  our  prefeilt 
humble  fituation  at  beft  will  be  overlooked,  or, 
moft  likely,  treated  with  contempt. 

■  •      '        *^  WiUo. 
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JFlllo.  Why,  indeed,  my  love,  this  rcverfc  of 
fortune  comes  with  a  double  feverity,  when  it 
fubjeAs  us  to  ;he  infults  of  this  purfe-proud, 
mean,  and  illiberal  Mr,  and  Mrs.  Allbut.  Gome, 
my  dear, — there,  if  your  Lady  Ihould  bear  you, 
I  don -t  think  (he  c^n  be  offended, — I  muft  to  my 
bufinefs  in  the  compting-houfe.  [Exit. 

Maria.  I  have  little  heart :  but,  as  my  father 
thinks  it  an  objecSV,  I  will  pradkife.  (J^riajiis  and 

BnferMaJler  Jack. 

Maft.  y.  Molly. 

Maria.  Oh,  Mafter  Jack  1 

Mafi.  J.  Play  on,  I  love  it,  fal,  lal,  lal,  {finj^s 
out  of  tune) 

Maria,  If  your  mama  fliQVf*d  come  in  and  hear 
me  ? 

Maft.  y.  Never  mind :  flie'll  think  it's  L  (Maria 
plays)  Molly,  do  you  know,  I  wifli  mammsi 
Wou'dn't  be  writing  her  poetries — ihe  troubles  the 
houfe  with  them  fo.  Come,  do  play  to  oblige  me* 
(Maria  plays)  Molly  !  ha !  ha!  ha  !  Don't  you 
think  mamma  very  filly,  to  go  and  fet  Papa  toa 
at  making  poefies,  and  now  he  begins  to  trouble 
the  houfe  too. 

Maria.  And  all  his  idea  of  poetry  is  making 
a  jingle  of  rhyme,  no  matter  for  meafure,  rifne, 
place,  eft  reafon,  but  if  ypu  will  hear  tae  Jplayj^ 
Jiften  (plays) 

Enter  Mrs.  All  but,  reading. 

Mrs.  A.  My  fervant  maid  at  my  inftrument ! 

jMaJt.  y.  What  a  pretty  hornpipe  ! 

^  Maria,, 
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Maria.  YouVe  an  excellent  car  ! 
Mafl.  J.  Yes ;  I've  a  fine  ear  for  hearing. 
Mrs.  A.  And  feeling  !  (pulls  him,  Maria  rifes) 
Maft,  y.  Now  mamma,  what'^chat  for  ? 
Mrs.  A.  Oh  !   enchanting  powers  of  poetry, 

*«  Sigh  to  the  filcnt  ftrcams  that  foftly  feck  the  leas, 
•*  Mar  the  meek  murmuring  melodies  that  mark  the  marine 
breeze. '• 

You  vile  jade  \ 

'  Majl.  J.  Molly  play  on— mamma,  Poll  plays^ 
better  nor  you,— flie  ticj^lps  it  fo  lightly  with  her 
little  finger ;  but  you  thump  it  down  with  your  fifts 
as  if  you  were  breaking  bifcuits — then  ihe  fits  fo 
quiet — fit  Molly — and  nere,  mamma,  you  go  wag- 
gipg  your  head  about  like  an  artichoke,  {fits  dpwn 
and  mimicks  extravagantly) 

Mrs.  A.  {curtjeys  to  Maria)  Oh,  do  pray,  Mifsj 
oblige  us  with  a  fonata  {ironically) 

Majl.  y.  Molly  made  thrsfong  herfclf ;  I  know 
flie  did. 

Mrs.  A.  Writes  poetry !  Here^s  a  faucy  minx  ! 
{aftdey^V7hzt  my  Ariofto !  Heavens  !  if  fhe  hasn't 
been  pulling  my  books  out  of  my  ftudy-r-Perhaps 
we've  a  Sappho  in  the  houfe  and  don't  know  it ! 
I  dare  fay  you  have  the  aflurance  to  be  full  of 
tender  fentiment  and  fenfibility. 
p-  Maria.  No,  Ma'am  ^-ryoii  can't  think  IVe  any 
feeling. 

Mrs.  A.  Upon  my  honor  Ihe  fancies  herfelf  a 
young  lady ! 

Maji.  y.  Well,  mamma,  all  the  village  calls  her 
^ifs  Maria. 

M-5.  if.  Mifs!  Ha!  ha,  ha!— Oh!  I  (hall 
faint — the  Maria  1 — Hadn't  you  better  at  once  call 
jourfelf  Laura  Maria  ?  there's  my  fon  thi^t  will 

have 


The  world  in  a  village.  ij 

have  a  tolerable  fortune,  he'scaird  by  every  body 
plain  Jack. 

Majl.  y.  By'r  leave,  mamma,  even  Dr.  Grigfby 
calls  me  Mafter  Jack. 

Maria.  Ma'am,  it's  a  matter  of  indifFcrcnce  to 
me,  what  I  am  called. 

Mrs.  A.  Very  true  !  "  That  we  call  a  rofe,  by 
any  other  name  wou'd  fmell  as  fweet." 

Maft.  J.  Now,  mamma,  will  you  ha*  done  ? 
you've  made  papa  too  as  bad  as  yourfelf,  and 
there's  no  fpeaking  a  word  before  him  but  he  comes 
out  with  a  rhyme  to't. 

Allb.  {without)  I'm  juft  in  time  to't.       [Enters. 
Mrs.  A.  Mr.  Allbut,  is  this  a  time  for  your 
foiJy. 

Alii.  rU  leave  it  tb  Polly. 
Mrs.  A.  Oh,  very  well.  Sir ;  but  I  aflure  you 
you  ftia'n't  go  to  London  again  in  hafte  without 
me — A  pack  of  your  wits  and  geniufles  cou'dn't 

take  you  to  one  of  their  clubs 

Allh.  The  Namby-pamby  club. 
Mrs.  A,  And  only  one  night — ^but  you  bring 
home  fuch  a  parcel  of  fluff,  and  wherret  every 
body  with  your  rhymes  and  your  rubbilh  ! 

Allb.  Yes  \  but  when  my  head  is  (luck  up  in 
poet's  corner,  there  will  be  rubbiih  ! 

Mrs.  A.  Mr.  Allbut,  you're  a  brewer;  mind 
your  malt  and  your  hops. 

Allb.  Oh  !  you  unreafonable  woman !  when  it 
was  you  that  fet  me  on,  and  made  me  even  lay 
out  fix  Ihillings  at  the  flail  at  the  corner  of  Chan- 
cery-lane, for  Bylhe's  Art  of  Poctry,>only  to  gee 
myfelf  ready  at  verfifications. 

Mrs.  A>  Yesl  but,  Mr.  Allbut,  I  having  travell'd 
all  over  Italy  in  the  firfl  circles  of  faihion,    bad 

hopes 


I 


^4  THE  WOlULD  IN  A  VlLLACSJ^. 

hopes  you  might  turn  out  a  poet  of  nature— to  rUrt 
extempore  with  a  ftring  of  beautiful  verfes  on  every 
pccafion,  as  it  may  offer,  like  the  charming  Italian 
Improvifetore. 

Alii*  Well,  Pm  the  great  Englifti  Improvifitory* 

Mrs.  A.  I  have  heatd  the  harmonious  Metailail0| 
the  Paftor  Fido,  the  Goldoni — 

Allb.  On  his  poney, 

Mrs.  A.  I  proteft  to  heaveuj/  if  you  dont — 

Ailb.  My  love,  your  paflion  fpoils  your  pretty 
vifage,  it*s  my  good  humour  that  keeps  the  fkin 
of  my  face  tight  and  fmooth,  free  from  crows  feet 
and  parentheAs. 

Mrs.  A.  A  pretty  thing!  I  can't  go  take  an 
airing  in  my  chariot  to  inhale  the  balmy  odour^ 
of  the  rofeate  fpring,  but  my  maid  fteps  ftately 
into  my  drawing-room,  and  with  her  delicate  paws, 
rattles  my  inftrumeht  out  of  tune.  This  hufley 
accounts  for  your  negligence- — letting  me  go  to 
the  play  t'other  night  without  a  pocket  hand* 
kerchief,  and  when  all  the  boxes  were  in  tears 
for  the  forrows  of  Monimia,  I  was  obliged  to  wipe 
my  fympathizing  moiftened  cheek. 

Allb.  Cheek  !  Ay  !  that  was  (o  rofy-colour*d  that 
night — huflcy,  your  lady  was  fain  to  twitcfh  the 
tears  from  off  it  with  her  white  kid-gloves,  fo  that 
the  finger  and  thumb  look'd  as  if  Ihe  had  been 
taking  brazil  fnufF — that  cou*dn*c  fave  fome  drops 
falling  on  your  neck  hankerchicf ;  what  with  that 
and  your  grievous  face,  my  love,  the  titter  went 
round.  One  Lord  with  a  blue  ribbon  whifpered, 
^*  Ton  my  foul !  that  lady  fitting  next  to  the  pretty 
well-behaved  little  Gentlemanj^  is  Maudlin  Muz* 
%^r  (Jack  laughs) 

Mrs: 
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Mrs.  A.  {enraged)  Retire!  {^Jdaria  curtftyj;  and 
exit) 

Majl.  7.  Mamrn^,  Molly  makes  ^  better  ciirtfcy 
than  you — you  do  it  with  a  bob  ^nd  a  dUck  an4 
ihake  yourfelf  about  fo.  (^mimicks) 

Mrs.  A,  -Ppn  ii^y  word,  M^ftcr  Jack,  this  is 
moft  unpretty  behaviour,  JV^olly  !  Hey!  {calls  of) 

4llb-  Rare  times  ^Yhen  tl^e  hen  crows,  and 
the  little  cock  \%  head  of  the  fliock  I  WUlows ! 
eh,  eh  I 

Re-Enter  Maria  and  Willows. 

Mrs.  A.  Did  you  rub  the  chairs  in  my  chamber  ? 
(/^  Maria) 

fVillo.  My  poor  child  !  {ajide) 

Allb.  Rub  chairs  I  piy  dear,  that's  bufincfs  for 
the  boufermaid — you  Ihould  recolledt  that  Polly 
was  well  brought  up— Did  you  carry  that  corn  to 
the  mill  ?  {to  fVillows) 

Mrs.  A.  Carry  torn !  nay,  Mr,  Allbut,  are 
there  not  men  enough  about  the  houfe  ? — ^You 
ihould  not  forget  that  Mr.  Willows  has  feen  bet- 
ter days  ;  tho'  now  he  totally  depends  upon  our 
humanity.  "^ 

fVillo.  Why,  Sir,  as  Madam  obferves,  one  of 
the  men  in  the  brewery  might  as  well  do  this ;  I 
have  fufficient  ufc  for  my  time^  over  your  books. 

[Exit. 

Maria.  Befides,  Sir,  confider  my  father's  years 
r— indeed  he  has'nt  ftrength  I 

Mci^.  J.  Molly,  rattle  up  the  pi^no—^cwill  m^tkc 
us  all  merry. 

VOL.  ly.  D  Mrs 
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Mrs.  A.  No,  Mift ;  you  flia'n'c  (how  off  your 
graces  to  entrap  the  affeftions  of  my  child. 

Maria.  I  can  bear  all  this :  but  to  witnefs  the 
injurious  treatment  my  father  receives,  wounds  me 
to  the  foul.  {Exit. 

Maft.  %  X\\  go  after,  and  kifs  Molly's  tears 
away,  (ajide,  ana  going) 

Mrs.  A.  Now,  where  ^rt  you  going,  Mafter 
Jack? 

Majl.  J.  Going  to  read  a  fine  foft  fympathy 
book.  Mamma — he!  he  !  he!  Yes,  Til  kifs  Molly. 
iaftde)  ,      '        '  [Exit. 

Mrs.  A.  Isn't  that Mrs,  BeUevue  under  my 

roof!    looking  out) 

AUb.  'Tis  widow  Bellevue — ^bu(,  love,  our  roof 
would  ftill  be  her's,  but  for  my  prudent  dexterity 
in  tricking  her  out  of  it.  While  her  hulband, 
my  old  mafter,  lived,- he  was  fliarp  over  me  :  but, 
nofoonerthe  hatchment  clapt  upon  the  wall,  thaii 
all  her  ancient  noble  blood  flufhed  in  her  face  at 
the  fight  of  the  blue  dragons,  and  the  three  white 
azure  rampant  fifliing-hooks. 

Mrs.  A.  That  Maria !  tho*  we  pay  handfomely 
for  poor's  rates  to  bring  the  paupers  out  of  the 
roads  and  hovels  upon  us. 

Allb.  Ay  !  Mr$.  Bellevue's  ^  poor  pauper  in  the 
hovel  now,  yet  Ihe  \vas  once  too  grand  to  have  her 
great  name  polled  in  ledgers — no,  Ihe  muft  have 
the  bufinefs  carried  on  under  niy  fjrm,  fo  rather 
than  hurt  her  dignity,  my  little  bit  of  an  infigni- 
ficant  name  fneak'd  into  the  leafe,  glided  into 
the  confols,  ftole  into  the  Eaft  India  ftock,  and  my 
little  bit  of  a  felf  popp'd  into  her  houfe  and  land 
— like  the  New  Church  in  the  Strand, 

Mrs. 
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#  ■  ■  ■ 

A/rj.  -A  Yes,  it's  certainly  Maria  encourages  her 
to  come  here ;  I  dare  fay  Vm  cut  up  finely. 
{liflens)     Come  into  the  parlour  !    impudence ! 

AUb.  Now  foir  i,  neat  rhyme  !  {aftde  and  holding 
her)  Gone  into  the  parlour,  impudence— juft  like 
a — a — (  Seems  puzzled  for  a  rhyme,  and  not  hitting 
on  one,  holds  down  his  head,  puts  his  hands  in  his 
coat-pociets  and  rfins  qff—MrSs  Allbut  enraged 
follows. 


END  9F   THE  ;FIRST  ACT, 
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ACT    II. 


-^ 


SCENE  I. 

t 

Another  Room  in  Allbut^s  Houfe* 

Enter  Maria  and  Mrs.  Bellevue,  with  a  Book. 

Maria. 

Indeed  rm  gua  to  fee  you. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Once  I  cou*d  be  happy  to  bid  you 
welcome  here. 

Maria.  Aye !  Mrs.  Bellevue,  this  houfe  when 
your*s,  was  the  feat  of  politenefs  and  hofpitality 
— hasn't  Sir  Henry  fince  fent  to  you  ? 

Mrs.  Bell.^  No,  my  Love,  he's  no  more  a 
brother.  His  late  acquifition  of  a  baronet's  title, 
has  rais'd  him  fo  much  above  me,  that  I'm  now 
neglefted  by  him — every  fpark  of  fraternal  affec- 
tion i  even  compaffion  for  my  fuflerings  has  been 
long  extinguiihed  ! 

Maria.  Oh,  Madam,  I'm  out  of  all  patience 
with  him — his  family  pride,  fo  provokingly  un- 
reafonable— -to  take  fuch  a  vaft  alarm  at  your 
marrying  a  tradefman,  when  he  himfelf,  tho'  a 
baronet,  is  ftill  in  bufinefs— your  hu{band  was  x 
brewer — your  proud  brother  is  a  banker— and 
where  the  end  is  money,  I  can't  fee  any  great  dif- 
ference in  the  means  ufed  to  acquire  it. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Bell.  Candour  fliou*d  in  fome  tncafure 
incline  me  to  excufc  my  brother,  when  I  refledt 
that  my  prefent  deftitute  fituation  is  partly  the 
confequence  of  that  very  family  pride ;  which  in 
his  conduft  to  me  wears  the  appearance  of  cruelty 
—-of  inhumanity ! 

Maria.  Aye,  Madam,  on  the  fudden  death  of 
your  worthy  hufband,  what  a  pity  that  you  couldn't 
have  fupprcfs'd  your  own  ideas  of  rank  and 
birth ;  but  rho*  you  were  above  all  concern  for 
the  bufinefs,  how  unlucky  your  trujfting  it  into 
the  hands  of  this  dpfigning  fool—this  knavifti  Mr. 
Allbut ! 

Mrs.  Bell.  He  abus'd  my  conRdence-'-I  plac'd 
him  in  a  truft— and  then  inftead  of  clearings  to 
puzzle  and  perplex  my  affairs  ! 

Maria.  His  purpofe  was  to  get  all  into  his  own 
power ! 

Mrs.  Bell.  He  has  done  it — poflcfsM  himfelf  of 
my  fortune,  here — even  of  my  houfe — and  drove 
me  from  it. 

Maria.  To  fee  the  vulgar  Mrs.  Allbut— the  great 
lady  of  the  village — rattling  by  your  cottage-door 
in  her  chariot.-^(Afr5.  Betlevue  weeps)  But  Pm 
Wrong  to  revive  in  your  mind  pad  diftreffes. 

Mrs.  Bell.  My  kind  Maria !  had  I  then  fuch  an 
early  friend!  but  thofe  whom  ipisforiune  has  doomed 
to  participate  in  friendftiip,  only  by  receiving,  may 
feem  interefted  for  a  grateful  mention  of  its  facred 
hlefling.  1  am  poor — you  have  been  good  to  me  — 
if  I  thank  you,  you  will  do  juftice  to  my  inten- 
tion 

Maria.  Don't  grieve,  Madam. 

Mrs.  Bell.  I  didn't  know  the  worth  of  your 
mind  when  my  fon  fct  the  juft  value  upon  your 

perfop 
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perfon  and  accomplifhinents — He  could  difcern 
genuine  merit,  I  was  dazzled  with  the  blaze  of 
tranfitory  riches ;  and  when  I  fhould  have  bleig'd 
Jiim  with  a  real  treafure,  I  wrong'd  both  him  and 
you! — Forbad  your  union  ;  and  to  prevent  it  for 
ever,  feht  my  child  over  feas  far™ far  from  me  I 
Perhaps  now  a  wand'ring  fugitive.  Oh  !  I  have 
been  wicked,  cruel,  unnatural !  Vm  punilhy,  biu: 
pot  enough  ! — I  (hould  be  refigny — I  am. 

Maria.  Dear  Madam,  all  will  be  better— -No 
Dews  yet  of  your  William  ? 

Mrs.  Bell.  No,  my  dear ;  and  fince  the  un- 
happy change  of  affairs,  I  fcarce  wiih  for  my  fon's 
return— I  have  now  no  home  to  receive  him— no 
Imile  of  welcome — my  bleffing  and  my  tears  are  all 
Tve  left  to  give  him. 

Maria.  As  my  brother  Charles  was  led  to  go 
abroad  merely  with  the  hopes  of  finding  your 
William,  they  may  have  met ;  the  two  boys  were 
here  exemplary  in  their  friendfhip — they  may,  they 
will  afford  tnutual  adiftance  fhould  either  want  it. 

Mrs.  Bell.  There  too,  from  my  unworthy  con- 
duit, you  and  your  father  are  now  deprived  of 
comfort  and  protection  from  a  brother  and  a  fun. 
Were  Charles  here,  the  AUbuts  dare  not  treat  you 
as  thev  do.  But  Tve  heard  nothing  of  William 
fince  his  quitting  the  captain  that  I  fent  him  with, 
and  proceeding  totheEafl-Indies. 

Maria.  My  father  and  I  remain  in  the  fame  un- 
certainty as  to  Charles — You'll  flay  and  take  fomc 
refrefliment. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Excufe  me,  my  dear— fU  not  be 
the  caufe  of  drawing  Mrs.  AUbut's  difpleafurc 
Vppn  you. 

Maria.  She  never  wants  a  caufcfor  that.    Step 

into 
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into  my  room^-rvc  received  a  trifling  prefent  from 
fomfe  friends  iii  town — I  muft  beg  your  acceptance 
of  a  part  of  it. 

Mrs.  Bell.  YouVc  too  much  concern  for  me — I 
gave  you  evil,  and  you  return  every  good. 

Maria.  My  dear  Ma'am  be  cheerful.  {Takes  hir. 
band)  ^^  [Exeunt^ 


SCENE  11. 

A  Green.    Scattered  Cottages  round  it. 

»  ■  .  - 

Enter  Charles  in  a  Sailor^ s  Drefs. 

Charles.  How  every  well-known  objcft  delights. 
* — Captain  Vanfluifen  ! 

Enter  Capt.  VanSluisbn. 

Capt.  Van.  Eh !  Yaw  it  is,  my  owner,  Mynhee^ 
Willows ! 

Cha.  I  find  you  received  my  letter. 

Capt.  Van.  Yaw,  Mynheer ;  and  Ym  com'd  at 
de  very  day  it  bid  me  meet  you  here.  My  fliif^ 
have  brought  your  riches  from  Batavia,  fafe  td 
Amfterdam,  and  now  fafe  to  London. 

Cha.  P*lea(ure  indeed  !  I  acquired  them  by  la- 
bour, difficulty,  and  danger — had  a  hard  ftrugglfc 
for  my  life  too^  fipce.  Captain — you  know  impa- 
tience  to  re-vifit  England,  would  not  fuffer  me  to 
Wait  for  your  failing 

Capt.  Fan.  I  did  hear  dc  littal  Ihip  you  embark 
in  was  caft  away.  ' 

Cha>  Wreck'd  here  on  the  coaft-— dead  of  night 
— had  juft  time  to  throw  on  any  jacket  that  came 

to 
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to  hand — I  got  on  fliorc  with  only  lifi?— no  ca(h — 
knew  nobody — dHpatch'd  that  letter  to  you,  took 
a  fliort  flick  in  my  hand,  pufti'd  off  on  foot,  and 
v^ith  a  hale  conflitution  and  jovial  heart,  here  am 
I  returned  to  my  dear  native  village,  worth  two 
hundred  thoufand  pounds,  which  ten  years  ago  I 
quitted,  not  matter  of  a  guinea. 

Capt.  Van.  I  did  loft  all  your  riches  at  fea,  but 
I  did  found  dem  again — Ve  djd  not  know  of  de 
war  between  France,  Holland,  and  England,  fo 
we  left  de  Indies  vid  opt  a  convoy,  and  we  were 
taken  by  a  French  privateer. 

Cha.  Indeed,  Sir,  well! 

Capt.  Van.  Dey  did  board—clapp'd  us  all  under 
hatches — but  van  of  my  crew,  a  brave  young 
£ngli(hman,  in  de  mid  vatch,  crept  out  of  a  pore 
up  the  fides  of  the  fhip,  fnatch  up  a  hanger,  over* 
power  de  French  centinal,  releas'd  us,  and  vc  did 
retook  our  vefTel. 

Cha.  What,  one  man 

Capt.  Van.  De  capitain  of  de  enemy  was  an  Irifh- 
man — fought  like  de  dyvil--in  defpair  to  fee  his 
prize  gone,  darted  on  the  Eqglifh  boy — ^^clafp'd 
him  in  his  arm,  and  jump'd  overboard  down  in 
de  vater — a  heavy  fea-— cbu'dn't  flack  fail—  faw 
dem  no  more ! 

Cha.  My  fortune  preferved  by  the  lofs  of  a  brave 
fellow  leffens  the  enjoyment'  1  My  heart  throbs 
once  more  to  behold  my  father  ;  {looking  but)  isn't 
this  Grifby  the  barber,  drefs'd  very  odd  for  a  fri- 
feur  !  A  worthy  fellow  he  is— How  glad  am  I  to 
come  home.  Ah,  no  place  like  old  England,  not 
a  houfe  that  won't  fling  open  its  doors  to  me ;  not 
a  table  without  a  plate,  or  a  parlour  without  a  nail 
/or  my  hat !  Bells  will  rin^!*  bonefires  blaze,  I 
warrajit !  {tbey  retire)  Enter 
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Enter  Grigsby  and  Villagers. 

\ 

''Grig.  Don't  interrupt  me— I'm  confidering  a 
cafe. 

ift  VHI.  Now  the  Dodor's  head  is  fplitting  with 
judgment,  \ajide) 

Grig  I  muft  ingratiate  myfclf  with  Mrs.  Allt)ut 
— without  her  countenance  I  may  (hut  up  (hop, 
and  cork  up  my  wine-vaults.  I  take  fifty  pounds 
a  year  of  her  money  for  only  talking  at  her 
tea-table  on  Italians,  Delia  Crufcas>  apd  the  ner- 
vous fyfteni. 

2d  Vill.  But,  Doifbor,  my  brother  Tom  be  main 
bad 

Grig.  Oh  !  what  youVe  a  bad  brothejr. 

2d  ViU.  Sick. 

Grig.  You're  all  impertinent.  A  fine  thing  if 
rm  to  have  ftudied  the  material  diecficar.  South* 
ampton-port,  alder-floe-juice,  and  marrow- pom'a* 
turn  of  PharmacopoUa,  Briti(h  coniac^  turnip-cyder 
of  Tooly-ftreet,  malaga  forgery,  tawny  bottle* 
crufts,  euenc€  rf  Burganny,  curling- iron  and  apo^ 
thecary(hips,  to  throw  away  my  time  and  (kill  upon 
all  the  ragga-muffins  o'  the  place  ;  but  this  is  the 
cur(e  of  a  man's  getting  into  reputation. 

2d  Fill.  Ay,  Dodor,  'caufe  you  roots  out  a 
difea(e. 

Grig.  So  I  do.  Tm  for  none  of  your  wprthlfefs 
radical  cures. 

Cha.  What,  has  Grigfby  the  barber  turned  doc- 
tor and  apothecary  ?  {ajide) 

I  ft  Fill.  Coufin  Rdph  be  got  fick  again,  Dodor, 

Gfig.  Oh,  his  malady  was— I  perfedly  remem* 
ber  his  cafe  ;  he  was  ill  of  a — a — Camera  Obfcura. 
How  did  you  t^eat  him  ? 

VOL.  lY.  s  ift 
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I  ft  Fill  Blefe  you  !  I  can't  afford  to  treat  peo- 
ple. When  I  he's  in  company,  every  man  pays  his 
own  fhot. 

3d  Fill.  Doftor,  my  fon  George  that  lifted  for 
a  foger — I  got  un  off,  but  he's  now  at  huome  fick 
on  my  hands, 
*  *       Grig.  As  we  of  the  faculty  fay,  much  depends  on 
diet.     What's  his  regimen  ? 
3d  nil.  The  old  Buffs. 
Gng.  The  devil !  I  mean  what  does  he  eat ! 

3d  Fill.  He's  fond  of  eggs  for  fupper 

Grig.  Stop.    What  does  he  do  with  the  Ihells  ? 
3d  Fill  The  (hells— Jet's  fee,  (paufing)  1  think 
he  throws  'em  behind  the  fire. 

Grig.    There  'tis!     How  the  devil  can  a  man 
e;xpe6l  health  that  throws  his  c^  fhells  behind  the 
fire?     Here,  '{writes  with  his  pencil  on  a  Jlip  of 
paper)  he's  a  little  deafifli,  is  he  not? 
3d  Fill.  Yes,  with  all  the  drumming — 
Grig.  Then  we  muft  twidle  up  his  optic  nerve; 
(writes)  fcrupolorum  Glaubers,  vermifuge,  fqtiilJs, 
dy-— As  he's  your  fon,    you  muft  give  him  fal. 
prunell,    fal.  polychreft,    fal.    almonic,    and  fal. 
volatile. 

3  FtL  Yes  t  but  the  dog  will  be  always  running 
after  Sal.  Johnfon. 

Grig.  My  boy  will  mix  that  up  for  you.  {gt*^in^\ 
the  paper)  You'll  pay  him  half  a  crown.  Coiifule 
it  in  a  bafon  of  water — in  that  let  him  throw  his 
^gg- (hells,  and  after  (baking  the  bottle,  fling  bowl 
and  all  out  at-r-mind — the  ftreet  window — ^^that 
may  get  me  another  patient,  {afide)  firft  confult- 
ilig  the  thermometer.  Begone !  I'll  give  no  more 
advice  this  morning.- 

lO:  Fill.   Ay,  Doftor,  times  are  tum'd — You 

don't 


THE  WpRt,D  IN  A  VIJ^LAGp.  sj 

don*t  mind  poor  folks  now  youVe  got  a  broken- 
kni^'4  mare,  Jlnd  a  new  old  whiik^y.  [Exi(. 

Qrig.  Broken-knee*d  mare— ok{  whiikey-r-ah, 
no  chance  of  being  look'd  oj^  till  J  ftep  into  ipy 
chariot. 

Enter  a  Seryint  in  Livery^ 

Serv*  Sir,  my  mafter— 

Grig.  ifmiUng  and  cringing)  What  is  yoyr  maft^ 
taken  ill  ?  Dear  Gentleman  !  V\\  run  to  him.— 
{ajide)  He  pays  me  thirty  pounds  a  year,  and  won'j 
venture  out  in  a  morning  till  I  come  ai^d  tejl  him 
which  way  the  wind  lies,  {going  hajiily) 

Serv.  No,  Sir ;  but  he  defires  youMl  fend  him 
in  a  dozen  of  your  beft  old  port. 

Qrig.  Ha  !— What  my  black  ftrap  ? 

Cha.  A  win?' merchant  too ! 

Grf^-.  Very  well.  {Exit  fervant)  When  be  drinks 
from  my  cellar  he*ll  foon  vyant  Something  out  of 
my  fhop.  My  red  feal  bottles,  alwi^ys  bring  one 
with  a  Iqqg  cravat  round  hjs  neck, 

Cha.  Now,  Captain,  you'Jl  fee  how  glad  he*U 
be  to  fin(J  I'l^^retum'd.  My  father  was  a  good 
friend  to  him ;  and  now  for  a  fpecimen  of  gratitudq 
and  early  faithful  attachmeqt.  Ah,  honeft  Grifby 
*— your  hand,  my  old  lad. 

Grig.  Rather  free.  {4^awi^  ba^k) 

Cha.  Stop ! 

Grig.  Stop!— -^qy  bufinefe  with  me,  mafter? 
{looks  Jirange) 

Cha.  Ha,  ha,  ha  1— Poi^''t  you  remember  Char- 
ley Willows? 

Grig.  What,  Is  it  you  ?  Con^e  hopie  ii^  rags—* 
this  is  the  fpfs  made  about  him  by  his  family  !  I 
faid  how    'tW0i^*4   be,    (^afide-^furyeying   Charlss 

E  a  With 
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with  contempt^  hem—  (goi^y  AVhofe  chariot  ?. 
(^looking  out)  Oh  !  Sir  ?  yaur  moft  profound  hum* 
bite  fervant,  (bows  off  ebfequioujly)  Smart  gig  that  ? 
How  d*ye  do.  Ma'am,  {b$ws  off  familiarly)  A 
good  ftout  gelding  1— hovVs  goes  it  Mr.  ■ "   '^  ■*■ 

-  {^nods  off  pghtly^ 

Cha.  Well,  Grigfby  !  You've  done  thi§  develifli 

-  well.     I  was  going  to  your  fliopfor  yoy  to  throw  a 
little  powder  into  my  hair. 

-  Grig.  Scrubs  come  to  my  houfc  for  powder^ 
-liave  you  taken  out  the  licence,  my  lad  ? 

Cha.  How  !  {with  furprife  and  indignationy 

Grig.  {afidjSy  not  regarding  him)  Xl^is  fellow*^ 
fitter  Maria  tho',  is  pretty— but  then,  that  Mifs^ 
Louifa-  -a  report  that  ftie's  daughter,  or  fomewhat 
to  a  Iprd— -wasn't  it  P—an  odd  myftery  that— - 
hiding  at  Jollyboy's— poor  tho'j,  and  tisn't  what 
were  you,  but  what  are  you, 

Cha.  H^rk  ee,  Grigfoy  !-— 

Grig,  {fmrling  placid  and  contemptuous,  takes 
y«»^)  Madam  AUbut  is  my  firftobjedandattention 
-—eh,  isn't  that  Squire  ^iedgeworth  and  young; 
Briers  going  out  (hooting  ?  A  prefent  of  fome  game 
for  Mrs.  Allbut  might  do  me  no  harm — one  {hou'4 
never  make  prelents  but  to  them  that  can  afford  to, 
buy— How  fafliionable  they're  equipM  for  the  Iport  I 
I  muft  kick  up  a  rummage  in  my  old  mafter^s  ward- 
robe-••fee  if  it  can't  afford  me  a  fmart  (hooting 
jacket ;  every  gentleman  in  the  country  (hould 
fhoot-  -hey,  my  glove,  (fearches)  A  phyfician  to 
feel  puKes  (liou'd  have  his  hand  warm,  foft,  and 
white—- my  hand  (difplays  it)  'till  f  can  fport  the 
'  chariot,  I  fhou'd  get  a  muff— a  ring — my  Iweet  old 
patient  found  dead  with  a  brace  of  guineas  clench'd 
in  his  (i(l™ready  fee  for  the  do(5tor-^-thc  pundual 

*    ■  hpneft' 
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honeft  foul  '.--the  old  nurfe  and  I  divided  I  fliouM- 
n*t  have  given  he^r  half— the  two  wou'd  have  com* 
pafs*d  a  Imart  ring,  ha !  [ExJt^ 

Capt.  Van.  He's  gone  to  fet  de  "  plate  for  you> 
and  knock  up  de  peg  for  your  hat.'* 

Cha.  This  a  fample  of  my  welcome ! 

G^/.  Van.  I  tink  I  hear  "  de  bells  ringing'*— 
I  lo%  for  "  de  bonfire." 

Cha.  I  wi{h  the  village  was  on  fire— but  hold, 
there  may  be  only  one  Grigfby  in  it.  -  Yes,  *twa^ 
certainly  my  foriorn  appearance !  the  rafcal  thinks 
I'm  come  home  poor. 

Capti  Van.  If  you  bad.  Mynheer  Villows,  you 
fee  your  welcome ! 

Cha.  Aye;  but  unjuft  todraw  a  conclufionfroin 
the  behaviour  of  this  low-born  murdering  mouo^ 
tebank.  {a  Jhot  heard  at  fome  dljlauce) 

Bri.  {without)  You've  certainly  wing'd  her. 

Cha.  {^looking  out)  Oh,  now  you'll  fee  a  different 
affair.  Here  are  a  couple  of  gentlemen,  my  for^ 
mer  ichool-fellows,  except  Willy  Bellevuc,  wboiu 
to  follow  abroad  f  firft  left  my  home,  they  were 
my  moft  particular  and  intimate  companions. 

Enter  Briers  and  Hedgeworth,  iv'tth  fowling 

pieces. 

ffedg.  I  think  it  fell  in  the  mar(h. 

Bri.  No  getting  it  without  wetting  one's  felf, 
and  I've  no  great  wifli  for  Dr.  Grifby's  fluff— bey, 
Nero  !  {whijlles)  if  I  don't  ftioot  that  dog  !  badly 
made,  good' for  nothing,  {^perceiving  Charles j  Oh» 
here,  you  fir,  leap  the   hedge  and  bring  me  thd 

bird — it  fell  yonder- Damn  the  fellow,  how  he 

flares  !  Oh,  he  mult  be  paid  beforehand — there 
•--  {^Jlings  halfpence  on  the  ground)  Mow,  ht7  over! 

Cha. 
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Cha.  {with  joy  and  cordiality)  My  dcir  Bob 
Hedgeworth,  Dick  Briars  !  here  I  am  come  home 
to  you  again  {th^  look  at  each  other j  then  at  Charles 
with  Jlrangenefs). 

Capt.  Fan.  De  gentlemen  feem  to  have  forgotten 
you. 

Cha.  Aye,  I  am  funburn'd  and  weatherbeaten 
—but,  my  boys,  don't  you  remember  Charley 
Willows  ? 

Hedg.  (to  Briers-' -charging  his  gun)  Do  you 
recolleft — I  Ihall  be  out  of  powder, 

Bri.  Oh,  yes,  very  well-— It's  thc-n-.the--*-. Wil- 
lows—aye,  brother  to  the  pretty  girl  there  below, 
at— Allbut,  the  brewers— My  lad,  if  you  don't 
take  care  you'll  be  prefs'd. 

Hedge.  Dick,  you  fhouM  give  the  poor  devU 
fbmething — I  remember  his  fifter  was  always  youy 
partner  at  the  aflembly  at  Guildford. 

Bri.  Nonfenfe ! 

Cha.  Well,  but  lads™ what  news — I  hav'n't 
feen  my  father  yet. 

Bri.  Free  and  eafy— any  thing  of  a  former  zjz^ 
qviaintance  got  down  out  of  one's  line — a  curfe4 
boar-^-no  fliaking  off. 

Enter  Grigsby  in  a  footing  drejs  ((iccoutre^.} 

>  Grig.  Gentlemen,  your  mod  obedient  ~      ■ 

Bri.  Oh,  here's  the  dodlor  too. 
'  Grig,  {charging.)  J'vc  forgot  wadding—^ — -my 
head  !  'pon  my  foul,  gentlemen,  I  was  going  to 
charge  with  a  bank  note — Potior  Boerhaave's  prp- 
fcription— cou'dn't  read  it— but  no  matter— the 
mixture  is  gone  hdpe,  ^nd  the  patient  will  fooq 
fplJow  it  {ajide) 

Enter 
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Enter  Makgekt  and  Louisa,  behind. 

Marg,  Ma'am,  this  is  the  fliorteft  way  to  our 
milJ. 

Louifa.  Aye,  my  good  Margery,  your  cha- 
rafter  of  Mrs.  Allbiit  has  fo  frighten'd  me,  that  I 
believe  I  muft  fojourn  with  you  a  little  longer; 
how  fliall  we  g^t  by  thefe  gentlemen  ?  I  wiih  they 
woa*d-n't  fhoot  till  we  are  paft. 

Grig,  {to  Louifa)  Oh,  Ma'am,  want  your 
change — hav'n*t  fo  much  in  the  till — fend  you  in  z 
choice  cheft  of  florqnce.  {To  Briers  and  Hedgeworth, 
fmiling)  Gentlemen  will  you  permit  me  to  make  one 
in  your  very  falubrious  amufement  ? — I  promised 
fome  game  to  a  lady— I'm  an  excellent  fliot-^- 
mark*  {prefents) 

Marg.  Stop,  Ma*aml  Deuce  o* that  dodlor  ? 

Bri.  Zounds,  dodlor-— that's  a  cow  ! 

Grig.  That  a  cow !  I  know  it,  raiy  dear  Sir; 
but  don't  you  fee  the  little  bird  perched  on  the  top 
of  her  horn. 

Marg.  I  rcqueft,  gentlemen,  you  will  let  us 
pafs  before  you  (hoot. 

Bri.  Eh,  who's  this ;  oh  !  the  woman  at  the 
mill  there. 

Hedg.  Who  is  that  with  her  ? 

Grig.  My  game  has  hopp'd  the  twig— it's  wife 
—for,  gentlemen,  reft  is  the  nurfe  of  difeafe, 
You  fee  as  a  doftor,  I  fpeak  againft  my  own 
interefi;  nothing  but  exercife  and  open  air  can 
brace  and  ftrengthen  the  animal  fundtions,  and 
when  the  caninus  rabies,  which  we  of  the  fa- 
culty,  call  vertigo  in  the  foot,  comes ;  reft  brings 
a  polyphus  in  the  lungs,  fymptomatic  of  the 
cpigaftic  region;  and  then  nothing  better  than 
fudorific  antimony,  parfimony,  and  ready  mgney, 

difmem^ 
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difmembering  the  whole  animal  ccconomy  with 
the  fyrrup  of  wild  pop— ^(5nVrj  j?r^s  r2i?/^  at  his 
ear— he  runs  off) 

Lout  fa.  Ah  !  {Jhrieking.) 

Cka.  Frighten  a  lady  I  (fnauhes  the  piece  from 
Briers,  and  throws  it  aver  the  hedge)  "  Hey  over  1'^ 

Briers.  Dem  me,  what  do  you  mean  by  that  ? 

Cha.  Oh,  ril  tell  you.  Sir.  {Briers  takes  Hedgi^ 
worth  under  the  arm^  they  bothfing  and  walk  off) 

Louifa..  Thofe  are  our  young  men  of  falhion^ 
devoid  of  politenefs  or  humanity  !--and  this  fpl^ 
rited  young  man— -You're  a  gallant  fellow  !  Thofe 
brutal  wretches  1  Oh,  what  miftakcs  Fortune 
does  make  in  the  diftribution  ^f  her  gifts,  {ajide) 

[Exeunt  Louifa  and  Margery k 

Cha.  A  lovely  creature !  But  why  did  I  not 
fpeak  to  her  ?  Thofe  puppies  rafcally  conduft  has 
llupified  me  !— a  Charming  girl !— The  fcoun- 
drcls !  (paufes  and  looks  confufed) 

Capt.  Van.  And  thefe  fcoundrcls  were  yotir  inti* 
mate  companions?  Why,  Mynheer  Villows  yoti 
did  keep  good  company  ! 

Cha,  This  my  reception— the  joys  I  prdmifed 
myfelf  I  They  certainly  imagine  l*m  come  home 
pennylefs ;  it  is  plain,  if  I  had,  how  it  wou'd  be. 

Capt.  Fan.  Ah,  Mynheer  Villows^  dis  is  your 
home  U- Ah,  ha !  a  man  may  love  his  own  country 
tidout  crowing  over  dat  of  another. 

Cha.  Why  true,  Captain.  It  is  not  this  or  that 
fpot  that  ftamps  the  charader;  Nature  will  not 
change  for  climate,  culloms,  or  complexion :  the 
villain,  black  or  white,  is  of  one  nation,  and  the 
benevolent  are  fellow  countrymen,  though  born  at 
the  extremities  of  the  globe — Yes,  &riers  and 
Hedgeworth's  fcorn^  was  all  ta  jsiy  feeming  po« 
vcrty!  Capt. 
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Capt.  Fan.  Suppofe  den  you  feem  to  be  poor, 
only  to  prove  which  of  your  friends  deferve  to  be 
better'd  by  your  riches. 

Cha.  Thank  ye,  I  will.  A  mod  excellent 
tliought !— ^my  orefs  too  fo  lucky— Oh,  but  Cap- 
tain, my  property  is  configncd  to  the  banking- 
h(iUfeof  Sir  Henry  Check. 

Capt.  Van.  Yaw. 

Cha.  TljfiPi  ""iaftcr  of  a  princely  fortune.  Til 
fally  through  the  village  in  my  old  trowfers — Is 
tfeat  a  good  fliipwreck'd,  rueful  face  ?  (looks  de* 
jelled)     Come  Captain.  [^Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 

'Before  Allbut's  Houfe. 
'Enter  Griosby. 

Grig.  Can't  kill  a  bird.  Juft  as  I  cover  mark, 
and  touch  trigger,  I  always  Ihut  the  wrong  eye — 
How  to.  pay  court  to  Mrs.  Allbut 

Enter  a  Soldier^  with  a  Mufquei  and  fFallet. 

Sol.  What  a  fool  was  I  to  come  this  way,  juft 
under  Mr.  Allbut's  houfe,  and  he's  a  juftice  of 
peace  !  {Sees  Grigjby^  endeavours  to  hide  the  wallet^ 
and  fneak  by) 

'  Grig.  That  fellow's  been  poaching:  fince  I 
cannot  bring  down  game  with  lead,  I'll  try  filver. 
Ho,  you  ipfernal  dog!  I  know  you're  a  poacher, 
deftroying  the  noblemen's  game,  you  vile  thief ! 
Give  up  yvhat  you've  got! 

VOL.   IV.  F  ioU 
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Sol.  Yes,  I  fhall  go  to  quod  for  my  marauding! 
— Mafter,  don't  hurt  a  poor  man  with  a  family. 

Grig.  .This  is  a  lucky  ftroke — our  great  Madam 
Allbut  will  efteem  this  fuch  a  prodigious  compli- 
ment— befides  the  credit  of  fliooting  fo  capitally — 
Well,  fay  nothing  of  this  bus'ncfs— there,  I  buy 
your  gzmc  (gives  him  motuy^  and  takes  the<  wallet) 
[Exit  SoL]  Here's  Allbut,  and  I  hav'n't  time  to 
put. the  birds  in  my  net. 

Enter  Allbut  from  the  Houfe. 

Allb.  So,  Doftor,  in  vifiting  your  patients, 
you  iboot  by  the  way  ? — 'gad  that's  killing  two 
birds  with  one  flone. 

Grig,  (fmiling)  Yes,  Sir,  I've  had  tolerabJe 
{port — I've  fliav'd  a  good  manv  birds. 

Jllk  You've  been  Ihaving  the  birds  ? 
,  Grig.  Hem  ! — I  mean,  killing — powder-pufF  and 
wafli-ball — that  iSj    powder  and  ball— ihot-^rve 
brought  here  the  produce  of  my  fuccefs  humbly 
to  prefent  to  Mrs.  Allbut. 

Alfl^.  Ha !  You're  right  to  make  preients ; 
file's  in  a  high  paffion — ^^but  thisi  politenefs  of  your's 
will  fofteri  her. 

Enter  Mrs.  Allbut /;tw  the  Houfe. 

Mrs.  A.  This  audacious  Mrs.  Bellevue  to  dare 
to  come  into  a  houfe  of  mine  1 

Allb.  My  love,  here's  our  worthy  friend  Dodlor 
Grigfby  has  been  (hooting,  and  he  begs  you'll  ac- 
cept a  few  birds. 

Mrs.  A.  Shooting  is  a  cruel  fport !  the  pretty 
innocent  feacher'd  tenants  of  the  air — the  tuneful 
minftrels  that  wake   the  rofy  morn   with  carols 

fwect 
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fweet— ^it  Ihocks  me !  my  feelings  are  perhaps  too 
(Cjcqaifice. 

jillL  Feding !  Yes,  my  love,  and  your  tafte  is 
nbr  bad-^ovet*  a  roaft  phcafant !  Doftor,  you'll 
come  and  eat  ^  morfel  of  your  own  good  cheer  ? 

Mrs.  -4,  Do  pray,  Doftor. 

(^fg.  Madam,  I  (hall  do  myfelf  that  honour. 

/Slif.  A  few  partridges  here,  eh  ?  and  fomc 
woodcocks  ?  {taking  up  the  wallet)  Oh,  you  fear'd 
they'd  break  your  net. 

Grig.  I  truft,  Ma*am  thcfc  dainties  will  fuit  the 
delicacy  of  your  ladyihip's  palate.  *  {Bows) 

Allb.  (opens  the  wallet)  What  the  devil,  a  goofe  ! 

Grig.  Hal  {furprifed  and  confufed)  Ay!  a  wild 
goofe ! 

Allb.  ^*  Here's  the  pretty  innocent  feather'd  te- 
nant of  the  air" — By  the  Lord,  here's  a  wild  pig 
too— Here's  the  little  bird  that  wakes  the  rofy 
morn  with  carols  fweet!"  {produces  them) 

Grig.  By  the  heavens,  this  muft  have  been  done 
by  the  magic  lantern  ! 

jSlb.  Thank  ye,  Dodor — but  rather  too  light 
food  for  fupper.  However,  as  you're  our  apothe- 
cary, it's  very  well  intended. 

Mrs.  A.  Sir,  be  affur'd  you  (hall  not  affront 
your  betters. 

Grig.  Affront !  let  me  tell  you.  Madam  $  wc  of 
the  faculty  think  that  my  prefent  is  wholefome  and 
good  eating — (o  fays  Doftors  Boerhaave,  Crook 
Shanks,  Cheney,  and  Sir  John  Pringle, 

AiB]  Yes,- — —but,  Dodlor,  if  here  isn't  a  wild 
old  woman's  petticoat — Why,  inftead  of  giving, 
you're  come  here  to  make  game!  (Grigjby  fteals 
off)  Holla,  Doftor,  does  Johnny  Pringle  recom- 
fnend  this  for  good  eating  ? 


^4  THE  WORLD  IN  A  VILLAGE, 

Mrs,  A*  An  audacious  villain !  Peter !  (calling) 

Enter  Peter. 

But  I  muft  compof^  my  mind  with  divine  poefy  : 
(takes  out  a  paper^  and  reads)  ''  Seraphic  fouls 
fubliihe,  ccleftial  food,  foft  circumambient  air"—* 
I  dcfire,  Mr.  AUbur,  you'll  have  him  turn'd  out 
of  the  parifli,  next  Veftry.  Take  thofe  into  the 
houfe.  {Peter  takes  up  ilkwalUty  and  exit.) — Fye 
fomething  elfe  to  thin^  on  than  Doftor  Grifby's 
nonfcnfe— and  you  to  join  in  it ! 

Allb.  Love,  inftead  of  fnubbing,  you  lhou*d 
take  care  of  me  ;  give  me  nice  cordials,  to  make 
me  live  long;  for,  once  youVe  a  widow,  as  I  did 
with  Mrs.  Belle vue,  feme  fmart  rogue  wijl  con^e 
and  jockey  you  out  of  all.  Aye,  now  I'm  brifk, 
—but  when  I'm  flat — dead— you'll  be  for  marrying 
fome  flafliy  young  Gentleman. 

Mrs.  A.  I  defire,  Mr,  Allbut,  you'll  not  flatter 
me  with  fuch  hopes. 

Allb.  Of  two  fuch  popes. 

Mrs.  A.  Hufli !  Maria  and  Mrs.  Bellevue  have 
broke  up  their  confultation.   {they  retire) 

Enter  Mari h  and  Mrs.  Bel l-exue  from  the  Houfe. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Allbutt  Jfeal  in^  and'Jhut  the 
door. 

Mrs.  B.  Blcfs  you,  my  love  ;  my  Hi^d^  good 
angel  ! 

Maria.  Farewell,  Madam. 

Mrs.  B.  What  muft  have  become  of  me  but  for 
you  ? 

Maria.     Nay,  now,  indeed  you  diftrefs  me. 

Mrs.  B.  If  heaveh  has  a  ftore  for  the  benevo- 
lent, your  comforts  will  be  many.    You  nor  yours 

were 
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were  never  obliged  to  me — you  owe  nothing,  but 
give  all.  Your  coriduft,,  contraftcd  with  the 
ungrateful  pofleffors  of  this  houfe  !  they  have 
ihared  my  bounty---they  rofc  high  upon  my  ruins, 
tho'  now  they  will  not  know  me.  When  we*d  win 
the  heart  by  increafe  of  favours,  each  added  obli- 
gation but  renders  the  claim  of  benevolence  •  more 
infupportable ;  and,  though  a  kind  wilh  is  the  only 
return  expefted,  pride  oft^n  quits  the  debt  by  an 
ungenerous  endeavour  to  difown  it. 

Maria.  Dear  Madam,  be  cheerful — the  AUbuts 
are  unworthy  "your  refentmcnt :  their  repeated 
cruelties  to  my  father  and  me  cancel -what  they 
compliment  by  the  name  of  charity — we  muft  bear. 
If  my  father  receives  any  news  from  abroad,  you 
ftiall  hear — and  you'il  do  the  fame  by  us. 

Mrs.  B.  The  letters  you  have  received  from 
Charles,  tho*  long  back,  riever  once  mention 
William. 

Maria,  Be  aflur'd,  Madam.,  Williani  ftill  is  here ; 
{points  to  her  heart)  but  why  Ihould  I  flatter  myfclf 
that  he  has  yet  a  heart  for  me  ! 

iVfrjf.  j5.  If  he  lives,  dear  Maria,  could  his  faith 
and  generofity  make  a  reparation  for  pad  injuries. 
Perhaps  in  my  boys  honed  affeftion  you  might 
forget  the  unkindnefs  of  his  mother.  In  that  fweet 
hope,  his  return  will  give  me  the  firft  delight, 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Bellevue  and  Maria. 


END    OF    THE    SECOND    ACT. 
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ACT    III. 


SCENE  I. 


Before  Allbut*s  Houfe. 
Enter  Maria,  goes  to  a  fide  door  and  pujhes  at  itf 

Maria* 

I  LEFT  the  door  open— fome  of  Matter  Jack*s  ^ 
tricks,  I  fuppofe,  {knocks^  Mrs.  AUbut  appear^  at 
the  window  J) 

A/ri. -^.  Who's  there  ?  '  c 

Maria.  Oh  !  [looking  up)  the  door  fhut  ma*anj, 
whilfl  I  walked  out  a  little. 

Mrs.  A.  The  Maria !  I  proteft  I  didn't  know 
you— to  pay  me  a  vifit  ?  this  is  an  honor  I  didn't 
expeft,  but  1  don't  imagine  you've  any  verjr  ma^ 
terial  bufinefe  here,  Mifs. 

Maria.  Madam  !  < 

Mrs.  A.  There  was  indeed  a  fervant  girl  I  had 
— one  Molly  Willows—  but  Ihe  got  fo  pert  and 
idle — I  am  determined  never  to  let  her  into  my 
houfe  again. 

Maria.  But,  Ma'am,  fure  you  won't  difcard 
me  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Can't  avoid  it,  Mifs.    {Maria  weeps) 

Enter 
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Enter  Jollyboy. 

JolL  They  faid  our  fmart  Dodor  Grigfby  came 
this  way— -walk  off  with  the  money  I  had  to  pay 
'  my  rent !  {looking  about)  No !  holla !  Madam 
AUbut  !  do  your  folks  intend  to  bring  that  fackof 
corn  up  to-day  ?  mayhap  you  don't  bake  your  own 
bread  any  more ;  becaufe  if  you  want  the  flour, 
fend  the  grift  up  to  mill.  Mifs  Willows,  what's  the 
matter  ?  Crying !  poor  girl !  If  it's  a  man  has 
made  you  cry — tell  me  who — FU  fee  if  I  can't  duft 

his  jacket,  and  if  it's  a  woman,  I'll  tell  her — 

Mrs.  A.  You're  a  bufy  fool. 
Allb.  {appears  at  another  window)   Becaufe  the 
air's  fo  cool.  (Mrs.  AUbut  fits  and  reads) 

JolL  Turn'd,  poor  foul,  into  the  ftreet !  Ma- 
dam feems  very  eafy  after  doing  an  adion  a  Grand 
Turk  wou'd  be  alham'd  of. 

Mrs.  A.  "  In  tranquil  hours  it  gave  the  fmile 
ferene." 

Allb.  {at  the  other  window)  You  I  have  notfeen, 
[to  Jollyboy) 

Mrs.  A.  I  defire,  girl,  you'll  not  bring  a  mob 
about  my  houfe._, 
Joll.  Arp  I  a  mob  ? 
^//i>.  For  you  I've  a  job. 

Mrs.  A.  No  doing  any  thing  for  this  man. 
{jet  ires) 

Allb.  To  grind  my  corn — but  beware  of  the 
horn..  (Mr5.  AUbut  appears  at  the  fame  window 
with  AUbut) 
Mrs.  A-  Comq  in  I  defire. 
Allb.  I  beg  leave  to  retire,  {he  draws  in—Jhe 
takes  his  place  at  the  window^  and  is  going  to  fpeak 
—he  puts  his  head  over  her  fljoulder)  Til  go  fit  at 
the  fire. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  A.  (to  Maria)  Contrary  to  my  comitiand^i 
you  brought  Widow  Bellevue  to  my  houfe,  and 
be  aflur'd  you  (hall  find  my  door  for  ever  (hut  to 
you.  (/huts  the  window) 

JdlL  Turn'd  out  for  relieving  the  diftreffed,  f)oor 
foul  !  file's  too  good  to  be  Ihelter'd  by  a  houfe,  and 
now  her  roof  is  the  canopy  of  heaven  !  Mifs  Maria, 
Madam  Louifa,  our  lodger,  is  leaving  us,  I  might 
again  let  the  little  box — but  was  it  to  bring  me  a  gui- 
nea a  day — I'd  rather  you'd  occupy  it  for  nothing. 

Maria.  I'm  obliged  to  you,  but  cannot  think 
of  being  a  burthen  to  any  one. 
.  JolL  I'd  be  no  lofer  by  the  bargain ;  for  prof- 
perity  hangs  over  the  houfe  that  contains  a  humane 
and  charitable  heart. 

Maria,  Whither  turn  feperated  from  my  father! 
leave  him  with  thofe  cruel  people  ! 

Enter  Majfer  Jack. 

Maji.  y.  Molly !  hark'ee ,  •;:: 

Maria,  {joyfully)  Has  your  Mamma  relented  ?j'.. 
Has  (he  fent  tor  »me  ? 

Mafl.  7.  Oh,  no,  my  dear  5  but  I'm  foftened 
into  a  power  of'  compaliion  for  you. 

J  oil.  Why  now  that's  well — I  always  faid  Maftcr 
Jack  was  the  flower  of  the  fleck — you  think  Mifs 
has  been  badly  treated,  and  pity  her,  eh  ? 

MaJi.  7.  Yes, -I  pity  her.  My  dear,  fince 
Mamma  has  difcharged  you — fooner  than  you 
fhou'dcome  to  want — if  you'll  bide  at  Mrs.  Belle- 
vue's  cottage  ;  I'll  pay  her  a  (hilling  a  week,  and 
give, you  half-a-crown  and  now  then,  if  you'll  only 
let  me  come  and  kifs  you  at  all  times  when  I'm  ia 
a  humour ! 
.     Maria.  How!   {with  indignation) 

Joll 
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yoU.  Why  you  ungenerous  hound  !  is  that  your 
pity  ?  Do  you  come  and  affront  her  with  your  raf- 
calJy  propofals  at  the  very  time  that  her  Ibrrowful 
situation  renders  her  an  objeft  of  refpcdl  and  pro- 
teftion? 

Mafi.  y.  Hark'ee,  Dick  Jollyboy  j  FU  pro- 
teft  you  with  a  doufe  o'th'  cheek. 

yoll.  You  whelp! 

Mafi,  y.  Oh,  that's  pretty  ufage  to  your  land» 
lord's  fon — fee  if  I  don't  make  Mamma  turn  you 
out  of  your  mill — fine  doings !  a  young  gentle- 
man to  be  called  whelp  only  for  aiking  to  keep  a 
Mifs!  ^  [Exit. 

JolL  My  dear  you'll  be  fafer  in  my  little  cottage 
than  in  this  great  houfe. 

Mari0.  I  believe  you — I  accept  your  kindnefs, 
and  thank  you* 

JolL  Why  now  that's  hearty ! 

JSnter  Griosbt,  full  drejfed,   in  large  wtg^  with 

muff^  and  cane. 

Grig,  Tho*  I  was  deceived,  by  that  foraging  fon 
^  ^  of  a  fcarlet  fever,  yet  my  prefent  was  as  fweetly 
^•^  aftringent  as  rough  Alicant — I'll  (hew  thefe  good 
people  that  a  Phyfician  is  fomebody,     I  fee  relped: 
is  all  paid  to  appearance ;  and  by  heavens  I'll  have 
a  chilriot  tho'  it  draws  me  to  St.  George's  Fidds, 
hem.     Young  woman, — this  girl  loves  me  [afi4e) 
home  ? — Is  your  matter  or  miftrefs  at  hoipc  ? 
JolL  She  has  no  mailer  or  miftrefs  ^ 
Grig.  How  old  are  you  ?  (to  yollyhoy^ 
yolU  Why  ?  fuppo^  I'm  three  and  forty-rwhat 
then? 

vox..  IT,  c  Grii. 
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G/(^.  Ypu*re  not  a  phyfician  ? 

^olL  No,  thank  heaven. 

Gr/g-.  Then  you're  a  fool — Every  man  at  forty 
\^  either  a  fool  or  a  phyfician. 

Mqri^.  {to  Jollyboy)  I  think  I  (hall  put  you  to 
incbnvehiehce-^fuppofe  I  go  to  the  Doctor's,  till  I 
fee  what  my  father  determines  to  do. 

Grig.  Copic  to  me  I  oh !  this  is  what  we  call 
love  powder*,  (afide) 

JolL  Hold,  Mifs.  Poftor,  give  me  that  tea 
pound  note. 

Grig.  Give  you  a  ten  pound  note  ? 

Joll.  Yes  ;  that,  that  Mifs  Louifa  gave  you. 

Grigi  So,  when  my  patients  give  me  a  fee,  I 
muft  give  it  to  you  ?  ha^  ha,  ha !  but  Tm  not  to 
laugh  J     (llooks  grave) 

JolL  Come — ten  pounds  '.-r-touch  !  {Holds  out 
his  hand) 

Grig.  A  touch  in  the  pericranky — Did  he  bite 
you  i  (to  M^apa) 

JolL  No,  nor  you  flian't  bite  me.  Give  me 
the  ten  pounds. 

Grig.  He's  got  the  hydrofogy  !  bring  me  out  a 
bafon  of  water,    {to  Maria) 

JolL  Return  the  money,  or  TU  take  up  your  old 
trade  and  drels  your  wig  upon  your  own  block— 
here's  my  little  t wiggling  comb  !  (Jhakes  hisjlick) 

Grig.  A  robbery  !      ^ 

JolL  A  fellow  learns  to  bleed  upon  the  veins  of 
a  cabbage  leaf,  and  draws  teeth,  by  clapping  a  redr 
hot  poker  to  our  mouths ! — picks  our  pocket  as 
a  wine- merchant  and  a  doftor  with  floe-juice  and 
powder  of  poft.  Deliver  !  (Jloahs  his  Jiick,  Grigjhy 
terrified  gives  the  note) 

Qpg.  Witnefs,  Mifj  j  on  the  King's  l^ighway  he 
lays  "  flop,  Sir,  fland  and  deliver  !'* 

^aria^ 
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Maria.  Nay,  but  Mr.  JoIIyboy,  this  is  a  very 
dangerous  praftice,  and  what  nobody  could  believe 
from  a  man  of  your  character— oh  1  my  poor  dear 
father !  (looking  out)  [ExiU 

Enth  Allbvt  from  the  houfi. 

Allb.  JoUyboy,  Mrs.  Mbut  has  ordered  me  to 
itreat  you  like  a  fcoundrd. 

Joll.  Ah  J  you*ll  find  it  eafy  to  obey  her. 

Allb.  How  dare  you  ibufc  ihy  wife  and  beat  my 
thild— FU  give  you-^- 

JolL  This  is  quarter  day,  and  there's  your  rent, 
Xgives  the  note  to  Allbut) 

Allh.  V\\  give  you  a receipt. 

Joll.  No  s  my  word  is  a  vouchi^r  that  I  have  paid 
you——  \Exit. 

Allb.  What  an  honeft  man ! 

Grig.  Honeft !  this  b  the  nioft  barefaced,  impu- 
dfent  way  6f  paying  rent !  An  honeft  man  is 
plundered,  and  you  are  the  receiver. 

Allb.  Plundered  i— Is  this  your  way  of  making 
prefents  ?-^if  youVe  got  at  robbing  hedges  and  ben- 
roofts,  your  old  pradtices,  my  boy— how  dare  you 
make  me  the  receiver  \ 

Grig.  -By  heavens.  Sir ,  Fm  of  a  fanguine  and 
aduft  complexion. 

Allb.  'Sblood,  Sir,  who  cares  for  vour  dufty 
complexion ! 

Grig.  Return  it,  for  at  prefent— 

Allb.  Fn  not  return  the  prefent— the  goofe  is 
pluck'd — the  pig  is  fcalded,  and  if  yqu  have  any 
thing  back^  it  (hall  be  the  old  woman's  petticoat. 

02  Enter 
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Sinter  Shopman  with  a  packet  of  bottles^ 

Shop.  Mailer,  Fm  going  to  take  the  medicine 
to  Squire  William's. 

Grig.  Take  medicine — take  ten  pounds  from 
that  gentleman. 

Shop.  (Jiaring)  Sir ! 

AM.  Take  ten  pounds  from  me  ? 

Grig.  If  he  won't  give  it  up  quietly,  trip  up  his 
heels. 

j4llk  Trip  up  my  heels !  touch  me,  and  Dl 
lay  you  by  the  heels  in  a  jail,  (runs  into  the  houfe\ 

Grig,  Never  mind — if  he  does.  Til  vilit  you. 

Shop.  Thank'ee,  Sir,  but  I'll  favc  you  the 
trouble.  \Exit. 

Grig,  fie  (hall  reftor^  it,  dfe-^it's  quitfe  opake 
and  clear  to  me— I'll  oflify  his  very  bones — ^a  miliar 
and  iDrewer  take  and  give  my  money,  hand  to  fift ! 
enough  to  diflocate  my  brain-pan — ^but  that  my 
.wrongs  brought  out  the  loving  concern  of  that 
comely  fervant-maid,  Maria — my  money !  as  I'm 
now  bemufF'd  and  bewigjd,  1  liiuft  fupport  the 
Qondign  dignity  of  aphyfician.  (Exit  into  the  houfe) 

Enter  Charles. 

dha.  Ay ;  it's  a  bad  world,  I  fee  that.  My 
thread-bare  jacket  drives  every  body  away  from  me 
~fome  Icfok  with  pity — fon^e  with  contempt— but 
not  one  offers  even  to  fpeak  to  me!— oh  !  this  is 
Mrs^  Bellevue's. 

Allb.  (within)  Give  yoii  ten  pounds  your  bar- 
berizing  rafcal  \  out  With  him^.  Peter !  (Peter  and 
AUbut  jeen  at  the  door  thrufting  Grig/by  out) 

Grig.  Here's  a  diafcordium  ! — there's  a  noftrum ! 

•      '  Allb. 
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Alii.  And  a  roftrum — and  a  cuff— and  a  muff 
— (kicks  out  the  muff  and  Jlouts  the  door) 

Cha.  A  new  rtiing — people  turnM  out  of  Mrs. 
Belle vue*s  houfe  !  why  it*s  our  geherbus  do<ftor ! 

Grig.^  Here's  ptifan  and  diet  drink-^ 

Cha. ' YouVe  got  a  fcratch,  but  you've  your  own 
(hop  to  go  to. 

Grig.  1  never  take  any  thi^ng  out  of  my  own  (hop. 

Enter  Majler  }ac1c,  from  the  houfe. 

Maft.  J.  Oh,  ho !  father  and  Peter  have  been 
having  fine  fport  here— *kick*mg  t),o£tor  Grig(by 
out,  and.  never  call'd  me  to  join  in  the  fun. 

Grig.  iPoundeci  crabs-eyes !  {Mafler  Jack  gives 
him  a  blow  and  rum  in) — Had  my  man  but  back'd 

me he    (hall  never  again  pound   mortar    of 

mine— -^my  lad,  you  may  want  employ,  as  your 
father  and  fitter  are-— befides  his  filler  loves  me. 
\afide)        . 

Cha.  What !  fpeak ! 

Grig.  You  can  carry  out  parcels  ?---!  have  been 
fprain'd/and  batter'd  like  opodeldoc— no  cutaneous 
hurt— but  quite  external— it  has  put  me  into  fuch 
a  rage^  I  mean  th^  lUiac  pa(fion  and  woe  to  Panado! 
—look  at  my  caput-  -isn't  there  a  fradure  ?— its 
denfe  aa  a  feather— oh,  bufinefs  for  Bow-ftreet— 
patiehts! — I  muft  now  vifit  the  Brown-bear.  Curt 
from  my  own  (hop !  may  do  for  a  porter,  but 
you'll  ntyer  miake  an  iapothecary,  oh,  no^ — no,  no, 
{picks  up  the  muff^  adjujls  his  cloaths)  the  law  (hall 
—to  give  me  fuch  a  diameter!  I'll  confult  Mr. 
Fudge  the  att{)rney,  be  (hail  take  out  a  fuperfnijet 
--follow  me  !  .    \&citm 

Chap 
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Cba.  What  docs  he  mean  by  my  father  and  fiftcrf 
carry  out  parcels — ^porter^ — a  fecund rel !  but  tho' 
the  people  here  thought  me  poor,  yet  they  might 
fuppofe  my  father  wou'd  inftantly  replenilh  my 

Jmrfe — he,  thank  heaven,  can*t  be  fubjeft  to  theit 
rofty  looks— he  has  competence,  and  I  hope 
health. 

Enter  Willows,  from  an  ouUoffict^   carrying 

a  Jack. 

Is  not  that  my  father  ? 

^illo.  I  fliall  never  be  able  of  myfelf  to  carry 
it.  (lays  down  the  fack,  looking  &ut)  My  child  !  I 
muft  not  grieve  her !  I  mult  feem  to  make  light 
of  it. 

Enter  Maki  A. 

Maria.  Nobody  dares  difobey  Mr.  AUbut's  orders 
to  carry  it  for  him,  nor  fliou'd  I  add  to  his  grief, 
by  telling  him  their  ufage  to  me— now,  Sir,  don't 
attempt  it. 

ff^tllo.  Child,  as  we're  fervants  to  Mr.  Allbut^ 
ta  eat  his  bread  and  negleft  our  duty,  is  dilhoneft 
and  ungrateful.  t 

Cha.  Servants  toMr.  Allbut!  reduced  indeed  1 
this  accounts  fully  for  my  reception  here. 

Maria.  Sir,  I  fear  'twill  hurt  you. 

Cha.  My  beloved  fifter — ^brought  up  with  ten* 
derncfs  ! — my  kind  parent ! — are  tfeefe  the  com- 
forts c/i  his  age ! — ^but  then  isn't  it  in  mjf  power  to 
Ihatch  them  from  penury— till  this  moment  I  never 
tailed  the  fweets  of  riches ! 

Maria.  Sir,  indeed  you  can't.  {Helping  JVillo^s 
t9  lift  thefack  on  a  pitching^block) 
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Cha.  They  don't  feem  to  know  me.  (/;/  4  hroa^ 
hlunt  voice)  How  d*ye  do.  Sir  ? — fcrvant  Mtfs. 

J^illo.  How  d'ye  do  ?  how  d'ye  do  ? 

Cha.  You  feem  paft  your  labour  ? 

IFillo.  Yes,  my  lad ;  but  thofe  that  wo'n*t  labour 
may  be  compell'd  to  do  worfe. 

Cha.  Have  you  now  no  fon  to  work  for  you  in 
your  old  days  ? 

IVillo.  Why  I  may  have  a  fon  abroad,  but  per- 
haps my  pooir  boy  finds  work  hard  enough  him- 
felf. 

Cha.  Where  was  this  to  go  ? 

Maria.  Only  up  to  the  mill  yonder — kind  Sir, 
Lord  if  he  wou'd — {ajide  joyfully)  (Charles  takes  up 
the  fack^  andl goes  off  wbiftling)  bleffings  on  you! 
{looking  after  bint  with  delight) 

fyitlo.  Now,  t:hild,  this  is  very  indifcreet — ^how 
do  you  know  who  this  man  may  be  ? 

Maria.  He's  poor  certainly — ^but  Vm  fure  he's 
honeft  {fpeaking  off)  Your  right.  Sir,  there's  thc^ 
Windmill  (pointing)  [Exit. 

fTillo.  Hollo,  matter  I  [Exit  hajtily.. 


SCENE  11. 

Fields  and  a  fVindmilL 
J^nter  Lotri^A  and  Maria. 

Louifa.  Well,  'tis  certainly  very  good  of  him. 
Maria.  Now  wasn't  it.  Madam  ? 

Enter  Ch ak les,  from  the  mill 

Oh,  then  he  has  left  it,  my  father  (hou'd  thank 

him T 

Cha. 


/ 
/ 
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0a.  The  charming  young  lady  again !  how 
beautiful !  my  experiment  doesn't  require  looking 
fo  very  bad — 'though  the  Doftor  refufed,  old  Mar- 
gery may  amft  n^e  with  a  little  powder,  \fioes 
into  the  mill) 

Louifa.  Why,  that  is  the  very  delightful  young 
man  that  interposed  when  thofe  rude  gentlenaen 
terrified  me  this  morning— and,  here  now,  to  affift 
the  weak  and  aged !  one  wou'*d  think  he  watph'd  for 
pccafions  of  rendering  fcrvices  where  they  were  moft 
wanted— what  an  excellent  heart  he  muft  have  ! 

Maria.  Don't  you  think,  Ma'am,  if  well  drefs'd 
••^-really  I  believe  he's  very  handfomc  ! 

Louifa.  Oh,  have  a  care !  young  women  muft 
never  think  men  handfome — nothing  more  daa-^ 
gerous  to  our  peace-r^alas  1  I  feel  it  fo.  (jifide) 

Mgria.  Well,  Ma'am ;  I'll  ftep  and  apprizes 
Mrs.  Bellevue  of  the  honor  you  intend  her. 

Louifa.  I  thank  you.  This  very  atrocious  cir-v 
cumftance  you've  toW  me  of  the  miller  has  con-% 
firm'd  my  determination  to  flay  no  longer  with, 
him. 

Maria.  Madam,  it  alloniflied  me !  his  condudt 
wou'd  make  one  fufpeft  that  the  feonelly  of  thq 
world  exifts  only  in  appearance.  [£^//, 

Louifa.  You  beUeve  he's  handfome — ^how  weak 
and  inconfideratc  is  pur  fex  ! — that  girl  muft  be 
very  filly  to  take  fuch  notice  of  men — yet  to  my 
fancy,  if  I  dare  have  a  fancy,  he's  the  moft  amiably 
perfon  J  ever  faw. 

Jte-enter  Charles. 

My  heart  beats  quick — I  tremble — I  wifli  I  hac^ 

never  feen  bim — he  has  been  making  himfelf  look 

more  agreeable — ^now  that  is  really  very  rnalicious 

\aftde)  Cba. 
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.  Cha.  Madam,  your  moll  obedient  Td  talk  of  a 
thoufand  things,  and  yet  I  don^t  know  what  to 
fay  {ajide) — Ma'am,  here  within  i$  great  lamenta-* 
tion — your  intention  of  removing  will  break  the 
heart  of  your  poor  old  landlady. 

houifa.  Tm  not  going  to  refide  far  off,  Sir— only 
at  Mrs.  Bellcvue's  there,  below — look,  Sir,  that— 

Qba.  Oh,  Ma'am,  I  fee. 

Louifa.  (afiJe)  Looking  quite  the  wrong  way-— 
fir,  it's — lord  ! — what  am  I  about  ?  abfolutely 
making  an  affignation ! — I  fear  I  am  farther  gonfe 
than  [  thought  I  was  (ajiile) — I  thank  you.  Sir, 
for  the  concern  you  took  in  my  fright  this  morning* 

Cha.  Oh,  Ma'am,  no  merit  of  mine,  concern 
for  a  l^dy  who  muil  interefl  all  that  fee  her,  is  in- 
voluntary. 

Louifa.  Since  my  coming  here,  IVe  fauntercd 
a  good  deal  about,  but  don  t  recolledl  having  ever 
had  the  pleafure  of  feeing  you,  before,  arc  you 
lately  arrived  in  England,  Sir,  you  have  been 
abroad,  I  prefume  ? — but  don't  anfwer  me.  You 
fee  women  will  be  inquifitive. 

Cha.  They  will  be  charming,  and  men  be  cap*- 
tivated  j  oh,  you  moft  lovely 

Louifa.  What  Sir! — {looks  cold  andferious) — ^I 
deferve  this  {afide) —  I  retradt  all  the  information 
I  gave  you  jull  now  (fmiks  ^r^^{y^— people  tell  me, 
aqd  it  may  be  fo,  that  often  I  don't  know  what  Tm 
faying ;  yet  pray  don't  you  now  by  a  contrary  mean- 
ing take  an  interpretation  of  my  heart. 

Cha.  Then,  Madam,  you  have  a  heart  ? 

Louifak  I'm  afraid  not  {afide)  I  thought  I  told 

you,   you   were  not  to  mind  what  I  fay — I'm 

not  going  to, live  yonder — I  fliall  never  walk  through 

that  meadow  in  an  evening — I  dcfirc  not  to  know 
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if  your  heart  is  engaged  to  the  young  girl  for 
whofe  father  you  carried  the  corn  to  the  mill. 
i^Afide)  Lud  I  if  I  hav*n't  got  to  flirtation  with  a 
man  I  know  nothing  about !  I  the  niece  to  a  peer ! 
aad  he — but  love  levels  all  diftinftion.  [Exit. 

Cha.  Now  who  is  fhe  ? — good  and  charming ! 
and  that*s  a  volume  !—(foc?^/»^  out)  Isn*t  this 
AllbutV  wife  ?  the  miftrefs  of  my  father  and  lifter  ! 
who  when  I  went  abroad  was  little  more  than  a 
houfe  wench — what  tricks  has  fortune  been  at? 
Oh,  my  new  valet 

Enter  Servant. 

Well,  John,  the  people  at  the  Rofc  don't  fufpcft 
you  belong  to  mc  ? 

Ser.  No,  Sir, 

Cha.  Right,  for  if  I  receive  wdcome  here,  it 
fliall  not  be  for  my  riches. 

Ser.  Sir,  Captain  Vanfluifen  deiired  me  to  tell 
you  that  Sir  Henry  Check  wilhes  to  fee  you. 

Cha.  Very  well  J  {Exit  fervant)  but  TU  be  a 
poor  fellow  for  another  five  minutes — yes;  (&^^- 
ing  9ut)  it  is  Mrs.  Allbut,  PU  try  what  eflfeft  my 
out-at-eibows  has  upon  her. 

Enter  Mrs.  Allbut. 

.  Mrs.  A.  I  don't  know  what's  come  to  all  the 
common  people!— an  impudent  miller  to  dare 
abufe  a  fon  of  mine ;  but  paying  his  rent  (han't 
cajole  me  as  it  has  done  Mr.  Allbut.  Here,  you 
woman,  Margery,  tell  the  Miller  I'd  fpeak  to 
him.     {Calling  at  the  door  of  the  mill) 

Cha.  {advances)  Ah,  Mrs.  Allbut  I  How  d'ye 
'do.  Ma'am  ? 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  A.  Who  is  this  fellow  ? 

Cba.  I  hope  my  father  and  filler  arc  well. 

Mrs.  .A.  [afide)  I  proteft  it's  Young  Willows; 
come  home  a  beggar  as  I  ezpeAed  t 

Cba.  I've  been  very  unfortunate. 

Mrs.  A.  Unfortunate  indeed ;  that  you  were  not 
.drowned  rather  than  return  in  this  plight 

Cba  Yes ;  but  if  my  friends  here  are  only  good 
enough,  to  affift  me  with  a  little  money,  I  may 
foon  be  ^ble  to  go  out  again  to  the  Indies^  and 
jjiake  another  trial. 

Mrs.  A.  The  impertinence  of  fuch  people  is 
infufFerable.     {afide) 

Cba.  I  am  forry  to  hear  my  family  is  fallen  fo 
much  tp  decay ;  however  it's  not  loft  what  a  friend 
acquires ;  Fm  glad  to  find  you've  fincc  got  fo 
much  lip  in  the  world ;  I  hope  for  your  kindnefs — 
aftiam'd  jp  appear  about  this  figure,a  few  guineas 
wou'd  equip  me  properly ;  and  then  I  (hould  not 
dilgrace  your  table. 

.  Mrs.  A.  My  table ;  guineas  I  my  friend,  I  nevar 
meddle  in  the  parifli  affairs ;  but  I  fancy,  if  you've 
no  means  of  a  livelihood^  the  beadle  knows  his 
duty. 

Cba.  Madam,  I  hoped  for  a  kinder  mception-^ 

Mrs.  A.  Do  you  fuppofe  that  Mr?  AUbut  is 
keeper  of  the  workhoufe  ? 

Cba.  Workhoufe  !  the  time  has  been  when  you 
thought  it  the  higheft  hoqour,  my  father's  even 
hinting  ^\  a  marriage  between  my  fifter  and  your 
fon. 

Mrs.  A.  I  fhall  die  with  rage — ^Yet  really-=rt 
ha,  ha,  ha  I  its  diverting  \  pray,  friend,  fland  a 
little  farther  off,  ha,  ha,  ha !  my  table  !  the  ele- 
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gant  circle  of  literati  I  my  fafhionable  friends  might 
indeed  ftarc  to  fee  a  Naples  Lazaroni  fit  at  my  tabfe  ; 
this  creature  too,  I  fuppofe,  plays  the  Piano,  and 
reads  Sterne. 

Cha.  Yes,  Ma'am ;  but  **  the  recording  an^cl 
has  no  tear  for  you." 

Enter  All  but. 

Mrs.  A.  Oh,  Mr.  Allbut,  here's  the  pleafanteft 
thing  J  This  ragged  man  has  a  fitter,  and  expcdted 
you'd  give  her  our  fon  in  marriage. 

JUlb.  Hiis  filler  marry— 

Mrs.  jdp  Yes,  our  fdn  Jack. 
.  AUb.  He  deferves  a  whack.    Who  is  he,  my 
dear  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Oh,  it's  that — ^Molly,  our  maid's 
brother.  . 

AUb*  What  Charley  Willows,  that  ^yent  to  {tx 
after  Willy  Bellevue  ?  pdor  man,  feems  bad  times 
with  you  !  My  dear,  he  may  have  the  run  of  the 
kitchen  for  a  week  ? 

lEnter  Witibws  tf^rf  Mahia, 

Mrs.  A.  Well,  Mifs  Maria,  now  youVe  time 
to  eichibit  your  airs  and  graces  at  your  piano  forte  ? 

Cha.  Then,  Ma^am,  no  pity  for  my  diftrefs  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Pray  take  ydurdiftreffes.foniewhere  elfe. 
I  defjre  Willows  you'll  tranfport  your  beggarly- 
family  out  of  my  prefe»ce. 

Allh.  Ay,  what  d'ye  mean  Willows  idling  about 
here  like  a  gentleman,  didn't  I  give  you  bufinefs 
to  do. 

Cba. 
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Cba.  The  bufinefs  is  done ;  I  left  the  com  (afc 
fiLt  the  mill. — Do^n't  you  know  me,  filler  ?  my  Fa- 
ther! (kneels  to  ff^t Hows) 

Maria.  Oh,  Sir,  it's  my  brother !  Heavens  !  I 
not  to  know  him  before  ! 

fFillo.  My  dear,  dear  boy^  rife  ! 

Mrs.  A.  Ah,  lord !  he  can't  fpoil  his  clothes  ? 
Ha,  ha,  hal  Such  folks  pretend  to  feeling,  it's 
really  amufing  \ 

WiUo.  Well,  Charles,  eh?  how,  arc  you  jufl: 
arrivM  ? 

Cha.  Father,  though  I  didn't  go  abroad  rich, 
I'm  come  home  poorer. 

Wilh.  Never  mind,  my  boy,  better  bring  home 
an  empty  pocket  than  a  bad  confcience.  If  youVe 
clear  of  cafli,  I  hope  you're  likewife  free  from 
dilhonour. 

Maria.  Have  yoii  heard  any  t^ing  of  William 
Bellevue  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Are  we  to  (land  all  diTy  liftening  to  their 
difmal  ftories  ?     Abfolutely  their  croaking  has  an  ' 
efFedl  upon  one's  fpirits. 

Cha.  And  I  hope  upon  your  heart.  You  once 
yourfclves  felt  the  bitternefs  of  poverty,  and  a 
fympathifing  recolleftion  might  now  incline  you  to 
pity  ours,     {taking  off  his  hat) 

Mrs.  A.  Mr.  Allbut,  have  you  got  any  filver  ? 

Allb.  A  fliilling — hem,  I've  got  a  fixpence.  If 
there's  no  hole  in  your  hat,  let  it  hold  tha;t.  {drops 
it  in  his  hat^  Maria  takes  and  fiings  it  away^  and 
places  the  hat  on  Charleses  head) 

Mrs.  A.  A  very  elegant  chariot  ftopp'd  yonder 
{looks out)— iomtm^xto^  to  us — Lord,  Mr.  Allbut, 
pray  come  a  Httle  farther — Willows,  your  fon  is 
abfolutely  a  difgrace  to  one  !  I  defire  he  mayn't  be 
feen  hov'ring  about  our  houfe. 

Enter 
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Enter  Footman  in  full  Drefsj   {mourning  livery 
^-refpeSlfully  prefents  a  card  to  Charles.) 

Cha.  {reads)  "  Sir  Henry  Check's  compliments 
to  Mr.  Willows>  congratulates  him  on  his  arrival 

10  England*' — 

Foot.  Sir,  my  mailer  himfelf  is  coming  to  you  ; 
but  'tis  here  I*m  to  enquire  for  thi$  Mift  Louifa, 
{goes  into  Jollybqys) 

Mrs.  A.  Dear !  I  vow  it's  Sir  Henry  Check ! 
{apart  to  Allbut) 

Jllb.  {apart)  Mrs.  Bellevue's  proud  brother^ 
that  won't   know  her- ^he's  a  K.  5.    aad  an 

£///^r  «y/r  HitNRY  Check,  {in  mourning^  andRe-^ 

Enter  ,Footman. 

Foot,  {apart  to  Sir  H.)  Sir,  a  young  lady  of  the 
defcription  has  been  here,  and  they  have  dire(5te4 
me  where  to  find  her. 

Sir  //.  Oh  !  very  well,  pray  where  is 

jillb.  VmhtrCy  Sir  Henry. 

Mrs.  A.  Had  we  expedted  this  honour-r- 

Allb.  Mr.  Connor,  {bows.  Mrs.  Allbut  frowns, 
and  walks  away  ajhamed) 

Sir  H.  Oh,  you're  Mr. the  brewer,  that 

— {with  contemptuous  indifference^  then  to  Charley 
with  ceremony  and  refpeSl)  Mr.  Willows,  Iprefumc^ 
{all  look  at  Charles  with  ajlonijhment) 

Cha.  Moft  obedient,  Sir  Henry.  I  uq^,?r- 
ftand  fome  property  of  mine  is  confign'd  to  yom» 
houfe. 

Sir  ' 
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Sir  H.  It  is  Sir,  I  left  town,  on  a  vifit  to  mjr 
Lord  Oakwood's  here  in  this  ncighbotirhood,  and 
underftanding  from  Captain  Vanfluifcn,  that  you 
had  juft  arrived,  took  the  opportunity  of  paying 
my  refpeiSts  with  hopes  of  the  pleafure  of  intro- 
ducing you  to  his  Lordfliip* 

Cha.  Sir  Henry,  you're  very  obliging— Fvc 
fome  affairs  to  adjuft,  and  then  Pm  at  your  fervicc* 
I  fhall  drefs  and  wait  upon  you. 

Sir  H.  Oh,  my  dear  Sir,  the  perils  you  Ve  bcca 
in  fufficiently  apologize  for  your  drefs. 

Cha.  Fm  forry,  Sir  Henry,  for  what  may  have 
been  the  caufe  of  your  preient  appearance. 

Sir  H.  Pve  had  a  fevere  lofs  indeed— but  come, 
Mr.  Willows,  I  attend  you. 

Cha.  My  father — fiftcr — Sir  Henry. 

Sir  H.  Sir,  {bows  to  Wtllows)  Madam,  your 
moft  devoted,  {to  Maria) 

[Exeunt  Charles  and  Sir  Henry  in  converfation. 

Foot.  Oh,  Mr.  AUbut,  our  butler's  compliments 
to  you,  defires  you'l  lend  in  a  nine  gallon  caik  of 
fmall  beer  for  the  fervants.  [Exit. 

Maria.  Father! 

milo.  Why  Maria! 

Allb.  Mrs.  AUbut! 

Mrs.  A'  iconfufed  and  embarrajfed)  Mr.  Wil- 
lows, I — cou'd— have — wifti'd — Sir,  that  yoq  had 
told  us 

milo.  The  firft  I  knew  of  it  myfelf. 

Allb.  I  fufpeft  he  has  brought  home  the  pelf. 

Mrs.  A.  Mr.  Allbur,  I  die  with  Ihame,  for  the 
fcandalous  treatment  you  have  given  him. 

Allb.  Me  ! 

Mrs.  A,  Ton  my  word,  he's  improv'd ;  when 
drefs'd,  I  dare  fay  he's  a  fine  young  man.     Mr* 

Willows, 
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Willows,   you're  very  happy  in  fuch  a  fon — ^Mifs, 
I  give  you  joy  of  your  brother's  return. 

Re-enter  Charles. 

Cha.  {joyfully  to  fFillows)  Sir,  Tve  brought  home 
ivcalth,  and  I  (hall  think  my  perils  and  labours  in 
the  acquifition  nobly  repaid,  if  it  can  contribute  to 
the  eafe  and  comfort  of  my  dear,  my  honored 
parent  I 

fTtllo.  My  child  !     (Embraces  him) 

Maria.  My  good  Charles !  oh,  now  I  may  be 
enabled  to  raife  the  widow  from  her  couch  of 
forrow !  - 

Mrs.  A.  Well,  I  prefaged,  when  but  a  boy, 
and  the  fweet  child  us*d  to  make  fuch  a  graceful 
bow,  taking,  bread  and  currant  jelly  out  of  my 
hand,  I  faid  Charles  was  born  to  ride  in  his 
coach. 

AlW.  Yes,  my  love,  and  you  remember,  that 
day  you  gave  him  the  fmart  box  o'th'  ear — [Mrs. 
Allbut  walks  up  angry)  Mrs.  Albut,  I  call  you  to 
witnefs,  when  he  was  a  little  mafter,  I  faid,  fayS  I, 
**  if  that  beautiful  young  gentleman  was  thrown 
into  the Tea,  he*d%rife  again,  with  a  bag-wig  and  a 
fword  by  his  fide." 

Mrs.  A.  Sir,  we  have  now  a  very  genteel  neigh-? 
bourhood — form  little  fecial  parties — happy  if 
you'll  make  one,  at  a  concert — or  take  a  hand  at 
Caffino,  or  Rouge  et  Noir. 

Allb.    Mr.    Willows,    if   you'll    honour    our 
iioufe 

Cha.  Sir,  are  you  "  keeper  of  the  workhoufe  ?** 

Allb.  Me  ! — we  hope  you'll  dine 

Chd, 
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Cba.  To  ••  take  the  run  of  the  kitchen !"  father; 
(hall  J  trouble  you  to  order  every  inn  in  the  vil* 
lage,  open  to  all  comers  i — ah  !  my  good  Sir  and 
^dam,  thank  hcav'h,  £  can  now  chufe  niy  com* 
pany,  and  Vd  fooncr  ftccp  my  cruft  in  the  brook, 
than  fit  at  a  table  that  hadn't  a  dinner  for  the  poor 
^iend  that  wants  one. 

[Exeunt  Charles^  Maria  and  Willows. 

Mrs.  A.  Oh,  I  Ihall  die  with  vexation  !     [Exit. 

4Hf.  Did  my  dear  and  I  know,  Charley 'd  bring 
home  the  rhino. 
We'd   have  fqueak'd  Oh  be  joyful,   and 
amd  fcrap'd  viplino. 

[Exit. 
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SCENE  I. 

Bffore  A  L L  Bu t's  Houfe. 

Mufic  and  Shouting  without. 

Enter  Jollyboy. 

jfxY,  there's  the  rich  man's  welcome,  the  full* 
mouth'd  gratitude  of  beef  r^nd  beer ;  what,  and 
the  AUbuts  too  going  to  partake  of  Mr.  Willows' 
bounty  1  then  Old  Nick  choke  you  in  the  Ihape 
of  a  pound  cake. 

Better  Mrs.  All  but  richly  irefid^  from  the  Houfe. 

Madam  AUbut !  What  are  you  going  up  to  Is/ir. 
Willows's,   hurra,  at  the  Bear? 

Mrs.  A.  Hurra ! what  a  phrafe'!— — but  we 

fhould  pity  the  misfortune  of  tradefpeople  that 
want  the  advantage  of  early  cultivation. 

Joll.  Ay  ;  we  brewers  and  millers  can't  be  cx- 
pefted  to  know  much. 

• 

Enter  Mafler  Jack,  from  the  Houfe. 

Maft.  J,  Mamma,  a'n't  1  too  finely  drefs'd.t© 
vjfit  our  fervant  maid  ? 

Joll. 
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.  Jdll. Ay y  Maftef  Jack,  you're  finer  than  ever 
your  grandfather  was. 

Mafl.  J.  Mamma,  JoJlyboy  won't  let  me  talk 
about  Molly.       .  ^ 

Mrs.  A.  You  muft  now  fay  Mifs  Maria,  fhe*Il 
have  an  immenfe  fortune. 

Mdjl.  J.  Then,  Mamma ;  I  muftn't  fay,  «  hey 
the  Molly,  hand  me  the  toaft  and  butter  ?" 

Enter  Allbut,  intoxicated. 

Allb.  Let  my  coach  wait — at  my  iron-gate. 

Mrs.  A.  Blefs  me !  the  man's  tipfey ;  this  my 
indulgence,  to  let  you  dine  out  ! 

Joll,  So,  then,  you've  been  fwilling  Mr.  WiK 
lows's  wine — the  devil's  in  your  aflurance  ! 

Maft.  J.  And  now  he  can't  behave  himfclf.  i 

AlW^  Why<ion't  you  go  up  to  the  Rofe,  and 
hollo ^for  Mr.  Willows? — ^You've^no  veneration 
for  rich  people. 

JolL  Not  I.  If  a  man  has  riches,  fo  much  the 
better  for  himfelf.  I  thank  heav'n  and  my  own 
induftry,  I  want  none  on't :  nor  if  I  did  wou'd  he 
give  it — fo  what's  any  man's  riches  to  me  ? 

Allb.  You  won't  even  maike  one  at  our  parifli 
feafts  and  veftry-dinners,  you  churl ! 

JoU.  Why  (hou'd  you  have  feafts  and  dinners? 

Allb^  To  fettle  bufinefs.  Wou'd  you  have  us 
meet  in  a  field  ?  . 

JolL,  Meet  in  a  horfe-pond,  with  your  chin^  juft 
above  water,  rather  than  feaft  upon  the  poor. 

Mrs.  A  My  colch;  John ! 

JolL  Aye  ;  you've  fcrapes,  bows,  and  bareheads ; 
but  it's  only  to  ybiir  coach— give  me  the  cordi4 
fmile  of  folid  efteem  in  my  chay-cart» 

Mrs.  A.  Draw  up !  I  muft  pay  my  relpefts  to 
Mifs  Miria.    ^  ^ 

12  — ^  foil. 
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Joll.  RcfpcSs !— the  poor  girl  you  turned  mtd 
tlie  road  ! 

Majl.  J.  Mamma,  Jollyboy*s  always  prating, 
won't  let  mc  talk.  {whiftUs) 

Mrs.  A.  Here,  Mafter  Jack,  by  the  way,  you 
read  me  Orlando  Furiofo.  {^ives  him  a  book)  The 
Maria  (hall  perufc  my  poem  over  our  tea.  As  a 
rehiarfal  TU  condcfcend- — -poetry  may  civiiizfe 
thisperfon — a  brute  I  that  cou*d  ftrikc  my  child. 
{to  Jfollyboy)  Have  you  ever  read  Sympathy,  Sen- 
libimy,  and  Humanity  ? 

JoU.  No  ;  but  I  wilh  you'd  get  Vm  by  heart. 

Mrs.  A.  Man,  do  you  vifit  the  mufe  ? 

Jllb.  Ay,  when  was  you  in  Cockfpur-ftreet  ? 

Mrs.  A  Mr,  Allbut  have  you  tranfcrib*d  my 
f)oem  as  I  bid .  you  ?— Genius  is  above  writing  a 
mechanic  fine  hand. 

Allb.  Yes  ;  but  genius  might  know  how  to  fpellj 
and  you  write  fuch  a  fcrawl,  my  loVe. 

Maft.  J.  Ay,  juft  like  on  an  Indian  tea-dieft. 

Allb.  Here  Tve  copied  it  out  in  a  neat-hand. 
{gives  the  paper  to  Mrs.  Allbut) 

Mrs.  A.  Gentlemen  have  no  opinion  of  female 
literature ;  indeed  we  have  not  yet  diftinguiflied 
ourfelves  in  blank  verfe. 

^  AW^,  Shell  be  delighted  with  my  improvcmentr 
oh4t. 

Mrs.  A.  A  Jeu  d'cfprit  of  mine— (/o  Jollyboy) 
you  cr.ay  read  it  out. 

JolL  {reads)  *^  Tall  torrents  tumbling  from  the 
tow 'ring  cliiF, 

AUf.  **  With  a  two-penny  tiff. 

JolL  "  The  wild  winds  \vhiftle  with  the  roaring 
wave,  ^ 

"  Dr.  Grigfty  for  a  penny  did  fliave.*' 

^-  \^Jollyboy  tlkoivs  down  the p0fer.    Exit] 

Ma/ierJ. 
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Majl.  J.  Oh,  my  father  !   {laughs) 

Allb.  {bawling  after  Jollyboy)  Mind  the  «^  tiff** 
arid  the  "  (have"  are  mine — V\\  give  up  every  thing 
but  my  fame  .  I  faw  you  was  poz'd  for  a  rhyme, 
pciy  dear ;  hot  one  in  the  whole  poem,  my  chick ! 
So  I  help'd  you. 

Mrs.  A.  Rhyme!— Do  you  know  what  blank 
terfe  is,  you  wretch  you  ! 

Allh.  Well,  didn't  I  fill  up  the  blanks  Sweet  > 

Mrs.  A.  Dare  to  interpolate!  I  mud  get  a 
tranlcriber—fome  half-boarder  at  a  top  (chool— 
a  reduced  clergyman's  daughter — no !  that  young 
perfon  Margery  recommended. 

Allb.  Oh,  Widow  Bellevue  fncaking  to  her  hoird# 
[Jhouting  without) 

Enter  Mrs.  BfLLEVtXE  and  Edward* 

Mrs.  Bell.  Let's  avoid  this  noifc  and  feftivity— • 
joys  are  not  for  me!  the  Allbuts 

Mrs.  A.^  One  fhou'd  endeavour  to  do  fomethintg 
for  this  poor  woman,  as  Mifs  Maria  was  partial  t<» 
her-— Ho  d'ye  do,  Mrs.  Bellevue— coud 'n't  yoa 
make  it  out  more  comfortably,  by  a  trial  of— fcl- 
ling,  fomc— trifling  wares— throw  your  cottage— 
into  a  little  fort  of  (hop-windbw— a  few  children's 
toys,  penny  books,  or— you  might  keep  a  little 
fchooL  You've  capacity  to  teach  the  infant  nifties 
to  fpell  I  Ihou'd  imagine-  -Mr.  Allbut,  you'll  ad- 
vance the  widow  a  few  pounds  for  a  fet  up  ? 

Allb.  I  have  it  -there's  one  of  my  alehoufes, 
the  Fox  and  Gridiron- -the  people  are  run  away 
{Jin^s)  "  It's  a  pretty  littlerc  pucable  public  houfc." 
— rJl  put  you  into  that,  and  for  ftock,  I'll  fend 
you  in  a  pin  of  beer  or  two. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Hear  me!  You  who  have  poflefs'd  your* 
fclves  of  my  right  by  rapine,  and  keep  it  by  fraud 

— thert 
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—  there  is  an  eye  that  marks  you,  a  hand  that 
holds  a  fword— the  hcur  will  come  to  ftrike !  wealth 
that  fhou^d  give  exalted  luftre,  renders  you  emi- 
nently defpicable  !  Oh  I  let  the  oppreflbr  of  the 
poor,  reillefs  on  his  bed  of  down,  look  within  him 

—  there  feeds  the  worm  of  confcicnce — whilfl  the 
patient  objedt  of  his  cruelty  enjoys  fweet  flumber 
on  his  bed  of  ftraw— patience  !  oh,  heaven!  where 
is  mine  (weeps)  but  I  will  be  proud  I  (recovering 
kerfelf  looks  with  dignity  and  contempt  on  Mrs.  Allbut. 
Exit  with  Edward.  *  Exit  Mrs.  Allbut  confujed—- 
Allbut  puts  his  hands  in  his  coat  pockets^  holds  down 
bis  head  and  follbws—MaJier  Jack  pulls  down  his 
ruffles^  and  walks  off) 

JS/i/^r  William  ^//iCAPx.  Mullinahack* 

JVil.  Ay,  Captain,  the  Iharks  have  mif?d  us, 
^nd  here  we've  got  a  firm  footing  again  on  old 
England. 

Capt.  M.  I  don't  know  what  fort  of  breakfaft  Fd 
be  for  a  fifh ;    but  at  this  moment  I  cou'd  eat  a 
piece  of  a  fhark,  and  yet  I  hav'n'c  the  price  of  a 
'cockle. 

*  H^il.  Here  I  promife  you  every  comfort  that  af- 
fluence and  hofpitality  can  beftow ;  that's  my  mo- 
ther's houfe  (pointing  to  Allbut^ s).  She'll  give  us 
roaft  beef,  a  bumper  of  ftout  Madeira,  and  hum- 
ming ftrong  beer  of  her  own  brewing,  Captain. 

Capt.  M.  Faith  I  wilh  wc  were  fitting  down 
tO  it. 

Enter  Edward. 

Edw.  Now  they're  all  gone  out,  if  Mifs  Mari^ 
cou'd  fee  mc— (rvTpj  gently  at  the  door) 

Enter 
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Enter  Master  Jack. 

Maft.  y.  {knocks  hud)    Peter,  chuck  Mamma's' 
fnufF-box  out  at  window,  {the  door  is  opened) 

fVil.  Now,  Captain,  ill  introduce  you  to  my 
mother. 

Mafi.  y.  {flopping  him)  What  d*ye  want? 

fp^l.  The  lady:  of  the  houfe. 

Maji.  y.  She  doesVt  allow  poor  folks  to  come 
about  her  door. 

fFil.  Then  Ihc's  much  altered  for  the  worfe — 
Can't  I  go  in  ? 

Maft.  y.  Sha'n't ! 

fFiJ.  But  rd  fpeak  with  Mrs.  Bellevue. 

[Exit  yack  into  the  houfe y  /hutting  the  door. 

Edw.  That's  now  Mr.  AUbut's— Mrs.  BcUcvue^ 
Sir,  is  my  mamma.' 

WiL  (afide)  This  my  brother  ! 
,    Edw.  She  lives  in  the  cottage  yonder. 

fFil.  (afide)     And  is  it  fo  ? 

Capt,  M,  (afide)  Upon  my  honour  Vm  afraid 
the  roaft  beef  is  all  eac  upr-tiie  Madeira  is  fupp'd 
up,  and  the  ftrong  beer  turn'd  four— William,  the 
firft  interview  with  your  mother  won't  admit  of  a 
ftranger — I'll  wait  for  you  at  the  Inn— don't  be 
alham'd™ a^  an  enemy,  when  you  retook  my 
prize  you  cut  me  down  with  your  hanger — as 
a  friend  after  we  were  fav'd  in  the  waves,  and  fince 
partners  in  adverfity,  youVe  been  kind  and  gentle, 
millions  of  gold  cannot  increafe  my  refped:  where  I 
admire  courage,  and  honour  humanity. 

\£xit.  Shouts  without. 

Edw.  That's  joy  for  a  great  rich  gentleman  that's 
come. 

ffil.  Joy! — Will  you  go  with  me  to  Mrs.  Bel- 
levcue's^  my  love  ?  J[ Exeunt. 

Enter 
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£«//rCHARLEStf/Mf5/r  Henry  Ch£ck.  {laughing) 

Sir  H.  For  your  good  cheer  you're  now  a  great 
creature,  ha,  ha,  ha  I  Your  pretending  ^cnny*- 
kfs,  an  excellent  trial ! 

.  Cha.  Ha^  ha,  ha ! — And  the  Allbut's  too — their 
fulfome  compliments — But  yoii  bad  fomething  to 
fey.  Sir  Henry, 

Sir  H.  A  thought  ftruck  me— your  fifter  is  very 
amiable — Is  ihe  under  any  engagement  ? 

Cha.  Why,  there  was  a  young  gentleman,  a 
very  dear  friend  of  mine;  but  I  fear,  he's  dead-* 
for  I've  heard  nothing  of  him  thcfe  many  years. 

Sir  H.  I've  loft  my  only  fon — my  title,  my 
fortune,  muft  now  go  to  a  nephew,  for  (i>me  time 
I  have  not  been  upon  good  terms  with  his  mother 
—I  may  have  been  wrong-r-rif  we  cou'd  bring  about 
a  match  between  Mifs  Willows  and  my  nephew. 

Cha.  With  Marians  confent,  you  have  mine, 
Sir  Henry. 

Sir  H.  I  had  better  not  introduce  my  fitter  BeU 
levue  till  fhe  can  majce  fome  appearance  (afiJe)^-^ 
Well,  you're  full  of  bufinefs  I  fqppofc  Mr.  Wil- 
lows—Oh, did  you  fee  an  Irilh  officer  about  here 
fincc — But  you'll  confider  of  what  I've  fpggefted-* 
adieu  !  excufe  me.  [Exit^ 

Cha.  Abrupt  enough!  A  marriage  of  fafhioa 
and  bufinefs  propos'd  by  the  baronet  and  banker. 
Nowtocomfort  poor  Mrs.  BcUevue--Buc  her  houfe 
is  the  charming  ftranger's  forbidden  cottage  and 
meadow.    Will  my  vifit  there  be  love  or  charity  ? 

Re-enter  William. 

H^il.  My  poor  mother  1  I'll  walk  in  the  air  tiU 
(he  wakes. 

Cha.  By  heavens — William  Bellevue !  (firprrfed) 
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fFilL  Find  my^  mother  reduced  I  and  I  returned 
to  her  with  one  ftiilling  I 

Cba.  My  poor  fellow  !  (afide)  William  ! 

fPlU.  (furprifed)  Charles !  I  heard  you  followed 
mc  out  to  fea. 

Cha.  Juft  returned  to  England. 

ffVL  I'm  forry  to  fee  you  too  come  home  with 
a  fliatter'd  bulk. 

Ci?a.  Then  he  has  not  yet  beard  of  my  good 
fortune."  I  think  there's  no  occafion,  but  Til  try 
hiin  too.  {afide)  Aye,  William,  and  no  hope 
frominy  father  or  fitter  j  all  gone  badly  fince  with 
them  too* 

ffll.  My  beloved  Maria  and  my  friend  !-— 
iajide) 

Cba.  But  William  its  ftrange  that  we  never  met 
abroad.  Though  your  mother  did  fend  you  off 
from  my  fifter,  I  think  Ihe'll  be  foften'd  to  fee 
xne  come  Home  thus.  Come,  we'll  ftep  into  her 
houfe,  and  over  a  bottle  and  a  cruft  we'll  talk  of 
our  voyages.  Oh,  William,  you've  a  fnug,  warm 
birth  to  come  home  to  {looking  at  Allbut's) — but 
poor  n>e— 

IVill.  Charles,  that's  my  mother's  habitation 
now. — [pointing  off^  Charles  affe^s  furprife  and  con* 
tern.')  A  gentleman  waits  for  me  at  the  Grapes  ; 
ftep  acrofs  to  the  houfe — I'll  fee  my  mother,  and 
come  to  you, 

Cha.  Biut,  Ihou'd  any  thing  prevent  you,  Tve 
no — {touching  bis  pocket) 

IVill.  Here,  Charles,  {gives  him  money) 

Cha.  Perhaps  I  deprive  you  ? 

Will.  Oh,  no,  Fm  ftill  a  few  ftiUlings  ftrong— 
goodbye.     ,  \Exit. 

VOL.  IV,  K  Cha^ 
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Cba.  Give  my  filler  with  a  hundred  thoufand 
pounds  CO  baronets  and  bankers  !  My  generous 
poor  friend  (hall  have  her.  But,  hearing  nothing 
from  him  fo  long,  may  (he  not  fince  have  chofen 
another ;  fo  fine  a  girl  muft  have  had  many  dying 
fwains — {looking  out)  Doftor  Grigfby  !  Your 
apothecaries  know  all  that's  done;  faid  or  thought 
in  every  family — rU  alk  him. 

Enter  Captain  Mullinahack. 

Capt.  M.  Their  open  alehoufes  !  I  muft  watch 
for  my  friend  in  the  ftreet  j  in  the  ftate  of  my 
pocket  Tm  afraid  to  venture  in  a  tavern  yet,  though 
rm  jiift  hungry  enough.  If  I  dine  with  a  gentle- 
«nan  it  will  be  at  his  own  private  table — Oh,  the^ 
tell  me  this  is  the  great  man  that  pays  the  piper — 
Ad  airy  kind  of  a  morning  drcfi — May  be  he*d 
invite  me.    Sir,  your  moft  obedient — (^bows) 

Cha.  Sir,  {bews)  you  have  the  advantage  of  me^ 

Capt.  M.  No,  'faith.  Sir,  it's  you  that  have  the 
adyantage  of  me — You  know  where  to  find  a 
dinner,  and  I  muft  firft  find  the  philofopher's  ftona 
Cafide)  You've  charming  air  here — its  fo  iharp  and 
keen,  gives  one  fuch  a  fine  appetite. 

Cha.  Sir,  it's  wholcfome  air. 

Capt.  M*  Yes,  Sir  3  but  it's  not  toothfome. 

Cha.  Sir! 

Capt.  M.  No,  he  won't  (ajide)  Sir,  (hozvs) 
fince  my  mouth  muft  be  idle,  I'll  try  if  my  nofe 
can't  get  a  little  employment  {ajide)  Sir,  a  pinch  cf 
your  (nuff,  if  you  pleafe. 

Cha.  Sir,  I  don't  take  any. 

Ca^t.  M.  Oh^  thefe  are  bad  times  indeed,  when 
a  fea  olB^er  can  neither  get  fnuff  or  rputcon.  [haif' 
afidc) 

Cha. 
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Cha.  A  gentleman  by  his  air  ^nd  m^nner^  bqt 
feems  an  oddity. 

Mnier  Grigsby  aud  CoNSTABte* 

Grig.  My  patients  cannot  ipare  mc  to  go  to 
London-^befides  this  rich  man  will  be  now  for 
cramming  himfelf  with  turbots  and  turtles  eggs, 
— ^and  will  foon  want  a  doctor. 

Capt.  M*  May  be  he'd  invite  me.  Sir,  I  am 
your^s  dfo.  Qto  Grijby,  who  Jlares)  Nor  you  nei- 
ther. 

Grig.  What ! 

Capt.  M.  Poh  \  {Exit, 

Grig.  Then  poh  I  for  you.  Conftablp,  you'll 
catch  n>y  thief  ? 

Conjl.  But  who  is  he  ? 

Grig,  If  he  knocks  out  your  teeth,  Fll  give  you 
a  fine  tooth  I  bought  of  a  blackamoor,  {fiei 
Charles)  The  nabob ! — how  lucky  his  believing  I 
didn't  know  him  this  morning— his  filler  loves 
me^^(qfidey  Sir,  if  you  dance  in  the  evening 
that  is,  a  minuet,  now  lofe  a  little  blood— 
my  lances  fo  fharp  and  obtufe-^my  fweet  little 
parlour— ^fattin  hair-botton^'d  chair— ^handled  China 
coffee  cups — Sir,  your  arm  fhall  be  ty'd  with  your 
own  philaftic  garter— flretch'd  out,  hold  one  of 
my  fluted  filver  candlefticks,  and  to  divert  your 
thoughts  by  a  pleafing  objeft  before  you  in  a  gfafs* 
cafe,  you  fhajl  fee  my  flceleton  of  t-evi  Barrabas — •. 
none  of  your  fixpenny  London  bleedings,  pewter 
porringer,  yard  of  lift  and  a  broom-ftick — by 
the  heavens.  Sir,  PU  charge  yoii  twp  guineas— » 
tjicfe  will  be  t)lceding  ! 


u. 


^6  *rHE  WOllLD  IN  A  VltVAJSt. 

Cha.  But  now  for  information — ^Do6tor,  a&  well 
as  the  body,  you're  often  confulted  on  the  ftate  of 
the  mind  ?— 

Grig.  The  Munro  ?  Ha  !— Theraptica. 

Cha.  -Why,  Poftor,  you  feem  to  have  acquired 
aftonilhing  ikill  in  your  auatomy,  pharmacy — 

Grig,  ficar  Sir,  only  fympoms  in  farmacy^  I 
have  a  pretty  meadow,  fomc  corn— 

Cha.  Blockhead  !  [ajide)  Pray  have  you  heard — ► 
do  you  think  my  fitter  has  formed  any  particular 
attachment ! 

Grig.  In  the  Pleura  flie  was  in  danger,  but  I 
difpcrs'd  it — young  women  fubjedt  to  thefe  peri- 
odical diagonals. 

Cha.  I    mean  love  attachments fpeak  out 

— the  man  that  can  make  her  happy  fliall  have 
ben 

Grig.  Sh^ll  he?— Sir,  your  filler  has  long  formed 
a  moft  lafting  attachment. 

Cha.  Oh,  William — but  doftor  I  don't  mean — 

Grig.  Ther^  is  a  certa^^  worthlefs,  cephilalgical 
poor  dog— rthp  very  thought  pf  hir^  is  her  elexir 
cardialgia, 

Cha.  Then  fhe  has  kept  her  heart  for  Wiliam— • 
(^^Jide}  Ifli^  poverty  is  nothing  to  any  bocly. 

Grig.  Certainly,  Sir,  you Ve  a  cauftic  for  that ! 

Cha.  I  think  hjm  worthy  of  the  fined  woman  ia 
^ingland ! 

Grig.  Oh,  dear  Sir,  (bows) 

Cha.  I'm  certain  he's  endowed  with  cv^ry  gene- 
rous quality — 

Grig.  Oh,  Sir,  (bows} 

Cha.  And  doftor,  the  poor  ccphalalgical  dog,  as 
you  call  him,  (hall  have  her,  in  preference,  eveft 
'  p  the  nephew  of  a  baronet« 
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Grtg.  Shall  I  ? — ^then  Ihake  hands  my  generous 
brother ! 

Cha.  What,  yourfelf!  You?  Impoffible!  this 
can  exift  only  in  his  own  folly. 

Enter  Louisa. 

Louifa.  Yes,  here  he  is ;  but  what  brings  mc 
here  ? 

Grig.  Want,  your  change  ? — hav'n't  fo  much 
ID  the  till — fend  you  a  bag  of  camomile,  (apart) 

Louifa.  So,  Sir,  for  all  my  caution,  you  wou'd 
come  Jiovering  about  the  cottage,  and  my  walk  in 
the  meadow  ?  {archly) 
V    Cha.  Oh  !  youmoft  charming! 

Louifa.  Hold !  I  never  liften  to  heroics. 

Cha.  As  you  fay.  Ma'am,  they  are  very  ridicu- 
lous, (confus'di  looking  out)  Myfifter — to  think  of 
this  fellow,  but  (he  can't—yet  the  fex  fall  into  fuch 
unaccountable  inconiiftencies. 

Louifa.  Mrs.  Bellevue  is  a  very  charming  widow, 
fo  don't  you  follow  in  there. 

Cha.  As  you  fay,  Ma*am,  excufe  me  a  moment, 
there's  a  lady  coming  that — 

Louifa.  Oh,  Sir,  I  don't  wilh  to  interrupt  you 
and  the  lady— I  defcrye  this,  for  my  forward!  in- 
^ifcretion.  {afide)  [Exit. 

Enter  Maria,  dreffed. 

Maria ^  Oh,  brother,  have  you  feen  Mrs.  Bel- 
levue ? 

Cha.  (afde)  If  ever  fo  depraved,  fhe'll  be 
alhamed  to' own  it  to  me — I  muft  draw  conclufiops 
from  hcf  vnzuncT^aJide) — Maria^-- 

flnter 
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Enter  Jollyboy. 

JoU.  Mr.  Charles  Willows — to  fling  your  money 
about  among  drunken  mobs! — I  wi(h  you*d  let 
your  golden  fun  fliine  upon  the  houfe  of  forrow. 

Cha.  Thank'ee,  my  honeft  monitor. 

Grig,  (to  the  Conftable)  Apprehend  the  honeft 
monfter!  I'llfwear  he  robb'd  me— here  will  be 
fraftures  as  Tm  going  to  be  married,  muft  take 
care  of  myfelf  for  the  good  of  pofterity.   (ajlde) 

[Exit. 

Conft.  Was  it  Mr.  Jollyboy  he  meant — he  robi 
•p^id  you  (to  Jollyboy) 

Joll  No.     ^ 

Conjl.  An  honeft  man's  word  againft  the  oath  of 
a— good  by*e,  ijhskes  hands  and  exit) 

Cha.  Here  muft  be  probity,  (gives  Jollyboy  a 
paper) — My  almoner — go  !  you  "  find  out  the 
houfe  of  forrow,"  and  difpenfe  joy. 

Joll.  A  hundred  pounds !  "  I  fhall  get  faucy 
again.*'  Huzza  !  1  give  you  leave  to  roar  and  be 
happy,  tho'  you  are  a  rich  man,  or  you  Ihall  laugh 
by  proxy — Pll  be  your  reprcfentative  in  joy,  as 
well  as  charity ;  and  a  blefling  on  you  as  you  give 
it —  [Exit  Jinging. 

Maria.  Brother,  you're  very  wrong  to  entruft 
money  to  hini — ^you're  deceiv'd — he*s  no{  the  maa 
you  think  him  \  I  affure  you,  he  us'd  the  poor 
doftor  moft  horridly — 

.Cha.  (afide)  Her  poor -doflor  !  Oh,  her  par- 
tiality is  evident, — flander  fuch  genuine  integrity  J 
— love  a  wretch  that  cou'd  deny  me  !  who,  when 
he  fuppos'd  me  in  indigence  created  me  moft  con-^' 
temptuoufly — take  him,  let  hUn  be  a  huft)and  i; 
but  I  am  no  more  a  brpther,  [Exi^* 

Maria. 
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liiaria.  What  can  he  mean  ?  {looking  qut)  Hea- 
vens !  fure  that's  William — he  returned  too  ? — 
Then  'twas  my  dear  William  that  Charles  meant — 
perhaps,  they  met-  abroad— why  at  firft  conceal  it  ? 
Ah  !  William,  the  only  delight  I  receiy'd  was  from 
the  thought  that  I  might  fee  you  again,  and  now 
is  it  thus  my  wi(h  is  accomplifti'd ;  my  father  loves 
us,  he'll  remonftrate  with  Charles ;  better  his  gold 
had  ftay'd  in  the  mine  than  make  him  violate  the 
deareft  ties  of  duty,  love,  and  friendfliip.       [Exit. 


SCENE  11. 

Injide  of  Mrs.  Bdlevue^s  Cottage, 
A  Table  with  Books^  fTork,  and  New/paptrs^ 

Enter  Mrs.  Bellevub. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Maria  has  fent  me  the  news-papers, 
fweet  girl !  flie  takes  every  occafion  to  amufe  and 
oblige  me,  (Jocks  out)  Eh !  what  ftranger  is 
this? 

Enter  Edward. 

Edward,  you  brought  the  poor  man  in,  to  relieve 
him?  that  was  right,  my  love — your  brother 
William  is  a  failor,  if  he  lives—- and  for  his  fake, 
tho*  we  have  only  a  little,  you  know  it*s  always  my 
wiih  to  fpare  when  diltrefs  takes  the  fhape  of  a 
forlorn  feaman. 

£dw. 
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Edw.  Mamma,  he  has  fome  great  bus'nefs  with 
you,  yet,  when  I  told  him  you  was  afleep,  he. 
gently  look'd  over  you — bat  I  never  faw  fuch  a- 
look !  tears  fell  down  his  cheeks — and,  then  for 
fear  of  difturbing  you,  he  fl;ole  fo  fottly  out  again 
— Sir!  {calling)  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Bell.  (/(?oi/;jfg-o«/)  Perhaps  brings  me  news  of— 

£nUr  William. 

^Tis  himfelf — my  William  ! — my  dear  beloved  fon  I 
{he  kneels,  Jhe  throws  her  arms  round  him) 

Will.  Mother,  ran  you  forgive  me  ? 

Mrs.  Bell.  No,  the' mother  fhou'd  afk  pardon 
of  her  child — I  banifli'd  you,  my  life's  comfort, 
from  my  arms — from  your  country— I  wrong'd, 
and  heaven  has  avenged  you— -Ah  1  William,  look, 
I've  no  ho^Tie  for  you  ;  and  it's  now  you  feem  molt 
to  want  a  home. 

Will.  Edward  has  told  me.  Cou'd  Allbut  be 
fuch  a  villam  1  didn't  my  uncle  interpofe  with  his 
advice  ?  his  fortune  ? — is  he  in  London,  I'll — 
^  Mrs.  Bdl.  No,  William,  I  muft  now  forget  I 
had  a  brother  !  Since  your  departure  he  has  had 
an  heir  to  liis  eflate — a  Baronet's  title  too  1  No, 
Sir  Henry  now  never  fees  me  ! 

frm.  But  why  1 

Mrs.  Bell  My  fault  is  adveifity,  and  that  the 
profperous' cannot  forgive. 

Will.  Then,  Madam,  I  muft  riot  face  my  uftcje 
■ — With  hopes  to  raife  a  fortune  for  Maria,  I 
quitted  the  Captain  with  whom  you  fent  me— 
rambled  to  the  Eaft  Indies — but  our  relation  wou'd 
not  encourage  mydifobedience — I  left  him  in  difguft 
—and  after  many  perils,  was  returning  in  a  Dutch . 

India 
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India  Ihip— wc  were  taken  by  a  Frenchman,  but  in 
the  night,  I  got  upon  deck  and 

Mrs.  Bell. .  {fnatching  up  a  newspaper)  Your 
fliip  was  r^aken :  then  the  brave  youth  was  not . 
drown'd !— Was  it  you,  my  William,  that  pre- 
ferv'd — it  wasl  I  faid  I  knew  none  fo  likely  to  per- 
form fuch  an  aftion  as  my  Ion,  my  gallant  William 
—oh,  my  child  !  in  this  thread-bare  jacket  ten 
thoufand  times  more  welcome  to  your  fond  Mo- 
ther, than  if  clad  in  jewels  acquired  by  the  plunder 
of  the  unfortunate  !  myfonl  my  fon  !  {embraces 
hirH'y  looking  out) — Oh,  the  lady  that  Maria  told 
fxieof. 

fFill.  And  my  appearance—  [Exit  haftily . 

■ 

Enter  Louisa. 

Louifa.  Madam,  pardon  my  intrufion 

Mrs.  Bell.  Madam,  you  do  me  honour ;  Maria 
has  informed  me,  that  you  wifh  to  become  an  in- 
mate here. 

Louifa.  I  do.  Madam  j  the  miller  and  his  wife 
are  goc>d  people,  but  coarfe — the  man  blunt — and 
as  Maria  tells  me,  not  too  honeft— an  afylum  with 
you  will  make  me  happy, 

Mfs.  Bell.  Madam,  that  (hall  be  my  endeavour. 

Louifa.  Yoii  (hou'd  know  fomething  of  me 
tho'  a  family  difagrecment  drove  my  father,  a  man 
of  rank,  from  his  country- — I  followed  him  to 
France — he  was  a  Captain  in  their  navy — I  hav'n't 
heard  of  him  fome  years,  which  gives  me  much 
doubt  and  uneafinefs,  and  I  retir'd.  Madam,  to  this 
village,  *till  I  either  might  hear  of  him  or  be  rccaU'd, 
by  my  friends. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Here  you  may  have  tranquillity; 
but  chearfulnefs  you  muft  bring  with  you, 

VOL.  IV.  L  Louifa. 
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Louifa^  Yes:  bmt  'twas  taken  from  me  in  my 
way  hither,  by  a.  raoft  unkind  young  nian— juft' 
€0ine  froni  over  leas — I  believe  only  ii>  vexmc. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Over  feas  ?  What  fort  of  wan  ? 

Louifa.  Oh,  very  handfonae. 

Mrs.  Bell.  A  ftrai^er— it  muft  be  my  William  ! 

Lquifa.  Aye:  I  thought  he  look-d  like  a  falfe 

Williapii* 

Mrs  Bell.  My  Ton! 

Louifa.  Indeed,  your  fon  !  but  do  you  think  he 
has  given  away  his  heart  ? 

Mrs.  Bell.  He  loves^  and  is  belov*d  {looHng 
out)  and  here  comes  the  very  amiable  girl. 

Louifa.   {looking)   Aye  :    the    very    fame -- 

What  cou'd  fhe  mean  by  her  fineffe  to  me  at  the 
mill  this  morning*— as  a  meer  ftranger — exprcfs 
fuch  feeling  for  his  icrvicc  to  her  father  1  {afide) 

Enter  Maria  drejfed^ 

Maria.  Oh,  Madam,  where*s  William  ? 

Lojiifa.  And  (he  left  him  this  naoment,   (afide) 

Mrs.  Bell.  Not  far  off— Maria,  you're  very  fine> 
what  is  this  ? 

Maria.  Hav'nH  you  heard  ?  Ah,  Madam,  I  fear 
ap  union  with  William  is  now  far  diftant. 

Lauifa.  {joyfully)  Is  it  ?-^-I  alk  your  pardcJxij^ 
Ma'am,  Tm  very  rude,  but  I'-^l—^confu^'d) 

Enter  GljGSfiY. 

Grig,  (to  Maria.)  Now,  my  beloved  (fees  Lou^ 
(/&)  here  again  ?-^.want  yeur  change- -hav'n't  fo 
much  in  the  till — fend  you  feven  bottles  of  pep- 
permint—Maria rU  celebrate  your  brother's  fuc- 
cefiby  illuminating  my  windows;— the  village  Ihan't 

blaz^ 
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Waie  in  bonfires,  and  my  houfc  dark — wifh  Pd  a 
few  fquibs>  dr  fohle  -  little  guns  to  make  revdu* 
^tions. 

Enter  Eixwahd. 

BdzO.  (to  Louifa)  Mife^  a  fervant  iti  moumiifg 
-tiiks^for  you. 

Louifa.  Madam,  your  p^tdbn,       {Exit  haftiiy^ 

Mrs.  Bell.  That  feaman  was  your  brother,  my 
love ;  go  to  him. 

Edw.  What,  William!  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Belly  But,  Maria,  you  aftonilh  me — what 
can  have  turn'd  yout  he^rt  againft  my  William? 

Grig.  Talk  not  of  Williams  or  Georges — her 
heart  muft  turn  to  nobody  but  Jack  Grigfby-— her 
noble  brother  !  to  gtVe  her  to  me,  in  preference 
to  the  nephew  of  a  baronet  I 

Maria.  To  you?  impoffible  that  Charles  can 
T)e  fo  abfurd  ! 

Mrs.  BelL  Nephew  of  a  baronet— muft  meaa 
my  boy — Js  Charles  this  rich-man,  whofe  arrival 
has  occafioned  fuch  univerfal  joy  ?— ^Oh,  then  his 
^  contempt  for  my  William  is  accbutitcd  for — here's 
the  world !  ftep  this  wj^y,  my  ibnh-^never  mind 
your  drcfs,  (xalling^f) 

Enter  Edward.    - 

£ito,  'Madam,  my  brother -s  gone.     He  over- 
heardiyouall talking,  and  went  our  greatly  troubled. 
Mrs.  £ell.  How ! 
Maria.  Which  way,  Edward  ? 

[^Exeunt  Mrs.  Bellevue J  Maria,  and  Edward. 

GiHg.  Her  brother  giving  Maria  to  me— very 

4iandfoiiie-*rbutlmuft  dreft  terrible  fmartifli — with 
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the  eclat  6f  her  fortune,  I  fhall  indeed  be  a  phy^ 
fician — Doftor  1  Beautiful !— ^-t  will  buy  a  deplo- 
mar — job-coach -^pretend  to  be  reading — own 
footman  thump  muffled  knocker— door  openM  by 
lady  of  the  houfe— ftep  flowly  up  flairs — (hoes 
creak—  chair  plac'd— patient^s  bedfide — all  filent, 
reading  my  looks — pinch  of  fnufF — ftop  watch — 
.  fqueeze  pulfe — touch  guinea— beautiful^  thrice 
beautiful!  ha!  [ExiL 


SCENE  III. 

yf  Road. 

Enter  William,  agitated. 

fFil.  Maria  falfe !  My  mother  in  indigence— 
this  my  home  !  Where  Ihall  I  t,urn  my  face  ? — 
Heavens ! 

Enter  ALLBtrr  and  Waiter. 

fFait.  YouMl  fup  at  our  houfe.  Sir  ? 

Jlli^.  {feeing  fVilliam)  I  don't  like  your  ftrag* 
gling  faiJors — it*s  Willy  Bellevuc!— He  come 
back  too  fliabby  !  Yes ;  he  wants  to  play  on  us  the 
fame  game  that  Charles  did— certainly  rich— feems 
poQ^f,  only  to  try  us. 

IVait.  {apart  to  Allbut)  Aye,  Sir;  you've  hit 
it  I  like  Mr.  Willows,  he  certainly  has  brought 
home  the  Ihiners — and  I'll  tell  'em  fo  up  at  our 
houfe.     {afide^  rum  off) 

Allb.  He'll  play  the  devil  with  me  for  ranfacking 
his  mamma  !  Oh!  this,  'twas  that  pufTd  Mrs. 
Belle vue  up  when  Ihe  irim'd  us  .fo  this  morning*-^ 
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I'll  fecm  to  think  him  poori— then  the  greater  me- 
rit in  my  kindnefs,    Willy  BcUcvue  !  (joyfully) 

JVil.  (afide)  The  wealthy  brute  that  opprefs'd 
my  mother. 

Allh.  I'm  fo  glad  to  fee  you  come  home  again  ! 

IflL  Glad !  If  I  had  even  gone  away  in  your 
debt,  I  have  brought  no  money  to  pay  you. 

^llb.  Sly !  (afide) — Talk  of  money  between 
friends;  I  faid  when  you  went  abroad,  you  were 
too  honeft,  like  Charley  Willows,  to  m^ke  for- 
tunes, by  cutting  Rajahs  throats — and  running  oflF 
with  their  coats. 

fFiL  Has  Charles  brought  home  money  ? 

AUK  He  has,  my  honey*  My  fweet  boy,  he 
has  been  as  great  a  roeue  to  get  pelf,  as  yourfelf, 
or  myfelf  {afide)  He  has  been  ranfacking  abroad ; 
brought  home  rupees  enough  to  fill  a  porter-butt. 
— No,  give  me  the  honeft  confcientious  man,  tho' 
he  hasn't  a  halfpenny  to  buy  his  dog  a  roll — and 
Billy,  I  refpeft  you  by  my  foul ! 

/f7/.  Charles  make  fortunes!  this  doesn't  cor- 
refpond  with  his  ftory  to  me- -perhaps,  flalhing 
away  to  procure  a  little  civility  from  them — 
{jbouting  and  joy-bells  without) 

Allb.  That  dog  of  a  waiter  has  been  blowing 
this  news  all  about,  (afide)  Don't  mix  with  that 
rabble  at  the  Rofe ;  come  to  my  houfe. 

Enter  a  Variety  of  Characters, 

All.  Huzza  1  Welcome  home  Squire  Bel- 
le vue  ! 

I  ft  Man.  Sir,  if  you)  make  a  purchafe  of  lands 
here  I  Ihall  be  happy  to  lay  out  your  grounds, 

2d  Man.  Sir,  Tve  the  letting  an  excellent  man- 
fionboufe^  woodland^  warren,  and  trout- ftrcam. 
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3d  Man.  Yoiir  honor,  if  you're  not  cngagM^ 
I*m  a  iayl6r— -ihall  be  proud  to  work  for  you. 

4th  Man.  All  forts  0f  haberdalhery— town  prices. 
_  5th  Man.  My  fliop — perfumery— firfl:  quality. 

Jiilb.  Devil's  in  you  all ;  not  even  civil  without 
'^{bme  view  $  but  when  I  thought  him  as  poor  as 
Jonas/ 1  offered  him  my  hbufe  and  all  its  comforts* 
There  was  liberality  I  I  defpife  oftentation,  I  do 
foch  charities  in  fecret,  that  nobody  eVer  knows 
any  thing  about  them.  You  fclf-intereftcd  pack! 
^  come  daubing  farm  with  your  flummery ! 

Enter  Villagers    mih    EleSlhn  Chair ^   and 

JOLLYBOY. 

VlUagers.  Chair  Squire  Bellevue !  Huz2a ! 

JolL  This  is  popularity  !  To-day  they'll  mak^ 
brutes  of  themfelves,  and  drag  your  coach  about  1 
to-morrow  they'll  burn  you  in  effigy,  with  a  grdit 
wig  and  paper  pin'd  to  your  back  ! 

WiL  My  good  friends,  you're  wrong*  Tm  not 
come  home  worth  a  fixpence« 

AUb.  Charles  faid  the  fame,  and  mynumb-fcult'd 
n^ife  was  fending  him  into  the  kitchen*     He  fhall 
not  go  up  to  the  Bear.     Come  to  my  houfe,  tho* 
-you  haven't  a  foufe !  {they gather  round  him)      ' 

fVil.  Irequeft  you'll  defift,  (jhiy  chair  and  raife 
him  on  their  JhouUers) 

[Exeunt  /houting^ 
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ACT    V. 


SCENE  I. 


A  Drawing-Room  in  Allbut'j  Houfe, 

Allbot. 

C^UICK,  Peter  f    Put  wax  in  the  girandoles  and 
cluflres — blazing  clufters. 

Enter  Mrs.  Allbut, 

Mrs.  A.  I  hope  you  hav*n*t  alk'd  Mr.  Willows 
and  his  party  to  come  here  ? 

jillb.  No :  but  there's  another  young  old  friend 
of  ours  arrivM  in  England  {running  about  and  ad- 
jufiing  the  furniture) — ^Jenny !  bid  cook  buftle, 
take  thofe  clumfy  furtouts  off,  and  unmafk  the 
damafk. 

Mrs.  A.  What  do  you  mean  by  your  buttles  and 
illuminations  ? 

Allb.  I  tell  you  here's  a  Grentleman— (i«(?ri/iy 
without^ — there  he  is^ — give  me  a  kifs  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Wi:h  fweet  confent  to  conjugal  endear^ 
ments  thus  the  turtle-dove— ^— Oh,  fie  !  {going  to 
him  fmiltng) 

Allb.  Lord!  I, don't  want  to  kifs  you— I  only 
(aid  it  for  the  rhymi^'s  fake. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  A.  Perhaps  indeed  fome  perfon  of  condi^ 
tion  is  coming — (goes  to  the  glafs) 

Allb^  This  way,  dear  iSir— — Mrs.  Allbut  waits 
the  honor  of  receiving  you. 

Mrs.  A.  Why  didn't  you  give  me  more  notice  ? 

Allb.  Pray,  walk  in.  Sir, 

Enter  William. 

Mr.  Bellevue,  Mrs.  Allbut.  {introducing  them) 

Mrs.  k.  {Jlarts)  Ah  ! — introduce  your  tarpau- 
lins to  me — — who's  there  ?  Shew  the  fellow  out. 

fVtl.  Madam,  though  its  a  novelty  being  defired 
to  quit  this  houfe — ^yet,  as  it  was  once  my  mother's, 
I  think  I  can. find  the  way.  {2oing) 

Allb.  Stop,  my  fweet  Will^  !  {holds  him.  Apart 
to  Mrs.  A.)  The  devil's  in  you — arc  you  going  to 
make  the  fame  blunder  with  him  you  did  with 
Charley  Willows  ?  You  won't  be  convinced  that 
he's  come  home  with  the  cafh,  till  you  fee  the 
'banker's    chariot.     Billy,  be  feated. 

Mrs.  A.  Upon  my  fopha  !  {pulls  it  away)  Go 
about  your  bufinefs. 

Allb.  Stay,  Peter  !  A  bottle  of  fack  for  me 
and  my  friend. 

Wil.  Now  is  it  the  wife  or  the  hufband  that  gives 
me  the  real  welcome  ?  {ajide)     [Peter  ferveszvine^ 

Allb.  Here's  friendfhip  without  intereft,  and  a 
fpeedy  kick-up  to  all  fcoundrels.  {drinks  and  coughs) 

Mrs.  A.  One  wou'd  think,  Sir^  that  you  got  the 

wine  out  q-  th'  rivers — I  infift 

*Allb.  [apart)  So  rieh^— brought  home  from  the 
Indies — my  dear  Billy  {floakes  bands)  cargoes  of 
nankeens,  bamboos,  pepper,  tea,  china,  fontara- 
gree,  lacca,  and  bagatapaex.     Love,  doesn't  Billy 

look 
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look  charmingly  ?  The  dolts  without  there  think 
him  quite  a  man  of  gold — and  I  humourM  them 
in  it,  tho'  I  knew  'twas  no  fuch  thing— ( apart) 
he  has  money  enough  to  ruin  us  for  choufing  his 
mother. 

Mrs.  A.  [changing  her  manner)  Proteft  I  did  not 
know  him  at  firft  \ 

Allh.  There,  you  fee  Ihe  did  not  know  vou  at 
iirft — {apart)  feem  to  think  him  poor,  and  oehave 
kind  to  him. 

Mrs.  A.  And  the  Willows*  family — this  croud 
of  fuccefs  is  fo  provoking!  {afide)  My  dear  Wil- 
liam, I  am  forry  for  your  own  fake,  you've  had 
no  better  fortune  abroad ;  but  you  are  as  wel- 
come  

Allh.  As  the  poftman ! 

WiU  When  I  refleft  on  certain  proceedings  to- 
wards my  mother,  I  am  at  a  lofs  how  to  account 
for  this  very  extraordinary  kindnefs  to  myfelf. 

Allb.  Billy—didn't  I  tell  you  the  good  lady 
couldn't  ftoop  to  live  in  this  fcene  of  bufinefs  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Mrs.  Bellevue,  my  dear,  you  know, 
was  a  woman  of  quality— -defpis'd  every  mecha- 
nic idea,  and  we  indulged — let  her  have  her  own 
way. 

Allh.  IVe  plagued  myfelf  with  the  vv^hole  pro- 
perty, merely  to  rid  the  dear  gentlewoman  of  the 

trouble  of  bufinefs I've  toil'd,  while  fhe  lives 

fnug  in  the  cottage  without  a  care  to  make  a  grey 
hair.  Peter,  has  John  taken  the  coach  for  Mrs. 
Bellevue? 

Mrs.  A.  {afiie)  My  coach ! 

WiU  Sir,  ril  call  and  bring  my  ifiother. 

Allb.  I  iuffer  the  dear  lady  to  fliuffle  through 
the  mud  I— What  Ihould  a  gentleman  keep  a  coach 
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for,  but  to  accomodate  people  that  are  genteel  smd 
honeft*.- Go!  {to Peter) 

Peter.  Our  cpacU  for  the  poor  widow — well ! 

[Exit. 

WiU  {^Jide)  Some  balance  this  againft  Charles's 
unkind  conduft. 

Allb.  Billy,  conceal  yoiir  poverty  and  you'll  get 
enough  to  help  you ;  for  your  fordid  rafcals  are 
always  thrufting  their  money  oh  thofe  they  are 
fure  don't  want  it ;  your  travels  may  have  exhaufted 
your  cafli — command  my  purfe,  {gives  money  to 
fVilliam) 

Mrs.  A.  Nay,  my  love ;  you  muftn't  engrofs  all 
Mn  Bellevue's  compliments— my  dear  William 
accept — ril.  not  be  refas'd — {giving  him  her  purfe) 

fVil.  Eh !  the  world  ieems  better  than  I  thought 
it  (4/?^)-— Pray,  Sir,  how  long  has  the  marriage 
been  talk'd  of  between  Maria  and  your  Do£bor 
here  ? 

Mrs.  J.  The  firft  I  heard  of  it. 

Allb.  Or  I,  hufh ! — Only  from  their  finding 
out  your  empty  pockets. 

Wil.  Really ! 

Allb.  {afide)  I'll  get  the  doctor's  bones  broke— 
offer  to  take  ten  pounds  from  me  I  Grilby's  a 
terrible  rival !  abus'd  you  at  fuch  a  rate  only 
for  thinking  of  his  Maria— my  love,  you  know 
he  faid  he'd  kick  Billy. 

H^il.  Scoundrel !  but  is  he  worth  my  anger  ? 
I'll  confult  my  Irifh  friend  the  Captain*  {ajide) 
(j  loud  knocking  without)  if  you  expcft  company 
permit  me  to  retire. 

Allb.  Poh !  what's  a  man's  outfide  ?  We'll  pack 

*em  off,  and  then  us  three  will  make  a  party  quarre 

over  a  fnug  bit  of  fupper.     [Exeunt  fhl.  and  Allb. 

f  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  A.  (looking  out)  Mrs.  BelTcrue  in  mf 
houfe  !  this  is  indeed  a  facrlfice  to  iQtereft  i 

Enter  Vetek. 

Peter,  Ma^am^  Mrs.  Bellcvuc  wou*dn^t  comt 
in  the  coach. 

Airs  A.  Proud  wretch !  ay :  fhc'U  not  join  19 
William's  deception  upon  us ;  our  fudden  notice 
of  her  will  appear  fo  unaccounuble»  I  fcarce  ;^now 
what  colour  to  give  it^ 

Enter  Mrs.  Bellevitb, 

Mrs.  Sell.  Thefe  people  muil  have  fbme  mDtive 
for  their  reverfe  of  condudt— has  Providence 
wrought  it  in  their  hearts,  or  do  they  dread  my 
fon's  indignation ;  and  yet  who  is  faultlefs  1  If 
their  contrition  is  real,  I  ihouM  meet  it  with  for- 
givenefs—Oh,  Madam,  I  hope  yoy'll  excufc  my 
warmth  this  morning. 

Mrs.  A'  Madam^  pray  don't  mention  it^  as  thp 
poet  (ays, 

^  The  heart  that's  wounded  by  the  dart  of  date, 
*^  AiFumes  in  dire  diifa:els  fubUmer  fbte /' 

It  hurts  me.  Madam,  to  think — that — ftill  ibme 
little  mifunderftanding  or  other  ihou'd  have  un- 
luckily kept  us  at  fuch  a  diftance.  I  fear  I  have 
been  wrong— the  fight  again  of  your  deiyr  William 
revived  fparks  of  former  kindnefsi. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Accept  my  thanks  for  the  reception 
you  have  given  him-^he  left  me  jjuA  uqw  in  great 
trouble  of  mind. 

M-s.  A.  Madam,  wo^i't  you  plpafe  to  fit— Peter 
get  Chocolate.  {Exit  fervant)    Now,  Madam,  you 

M  z  ihou'd 
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Ifeou'd  be  happy— bow  aftoaUhipgly  Mr.  William^ 
improved  ! 

Mrs.  Bell.  He*s  certainly  very  good,  and  I  am 
fure  he  has  gratitude— he*s  hurtexceedingly  at  fome 
changd  in  his  friend  Charles,  but  your  attention 
to  him  in  his  prefent  dill;refred  circumftances*— — 

Mrs.  A.  Diftrefled  circumftances  !  Gratitude  f 
Can  (he  too  give  into  this  litde  artifice  her  fob  is 
playing  off  iipon  us  ?  Fll  try  her  farther. ,  (afide) 
Life  is  fubjed  to  vicilEtudtf,  arid  did  we  withdraw 
our  countenance  from  our  iriend?  in  the  hoUr  of 
calamity  we  Ihould  be  barbarians,  Mrs.  Bellevue. 

Mrs.  Bell.  But,  M^ai»,  though  my  fon  is  now  in 
poverty,  and  has  found  me  in  extreme  indigence— - 

Mrs.  A.  Poverty? 

Mrs.  BelL  The  hour  may  yet  come  when— 

Mrs.  A.  Stop,  Madam;  {rifes)  anfwer  me — I^ 
your  Ion's  di&refs  real  ?  '  It  jBuft  be  fo— this 
proud  creature  is  aboye  falihood. 

Enter  JPeter,  offers  chocolate  to  Afrx.  Be llevue—- 

Mrs.  Allbut  puts  it  afide. 

"What's  the  blockhead  about?  Mr.  AUbutl  {callini 
off) 

Enter  All  but. 

That  fellow  isn't  worth  a  ihilHng  \ 

^//^.  What  my  fweet  Willy !    No? 

Mrs.  Bell.  I'm  fure  he  cou'<ln't  attempt  to  im* 
pofe  the  contrary  upon  you. 

Allb.  He  did!  Becaufe  he  faid  he  was  poor,  I 
thought  he  was  rich— it's  fuch  a  lying  world  ! 
Give  him  a  fupper  ! — Betty  \  Take  the  pig  froni 
the  fire ! 

Mrs.  A.  He  took  my  purfe. 

Mrs.  Bell.  So  then,  all  this  humanity  that  I — 
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Mrs.  A.  I  like  people  chattering  of  humanity, 
that  have  nothing  to  lofe  by  it !  ,  r 

AUb.  Fine  talk  of  hofpitaliry,  when  they  can't 
lay  in  coals  enouglv  to  boil  an  egg  for  their  fallad !: 
Peter  \     Where's  the  failor? 

Peter.  Sir,  he  went  out,  he  (aid,  to  look  for 
fome  Irifh  Captain. 

AUb.  Bring  an  Irifh  Captain  upon  us ! 

Mrs.  A.  We're  robbM  !  lExiu 

AUb.  And  bobb'd  !  \Exiti 

Mrs.  BeU.  What  can  they  mean  ?  What  newF 
inifchicf  to  my  unhappy  child. 

Enter  Captain  Mitllinahack. 

Capt.  M.  Pray,  my  pretty  lad,  was  there  e'er  a 
young  William  come  in  here  ? 

Mrs.  BeU.  1  fancy  you  mean  my  foh,  Sir. 

Capt.  M.  Your  fon ! — then  this  is  his  mother— ^ 
a  moft  noble  prefence !  iafide) — Stop  (/(?  Peter)  fup- 
pofe  I  partake  of  thefe  people's  kindnefe,  and  favc 
them  the  trouble  of  an  invitation — Madam,  will 
you  do  me  the  honor  to  take  a  di(h  of  chocolate  ? 

Mrs.  BeU.  Sir,  have  you  feen  my  fon  ?  -What 
do  the  AUbuts'  intend  ?-r-I  am  tortur'd  with  ti^e 
moft  extreme  and  perplexing  folicitude  !  , 

Capt.  M.  Poor  lady  !  Then  FU  divert  her  for* 
rows  with  an  account  of  my  own  misfortunes.  ,(/i^ijfe) 
Firft,  Madam,  it  may  be  neceffary  to  inform  you, 
Fm  an  Irifhman  and  a  foreign  officer ;  but  when 
I  did  accept  a  French  commiffion,  England  had 
no  ihare  in  the  quarrel ;  for.  Madam,  let  me  be 
blown  from  the  mouth  of  a  cannon,  when  I  turn 
my  face  as  an  enemy  againft  Great-Britain,  my  ho* 
flor'd  country  !  or  my  gracious  KingJ  ^ 

Mri 
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Mrs.  Bell.  But,  Sir,  your  acquaintance  with 
Iny  fon  ? 

G^t.  M.  Oh,  we  fought  ourfelves  into  the  ftric- 
teft  amity— Madam,  I  took  a  Dutch  prize,  and 
he  took  it  from  me*— fo  when  my  kicking  and 
cuffing  about  cou'dn't  favc  it,  I  jumped  over- 
board. 

Mrs.  BeUi  How,  Sir 

Capt.  M.  And  to  fecure  myfelf  a  welcome  in 
*t^otker  world,  I  brought  the  brave  boy,  your  fon, 
along  with  me. 

Mrs.  BeU.  Oh,  heavens  !  then  it  is 

Capt.  M.  We  were  pick'd  up  together,  and  got 
to  ftiore — our  little  money  was  foon  fpent — loyalty 

forbids  my  return  to  France 

.   MrSs  BelL  To  what  perils  have  I  exposed  my 
boy ! 

Capt.  M.  My  brother.  Ma'am,  is  a  Lord  ;  no 
fault  of  his  for,  he  was  born  to  it — not  Madam,  a 
humpy  Lord  ;  but  a  real  Right  Honorable,  that 
can  row  a  boat  and  play  cricket— 
.    Mrs.  Bell.  But,  Sir..-(«;;7^  anxiety) 

Capt.  M.  Madam,  I  don't  know  how  it  was ; 
but  we  cou*dn't  agree,  and  you  know  that  mull 
have  been  his  fault,  becaufe  I  happened  to  marry 
one  day — my  wife  had  only  beauty  and  virtue^ 
and  I  fpent  my  own  little  fortune  in  all  the 
fplendor  of  a  younger  brother ;  then  1  came  away 
in  a  huff, 

Mrs.  BelL  Sir;  will  you  be  a  friend  to  my  fon  ? 

Capt.  M.  Aye,  Madam ;  and  I  hope  I  can  be 
a  friend  to  him :  for  our  family  eflate  and  title 
defcend  only  in  the  male  line  ;  to  be  fure  my  elder 
brother^s  wife,  the  Lady  Caftle-Somers  was  juft 
brought  to  bed  h  bm  1  left  Ireland  in  fuch  a  hurry^ 
«»  that 
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that  I  don  t  know  this  moment,  whether  I  am  an 

Recent  ir  Allbut^ 

Mb.  Y\\  have  him. 

Capt.  M.  Sir,  will  you  take  a  dilh  of  chocolate? 
(drinks) 
Allb.  What!  (Jlaring) 

Re-enter  Mrs.  Allbut. 

Capt.  M.  Madam,  do  you  prefer  dry  toaft,  or 
cake  ? 

Mrs.  A.  Take  our  money !  Madam,  not  the 
leaft  neceflity  for  honoring  us  any  longer,  with  the 
company  of  perfons  of  your  rank. 

Mrs.  Bell.  The  intrufion  wasn't  my  choice; 

Capt.  M.  Nor  mine;  but  iince  theyVc  here. 
Madam  make  free. 

Mrs.  A.  You  make  very  free ! 

Allb.  To  fup  our  tea. 

Capt.  M.  Oh,  youVc  come  here  to  drink  tea  ; 
Dever  mind  being  aiham'd  about  it— you're  heartily 
welcome. 

Mrs.  A>  Can  the  man  know  that  we*re  in  our 
X>wn  houfe  ? 

Capt.  M.  {ftirpri:^dfets  down  bis  cnp)  Oh,  you're 
Mrs.  Allbut — then  there's  fixpencc  for  your  cup 
of  chocolate,  and  keep  the  halfpenny  yourfelf, 
(jkrows  down  money) 

Allb.  Here's  an  affront !  {puts  the  money  in  his 
pocket) 

Mrs.  Bell.  Sir,  can  I  fpeak  with  you  ? — you  can 
give  me  information  that  my  fon's  modefty  will  noc 
fuffer  him  to  difcover* 

Capt^ 
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,  Copt.  M.  {bowing,  takes  her  band)  Mr.  AUbut, 
Sr,  I  have  the  honour  to — (jillbut  bows)  defpife 
you.  [Exit  leading  Mrs.  Bellevue. 

{ajhot  heard  at  a  di fiance) 

Enter  Peter. 

Titer.  Oh,  Ma^am,  I  fear  IVe  done  mifcfaief— -I 
Jcnt  a  cafe  of  piftols  out  of  the  hall  to  young  BeU 
levue.  •  , 

jRlh.  William  taken  piftols — ah,  true — ^gone 
after  Doftor  Griglby — then  I  know  where  to  find 
my  purfe  that  I  gave  Willy —Peter— -my  jufticc 
wig—  musn't  lofe  my  money !  I'm  a  magiftrate, 
and  authority  begins  at  home.      '  £-£«//♦ 


SCENE  II. 

Before  Grigsb  y's  Houfe.     Candles  at  a  Window^ 

Enter  Grigsby  and  Shopman. 

Shop.  Sir,  do  you  think  weVe  candles  enough  up? 

Grig.  No.  I  with  we  had  colour'd  lamps — 2l 
fine  tranfparent  C.  W.  Mr.  Charley  Willows 
would  take  that  for  fuch  a  high  compliment— - 
They Ve  made  a  bonfire  at  the  Rofe  and  Crackers 
■^— fince  IVe  no  patcraroes.  Til  give  another  double 
ihot.  {takes  piftols) 

Shop.  Oh,  Sir,  you'll  alarm  the  whole  village ! 

[Exit. 

Grig.  {Bawling)  Tom  I  touch  'em  with  tur- 
pentine, and  they'll  be  ready  to  light  up  as  fooh  as 
its  dark.  Have  I  the  fquibs  ?— yes,  how  PU  fling 
^cm  about !— the  Landlord  of  the  Rofe  won't  take 

his 
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fcis  wine  frbm  me,  tho*  I  made  him  a  prtfcnt  of 
TWO  decanters, 'fiscteen  to  the  dozen— a  nice  occa- 
ifion  to  break  his  windows — the  ^zier's  my  cuf- 
Corner !  Now  l^  go  up  to  drink  tea  with  my  bride, 
•ad  lay  my  vardi  apinft  J<^yboy-  -a  few  links  to 
myjMiiifadoes-fcnobie  blaze  I  {jwi  fif) 

Enur  CXfTAjiJ  MtJLti^AHAcit. 

(^ipt.  M.  Let  Sit  Hemy  Check,  whoever  he  is 
Wait  i  Bufineft  muft  give  way  to  honour.  William 
(ays  that  hts  rival  is  oae  of  the  leaiBed  profeffions ; 
but  whether  in  the  law  or  the  army  I  quite  foigef • 
However,  my  ffiend<:an't  be  degraded  by  fighting 
bim.  I  mufl  deliver  my  m<fl^e  ia  a  dettnt 
manner—^ 

But  which -is-H3h,  Mr.  jack  Pudding!  Which 
is  Grigfby's  ? 

Grig.  Sir,  what  do  you  want  with  Mr.  Criglby  I 

Capt.  M.  Pm  come  to  call  him  out. 
:  Gr/j-.  W(sU,  he's  out  already. 

Capt.  M.  O,  you  mean  he's  not  at  home.  Noinr 
here.rm  making  a  blowing-horn  of  this  bufinefs, 
and  we  (hall  have  the  flxerim  and  beadles  all  about 
us— (tf/Kif)     I  don't  come  about  any  quarrel. 

Grig.  Who  cares  whether  you  do  or  no— What 
the  devil  do  you  want  with  me  ? 

Capt.  M.  You !  Oh,  this  is  a  comical  looking 
learned  profeflbr.  (afidi)  Then  you  are  the  gentle-* 
ihan  ?  , 

jSr/f.  Gentlemian--hep  he,  he  I— dvil  enough--- 
h^t  his  brogue,  moft  infernal  hellebore,    (afidei 

rOiLt  IV.  jl      '  Capu 
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Capu  Mi.  Firft,  Sir,  Tm  atiofBcer* 

Grig.  Cuftom-houfe  {afide) — come  to  fearchf 
dam'mc,  Sir,  down  into  my  cellar— I  have  a  few 
gallons  x>f  nuUage  among  my  pieces  of  wine,  fo 
Loufifli  your  gauging-rule— who  cares  for  ypur 
iexcife  fcratching*  irons,  and  meafuring  gallopei^.^ 

Capt.  M.  Softly,'  foftly,    with  your  fcratching 
and  gallopingt    I'm  come  from  a  gentleman. 

Grig,  (afide)  Oh f   an  order!    Sir,   befides  my 
old  bottl'd,  IVe  neat  wine  in  the  wood/ 

Caft.  M.  Wood  !  yes,  you  feem  to  have  a  fup 
in  your  head— be  quiet— I  am  come  from — \ — 

Grig.  Oh,  a  patient! 

Capt.  M.  My  friend  is 

Crrif.  Dropfical? 

Capt.  M.  No !  my  friend  is— - 

Grig.  Feveretical? 

Cj^/.  iW.  No!  he's 

Grig.  Gout  or  rheumatical  ? 

Capt.  M.  Not  in  the  leafl;  he's——'  ' 
.   Grig.  Erifypelatical  ? 

Capt.  M.  No  !  I  tell  you  he's 

Grig.  Sanguine  apopledieal  ? 

Capt.M.  {impatient)  No,  no!    Sir!    no!    he's 
exceedingly  hurt— — 
^  Grig.  Hurt!  oh,  a  frafture  in  the  os  caries, 

Capt.  M.  No,  Sir !  but 

Grig.  A  luxation  of  the  ps  hurt»erum. 
Capt.M.  No  fuch  thing,  Sir !  itV 


(Srig.^  H  djllocatibn  of  the  mcmbrum  funerum. 

Capt.  M.  Zounds,  Sir,  no  / 

Grig.  A  gibbous  body  in  the  latera. 

Cisr/>/.  M  'Sbbpd,  Sir,  no,  no!  I  tell  you  nol 
Why  my  friend*s  coming  here  to  (hoot  magpies ^ 
{aftde) 

•^       Grig. 
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Grig.  Then,  zounds,  Sir,  tell  me  what  is  his 
comprint,  for  it  is  impoffible  I  can  guefs  it. 

Capt.  M  Sir,  he  does  not  complain  about  it ;  but 
you  mi^t  have  known,  that  he  has  an  affeftion — — 

&rig.  Oh,  a  convulfive  affeftiori  in  the  midriff 
thele  arife  from  ill  humours  in  the- 


CapL  JIf .  He's  good-humour'd  enough,  Sir,« 
yet  he  canndt  digeft*-**- 

Grig.  A  bad  digeftion  ? — I  underftand-— alexi* 
pharmic— then,  Sir,  after  fpeaking  aloud,  fing^ng, 
running,  or  drinking,  as  we  of  the  faculty  fay,  dilu- 
faftitious  liquification  of  {wallow's  neft — he  (hou'd 
take  four  fcruples,  two  drams— — 

Capt.  M.  He  is  a  gentleman,  and  defpifes  drink* 
ing  drams — Sir,  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  > 

Grig.  I  mean.  Sir,  water-grud,  if  his  ftoii^ch's 
iU. 

Capt.  M.  He  has  a  very  good  ftomach ;  fo  have 
I--water-gruel !  By  the  fmoke  of  all  your  chim- 
nies,  your  pots  and  fpits  go  merrily,  but  a  maa 
may  walk  about  and  look  at  the  out  fide  of  your 
houfes  ■ 

Grig.  What! 

Capt.  Jlf .  Sir,  don't  talk  of  water  gruel 

Grig.^  Why  true,  Sir,  a^  we,  of  the  faculty  fay, 
fome  prefer  butter-milk — ^but— 

Capt.  M.  Oh,  here's  a  national  rqfleftion! 

Hark'ee,  friend,  talk  again  of  potatoes  and  but- 
ter-milk, and  ril  break  your  pate. 

Grig.  Why,  Sir,  (heep's-head  broth  is  more 
mucilaginous,  as  a  lafteal  lachrymoligon,  with  an 
emniolient  mixture  of  Jews-ears 

Capt.  M.    Stop ! don't  fay  another  word,  but 

tell  me  what  you  mean ! 

jj  a  Grig. 
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Gri^.  What  4o  I  mcafl?— Album  grect^rn* 
a  decoftion  of  Ic^wdcx^— -^there's  ^xpe6:oratioq, 
for  you ! 

Capt.  M  Will  you  giv^  my  friend  the  meeting  I 

Grig.  Certainly. 

Capt.  M.  And  will  you  give  bim  fatisfaflaon  ? 

Grig.  \  flatter  myfelf  1  am  able  to  do  that— ^ 
don't  tear  giving  fatisfadioi^  ^p  hit^  an^  his  whola 
family — PlI  cure  him- — ^ 

Capt.  M.  Here  he  cornea^ 

Grig.  Abroad  !  here's  variety  i-r^a  patient  com*? 
ing  out  without  the  help  of  an  undertaket ! 

SnUr  William. 

. .  ■  * 

ff^il.  This  aflfair,  end  as  it  may,  muft  alaim  my 
mother^  {affde)  Well,  Captain,  have  you  tolq 
him  ? — But  wou'dn't  a  caning— (jpar/) 

Caj^t.  M.  Fie,  fie,  to  be  fare  he*s  a  foul-mouth^ 
man ;  hut  he's  ready  to  anfwcr  what  he  fays. 

If^il.  I'm  a(ham*d  to  tell  my  friend,  this  fellow's, 
fo  defpicable ;  yet,  then  he'd  not  think  of  aiding  a 
ferious  contention. 

Grig*  \Vhy  it's  Willy  Bellevue  I  his  pia  mater ! 
{looking  at  his  forehead),    How  d'ye  do  ?  {/hakes 

Capt.  J\f ,  That's  right  \  Courage  without  ma- 
lice—Well all  ftep  yonder,  and  in  five  rninuteSi 
time  perform  the  operation. 

Qrig.  Operation  1 — — my  inftrumerlts — — 

Lapt.  M.  That  feems  a  very  good  ^afe  in  your 
hand,  (ppinting  to  Grig,  piftoh)       . 

Qrig:  Thele !  ha^^  ha,  ha !  That  will  he  one  wa^r, 
of  curing  indeed  !-.'^>nery  good-  after  a  leaden  pill, 
the  patient  cou'd  pever  complain  o*  th*  doftpr ! 

ml 
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mi.  Trifling  with  this  fool  I—rU  fee  Mariaiuid 
vpbraid  her*-<rNo !  TU  iofift  upon  w  e:!(planatioa 
jfrooi  Charles  m*  [Mxiu 

Capt.  M.  Stopt  William!  Come  this  way,  and 
-^ohg  the  tree$  we*ll  finife  it. 

Grig.  The  trees !  Step  into  my  little  parlour 

CapL  Af .  Little  parlour !  Oh, .  you  doo't  want 
(o  fettle  the  afiair  'crofe  a  table, 

Grijr^  I'll  tie  him  in  i  chair* 

Capt.  M.  Will  you  ? 

Grig.  Then  with  my  faw  ■  ■  ■■» ' 

Capt.  M.  Saw  ! — ^^^Death  and  'ouns,  if  you're 
fo  defperate,  have  you  got  ^  ferond  ? 

Grig.  He's  gone  out  for  candles  I  Bring  my 
razor— hem — my  amputating  knife ! 

Capt.  U.  Do  you  think  we're  in  America  going 
Vpon  a  fcalping  party  !  dr4W««-'and  by  the  heaven^ 

ru —  * 

Grig.  Bring  my  ialvc-boi?,  diacl^ylon,  and  tour* 
piquet. 

Capt.  M.  Noneo-  your  tourniquets  or  tomahawks, 

Grig,  ru  handle  you  as  gently-r-The  lint  and 
bandage— ru  give  you  fuch  a  dreffing— 

Capt.  Mf  Handle  me !  I'U  ^ive  you  a  dreffing  I 
{beats  Grig/by)  '      ^ 

Gr/^*'  Help!  Murder | 

EtHer  At-tBVTt  Coij^TAlHiB,  41/^  Jolltboy, 

Jlib.  Her^i,  Conftablf,  knock  him  down  apd 
take  him  up !  [Mxit  Gr'ijhy.  ^ 

He  has  broke  the  peace  !  \\^hy  didn't  you  beat 
|iUT^?^rUhayeJuftice| 

CapU 
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Qi^t.  M.  Fvc  heard  of  your  juftice  to  poor  Mrs. 
Bellevue,  the  mother  of  my  friend  William !  (collar^ 
Mlbut)  Liften,  oppreflbr  of  the  widow— plunderer 
of  the  orphan — you  call  for  juftice !  As  I  now 
fhake  your  ugly  body  before  this  blfefled  fun  that's 
going  down  upon  your  head,  let  your  villainous  foul 
tremble  at  night  upon  your  pillow,  you  fcoundrel ! 

[Exit. 

JolL  Bravo  Captain !  Ob,  how  I  (hould  like 
to  crofs  the  rough  ocean  of  life  in  confort  with 
fuch  a  man  of  war-i>*we'd  chace  affli<ftiony  takedif* 
trefs'd  merit  under  our  convoy,  and  brmg  it  fafe 
to  the  harbour  of  comfort. 

-^//^.  What  d*ye  talk  of.  Captain!  Pd  keep  up 
a  fire  with  e'er  an  admiral  in  the  navy. 

JoU.  Yes,  in  a  fnug  parlour  with  a  poker  in  your 
hand.  Fve  leftured  Mrs.  Allbyt,  and  ftie  has  pro- 
mised, ioftead  of  wiping  away  her  tears  at  fiftitioi^ 
woe,  when  real  milery  appears,  that  (be*ll  put  her 
hand  in  Jier  pocket — and  now  a  word  with  you. 

[Exeunfs 


SCENE  III :  md  laJL 

^he  Village. 

Enter  Charles,  drefi^i. 

Cha.  I  will  not  be  acceflary  to  Maria's,  certain 
difgrace  and  fixture  u^happinefs,  by  tacitly  comply-- 
iiig  with  her  caprice ;  her  ^fXixoh  with  ^his  Grifby 
muft  not  be — Oh,  Sir  Henrjw-ra  fine  woman  with 
bjin!  why  its  iny  adorable  J 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Hbnrt  Chbck  and  hovisA  drejfs'd, 

JLo»//a.  You're  very  good.  Sir  Henry. 

Sir  H»  Sir — Miis  Louifa  Somers — Madam,  this 

* 

IS  ■ '     '  '" 

Louifa.  Oh|  Sir  Henry,  1  could  have  introduce4 
this  gentleman  to  you.  We  have  met  before— 
haven't  we,  Sir  ? 

Cha.  To  my  infinite  pleafure.  Madam. 

Sir  H.  This  is  very  well — then  fince  you're 
already  acquainted,  I  hope  a  fimilarity  of  fenti- 
ment  will  fave  me  even  a  wi(h  for  a  more  tender 
ifltercourfe  between  two  fuch  amiable  peribns^ 
{Going) 

Loiiifa.  Now,  Sir  Henry,  pray  don't  go. 

Sir  H.  But  Madam,  didn't  I  promiie  to  find  a 
very  unexpe<5ted  friend  for  you  ?  Exped  foon  to 
fee  him. 

Louifa.  To  oblige  me,  won't  you  excuTe  SIjt 
Henry  ?  {to  Charles) 

Cha.  Certainly,  Madam,  when  the  caufe  leaves 
me  with  a  lady  I  fo  much  admire. 

Sir  H.  {apart  to  Charles)  Follow  that,  Mr.  Wil- 
lows— She  is  niece  to  an  Irifh  peer— a  defirable  al- 
liance !  When  your  lifter  Maria  gives  her  hand  to 
my  nephew,  our  family  will  be  very  leading  in  both, 
kii^doms.     {Sir  Henry  and  Charles  confer) 

Louifa.  This  Mr.  Bellevue's  experiment  to  prove 
his  friend  was  well  enough ;  but  his  conduct  to  his 
mother  and  this  young  lady  is  very  equivocal ; 
leaves  one  in  a  cottage,  and  breaks  a  folemn  engage* 
ment  to  the  other,     (ajide) 

Sir.  H.  Moft  obedient  Mr.  Willows,        [l^xit. 

Louifa.  Sir,  I  wifli'd  for  an  occalion  to  talk  to 
you  a.  lit  tie,  and  you  (hall  not  s^ain  fend  me  out 

of 
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dT  the  way;  "  Ma*am,  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  tntift 
fieak  to  this  iady*' — ai^  the  jxior  farour'd  dandel 
loon  after  follows  me  in  a  (hower  of  piteous  teais— 
don't  be  oflfended;  but  I  muft  inquire-^What 
tcaloA  had  you  to  break  off  that  matdi } 
^  Cba.  Then  (he  has  heard  of  my  fifter  Maria''^ 
^ttiality  for  Grigfby-^  (o/ff/^)  Madam^  *twas 
tiifpropoTtionafe--a  very  vulgar  connection. 

Louifa.  {ajide)  True  ;  I  heard  flie  uras  ferVMt 
to  Mrs.  AUbut  —But  I  thought  her  1  very  elegant 
woman. 

Ch^.  Madam,  Ike  reflected  a  difgrace  upon  me| 
YA  wifh  to  have  conceal'd  it  from  you  ;  but  fi»o^ 
it's  notorious,  her  partiality  for  the  barber  furgeotl 
here 

Louifa.  Oh,  then  you Ve  jealous  of  Dr.  Griglby* 

Cha.  Jealous,  Madam  ! 
'  Louifuk  Now  111  queftion  him  on  his  treats 
ment  to  his  poor  mother.  (afiJe)  Sir,  you'v4 
icqu^'d  a  fortune  abroad — don't  you  blufh  not 
to  take  a  little  more  notice  of  your  honored  pa* 
tent  f 

Cha,  Madam,  I  have  taken  eveiry  tiotice  tfatf 
obedience  and  duty  can  didate— my  honored  pa- 
rent ihall  never  want  an  eafy  chair  and  a  ckeeitul 
Wttfe. 

LoMifa.  Oh,  this  is  a  horrid  man  !— he'd  infi* 
Xiuate — Sir,  no  afperfion  can  injure  Mrs.  BeHeviM 
fit  my  opinion ;  and  I'm  forry  your  cdnduft  has 
turn'd  it  fo  very  much  againft  her  fon — but  a 
diild's  protedion  the  parent  Iball  never  mifs  whilft 
I  can  prove  myfelf  the  friend  and  comforter  of 
aged  benevolence.  [Exii^' 

Cba.  Very  odd  this !  What  can  ihe  meaa*-what 
tondulk  of  mine  cou'd  change  her  opinion  of 

WilliuQt 
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William  Bellevue  ?— Why  angry  tbat  my  old  fa- 
ther ihould  tiave  an  eafy  chair  and  a  botck-*>but 
the  fweet  charafber  of  her  charity  pirpared  my  heeirt 
for  the  impreffion  made  by  her  beauty.  As  Si^ 
Henry  obferves — if  I  coti'd  obtain  her  with  all  mf 
ivealtb,  a  refpeftable  introduAion  into  life  is  ao 
obje£t-*-but  my  fifter  and  this  Gfiglby  !  ao !  (ht 
fiiall  have  Sir  Henry's  nephew*— her  a^flions  are 
^^ienated  from  Williafti,  fo  I  dotft  mjuye  him. 

Snter  William. 

mi.  Why  *tis  h^.-.fo  di*f8*d !  The  repoff  ^ 
^en  true  of  ttiy  dear  Charles^  godd  fortune ;  yet 
why  tonceal  your  fuccelii  ff0i|^  me  ?-*-bvu:  ahfwei 
me ;  do  you  know  of  your  ^(tffy  change  of  mii^d  i 

Cha.  Ay  William !  let  her  go— Ihc'^  not  wonhjit 
of  fuch  ah  honeft  fellow. 

'  IVil.  Thed  (he  has  your  afiprobation  e^  her 
perfidy  ?    * 

Cha.  {afide)  Do  you  call  n](e  to  ^  acccs^unt !  thf| 
is  vaihtr  building  too  mvich  upon  oyir  |brrhef  intU 
macy  •  I  fliou'd  dcfpife  my  felf  if  pride  pf  I'iebes,  pi 
hope  of  vtiOtt  honorable  alliance,  cou'd  warp  toy 
heart  from  an  Pld  friend-— ytU-lof)k'yc,  Siif — 

mi.  Sir! 

Cha.  Your  aiarrying  itiy  fiftfet  is  »pi^  out  o# 
light ;  but  to  atone  for  her  perfidyi  as  you  indeed 
juftly  call  it,  and  in  confideration  of  our  former 
acquaintance*-- 

ff^l.  Acquaintance ! 

Cha.  Whatever  pecuniary  embarraffments  you 
may  labour  under,  if  the  fum  youMl  find  here  ii 
not  fufficient  to  extricate  you,  you  may  com* 
^and  me  furthcr-f  {fives  afmallfocket  book) 

YPt.  IV.  0  fftt 
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WiL  SaiP^L  thank  yonl-  for-your — bounty— >' 
any  heartwillbtiril— <j^^f)  your  humane— feelings 
^..for^-tnyjabjeiSt  poverty  are  indeed  generous--- 
{zf^th.  great  .emo'tiomfiings  away  the  pocket  book') 

'  E'nfer'^frs.BELtEVVSy  agitated. 

Madam,:  I  fbave  loft  aiy  Maria  1 

.^irs,  ^dL  Then.  Ch?irle$  retaliates  uppo  you  my. 
former,  en^avours  to  fepar^te  you  from  his  fiftci;. 
—unkind  at  fuch  a  time  to  add  to  your  diftrefs  ! 
but  what  IVe  juftJbc^dcQnfirrped  is  a  treafurc  of 
"triutnph  !--Sir,  was  not  the  veflel  that  brought 
"ymx  wakh»to  Europe  captured  at  fea  ?  And  but 
for  the  intriepidity  of  one  brave  young  man,  might: 
you  noty  at  this.moment,  be^s  much  the  wretched 
objed:  of  fcorn,  as  you  tiow  fuppofe  my  fon?— 
pehold  j:hfi  ^pr^ferver  of  ygur  fortune  ! 

C^j.  Was  William  the  gallant  ieam^! 
'  JWr^.  Hfll.  ti^  w^s.    My  fgn !  whp  forgpt  he 
had  a  life  to  lofe,  when  call'd  by  honor,  ^nd  x^\^ 
peird  by  duty.  ' 

fVH.  Were  you,  Sir,.the  pwncr  of  Captain  Van- 
(Ipifen's  cargo?  .  .  •  . 
^,  Cba.  My  friend  I  Thf  companion  of  my  youth! 
—  rye  pierced  the  bea/i:  that  loves  me— I  fee,  now, 
my  judgment  was  biafs'd  by  pride— tpy  generous 
bcnefi^<5bQr  too !  th^t g^av^ipe  his laft  fl^illing !  {aficie)^ 

Entet  Sir  H^nry  Check. 

Sir  H*  Now,  Mr.  Willows,  give  me  le^ve  to  in- 
trodnce  my  nephew— -(/^>f/;jg-  IVilUam^s  hand) 
.    Cka.  {turnitig  vff)  I  know  nothing  about  your 
UPpbew,  Sir  Henry. 

\  Sir  H.  My  fifter'!'  {f^Hles  ^Irs,  Bellevue)  fpare 
your  reproaches,  my  h^ait  tells  me  I  have  ufed  youj 
ipo^  cruelly,"  '     "-    '  Er^ter 
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Enter  Maria. 

Cha.  With  cnir  father's  leave,  here  Maria,  take 
youV  William  ;  and  if  ever  I  hear  a  wprd  of  your 
infernal  Dr.  Grigfby,  TJi  cut  his  throat. 

Enter  Grigsby. 

Grig.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  your  moft  bbcdiejit 
---brother  your^s  \tQ  Charles) — ^how  do  you  do. 
Widow  \  Your  moft  humble — rni  juft  come  from 
the  moft  pleafing  adventure — a  certain  officer  wjis 
tinfortunate  enough  to  fall  into  my  hands-^^ha  I  ha  ! 
ha^  affronted  me  !  but  deiii*me  I  (icken'd  him  of 
iuch  aquatic  frolics — my  liitle  cane  here  emanci- 
pated the  pulveriz*d  ligaments  of  his  cinabar  lob- 
ftcr-fliell— I  Twitched, him — I  knocked • 

Capt.  M.  {without)  Til  catch  youi  you  rafcal ; 
where  is  the  dog  ? 

Grig^  Some  gentleman  has  loft  his  dog — hey 
JPompe'y — Pompey — -^{whijlles  and  runs  about) 

Enter  Captain  MtJLLiNAHACK. 
Capt.  M  rU  beat  you  as  black 
Grig.  A  black  dog — a  pretty  dog  {whiftles) 
Capt.  M.  Oh,  you're  there  [to  drigfiy) 
Grig.  Where  ?  Pompey !— poor  fellow  (whijlles) 
Capt.  M.  rU  razor  and  tomahawk  you ;   you 

rafcal,  I  afk*d  for  a  fecond>  and  he  faid  he  was 

gone  to  buy  cismdles. 
Grig.  I  take  fhelter  in  your  arms — oh !    my 

love !     (Runs  to  Maria — fPtUiam  pujhes  him  back} 

Capt.  M.  Depart !  or  by  the  powers!^ ^ 

Grig.  Depart !  Oh,  by  the  powers  of  medecine, 

ni  make  fome  of  you  depart — loft  my  wifcl  ril— 
Capt.  M.  You'll  what  ? 
Grig.  Squibs  and  aquae  fortis ! 

o  a  Enuti 
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Enter  Louisa. 

Want  your  change— Iuven*t  £0  hiuch  in  the  till— • 
fend  you  a  pound  of  bees-wax,  and  a  fine  ccQ-f 
codilc.     {runs  off) 

Maria.  Dcdr  William !— brother  !— why  fup^ 
pofe  I  cou'd  think  of  fuch  a  wretch  ? 

Cha.  Then  my  error  all  proceeded  from  hk 
abfurd  vanity.     ' 

Sir  H.  Here,  Madam,  is  the  friend  I  promisM  to 
introduce  to  you— (/(?  LouifUy  pointing  to  the  Captain) 

Capt.  My  Eh  !  (looking  at  Louifa) 

Louifa.  Heav'ns  I  Do  my  eyes  deceive  me,  it 
is 

Capt.  M.  Louifa ! 

Louifa.  My  father ! 

Capt.  M.  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  tvon*t  you  wifh 
me  joy?  Why  this  is  my  cherub!  my  darling  I 
that  followed  me  to  France  and  back  again — flying 
after  me  through  all  my  wara.  like  a  dove  with  aa 
olive-branch  in  her  mouth. 

Louifa^  Dear  father,  by  letters  thro'  the  me- 
dium of  Sir  Henry,  my  uncle  acknowledges  hii 
tihkindnefs  to  you  and  intreats  you  to  return  in 
the  mpft  cordial  terms  of  afFeftion. 

Capt.  M.And  this  morning  I  walked  about  bere^ 
and  didii't  know  where  to  break  niy  feft — If  he  give$^. 
me  a  bit  of  an  eftate,  I'll  build  fuqh  a  country 
hpufc  I  the  fign,  my  family'  aro^s,  and  my  motta 
— ^walk  in  and  eat,  all  that  want  a  dinner!  Ah^ 
child  !  there's  only  one  thing  more  you  cou'd  do, 
to  make  me  happier-rr-bere's  thc^  fteat  boy,  that  cv^t 
and  ftaihM  your  dear  Father  about — that  ftood  Upo<^ 
the  deck,  (baking  the  bullets  out  of  his  hair  like 
i|  mermaid — With  youjr  leave.   Madam  (/o  Mrs. 

Bdlevue) 
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Belkvue)    Louifa  take  William  Bellcvue    {Ijntifa 
iooks  furpriz'd  at  the  Captain  and  Charles)     * 

Charles^  Nay,  William,  this  will  be  punifh- 
meot,  if  you  rejed  my  fiiter^  aad  rob  me  of  hap« 
pinefs  for  ever. 

Limifa.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  ]|  fee  it  f  Oh,  what  a  ndU 
culous  miflake  have  1  been  under ! 

Cha*  Then,  Madam,  you  fuppos'd  that  my  name 
was  BcUevuc,  Sir,  might  I  afpirc  to  render  myfelf> 
acceptable  to  your  charming  daughter ;  my  grati- 
tude for  your  permiffion  can  only  be  cquaird  by 
my  love. 

Capt.  M.  Vm  fuch  a  friend  to  a  free  choice, 
that  I  won't  even  command  my  daughter  to  be 
happy. 

Joll.  (without)  Come  along  !-r-don*t  be  aSiamed 
of  fome  good,  by  way  of  variety  ! 

Enter  Jollyboy   and  Allbut,    m  Apron  and 

Sleeves y  with  a  Box. 

Qlve  them  up  !  Madam,  there  are  all  your  papers. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Who  are  you.  Sir  ?  {to  /iUkuf) 

JIU  Your  clerk. 

Capt.  M*  What !  the  great  juftice  of  peace ! 

Alll^.  Ay,  honeft  little  Jack  Allbut. 

Capt.  M.  Oh !  little  honeft  Jack  Allbut. 

Joll.  He  rellorcs  your  houfe,  and  all  his  ilI«got 
pofleffions. 

Allb.  Ay,  Tm  a  man  of  confcience,  I  dcfbife 
ivrongiog  t;he  widow  and  the  orphan,  becaule  I 
don*t  like  to  go  to  law — with  a  long  claw. 

Louifa^  So,  my  worthy  landlord,  when  people 
owe  you  money,  you  make  tbem  pay  you  in  your 
own  coin — but  Margery  taught  me  to  thank  you 
for  your  ten  pounds* 

Maria. 
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Maria.  And  me  to  retraft  my  ill  opinion  of  & 
good  man. 

Cha.  My  dear  William,  by  a  look  back  to  our 
paft  adventures,  you'll  enjoy  the  rccolleftion  that 
you  have  borne  unmerited  adverfity — and  I,  whilft 
my  pride  in  urideferved  profperity  is  punifhedy 
fhall  be  taught  by  my  reception  here,  that  when 
diftrefs  prefents  itfelf  before  me,  the  bjttereft  drop 
ia  the  cup  of  human  mifery  is,  the  world's  con- 
tempt. 

Mrs.  Bell.  Thus  you  Ml  deferve  your  wealth-^ 
and  when  infpired  by  heaven  to  difpenfe  the  blcffings 
it  has  fent  you  alone  for  that  benign  ptirpofe, 
wait  not  for  the  application  of  modeft  indigence 
. — feek  her  in  her  fad  retreat,  cheer  her  with  your 
liuiles,  wipe  away  her  tears^  comfort  and  relieve 
her. 

Loutfa.  Let  us  begin  our  afts  of  benevolence  by 
ihewing  our  gratitude  to  this  worthy  man  {pointing 
iojoll.) 

'  JolL  Thank  you  Ma'am.  But  a$  the  wind 
ibmetimes  diverts  itfelf  by  playing  in  the  fails  o£^ 
mv  mill,  and  people  will  obftinately  perfift  in  this 
odd  whim  of  eating  bread,  I  think  I  may  da 
pretty  well  as  I  am.  Ay,  we  may  fee  the  world 
in  our  village  \  But  a  fig  for  the  world — Let  in- 
duftry  fecure  independence ;  and  if  wealth  or  po- 
Terty  will  come,  let  the  rich  man  be  proud  only  of 
his  power  to  be  the  poor  man's  friend. 

THE    END. 
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ACT    I. 

SCENE  I. 

$reak  of  Day.  McGilfin's  Houfe.  AfmaU 
Court  Tard  before  it  enclofed  with  a  Paling.—^ 
(Charley  appears  at  a  fFindow) 

Charley.  v 

kJ  AY  begins,  to  peep— choak  that  cock  1  he'll 
roufe  my  old  iilaftcr ;  but  if  I  can  get  his  daughter 
Moggy  to  run  away  with  me,  let  cocks  crow,  dogs 
bark,  and  old  Mafters  grumble,  (ftretches  out  and 
taps  at  another  window)  Moggy!  Mifs  Moggy 
M<jilpin  ! — ha,  ha,  ha! — I  muft  Mifs  Moggy 
her !     {Moggy  appears  at  the  window^ 

Mog.  Well,  Charley  ! 

Cha.  Here ;  I've  ftole  the  key  of  your  room 
cnit  of  your  father's  pocket,  {reaches  a  key  to  her 
on  ajlick) 

Mog.  Oh,  precious ! 

VOL.  IV.  p  Cha. 
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Cha.  ril  drop  out  of  the  window  for  fear  of 
making  a  qoife  on  the  flairs  j  you've  only  to  unlock 
your  own  door,  and  foftly  trip  down,  ril  wait  for 
you  below. 

Mog.  But  how  am  I  to  get  out  when  I  get  be- 
low ?  have .  you  got  the  key  of  the  ftreet  door  ? 

Cha,  Eh  !  I  quite  forgot  that. 

Mog.  What  a  fool !— If  I  hav'n't  a  mind  to  go 
to  bed  again,  and  think  no  mote  about  you— but 
lince  I  did  promife  to  go  off,  as  we  can't  get  out 
at  the  ftreet  door,  FU  try  to  get  from  my  wi»dow; 
if  you'll  jump  from  yours,  and  ftand  below  ready 
to  receive  me.  (retires) 

Cha.  1  'm  not  the  firft  clerk  that  has  run  away 
With  his  matter's  daughter^  nor  fliall  I  be  the  laft 
— ^while  clerks  are  poor,  matters  rich,  and  daughters 
pretty.,  (^leaps  down)  (Moggy  re-appears  at  the 
window) 

Mog.  The  duce  a  thing  can  I  find  to flop, 

I'll  cut  my  bed-cord,  tie  it  to  the  leg  of  the  table, 
and  Aide  down  by  it.  {retires) 

Cha.  Slide  down  by  her  bed-cord  !  ha,  ha,  hal 
my  Moggy's  a  rare  romping  Hoyden — ^but  fhe's 
good-natur'd,  a  fwcet  temper,  and  a  merry  heart ; 
fo  if  I  never  get  a  fliilling  from  the  old  one  I'll 
have  her  at  a  venture.  (Moggy  appears  again  at 
the  v)indow) 

'  Mfg-.  {throwing  a  cord)  There^ — r-I  think  that's 
faft — now  rU— Lud,  I  (hall  cut  my  hands  thro* 

take  you  for  not  getting  the  key  of  the  ttreet 

door. 

Cha.  My  dear  throw  out  firft  what  clothes  you 

may  want. 

Mog.  Then  you  won'jC  take  me  without  clothes, 
ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

DUETTO. 


THE  HIGHLAND  REBt. 


tii 


t)UETTO.~CHARLEV  and  Moggy. 

MA,   The  lamb  and  the  heifer  ^e  taking  their  reft, 

Mog.  The  lark  and  the  fparrow  lye  fnug  in  their  ndL 

Cka.    Puflydosies, 

^og'  And  {b  does  niy  ddggy, 

Cha,    All  are  fleeping  but  Charley 

Mog.  And  Moggy; 

Cha.   We  wake  to  love  before  it  is  day, 

Come  my  deareft, 
Mog.  I  coirte,  my  dcai*, 

Both.  We  muft  be  tripping  away, 

Mog,  No  portion,  dear  Charley,  if  I  marry  thee. 

My  little  old  daddy  will  give  unto  me ; 

Will  love  cool  if  you  take  me  fo  barely  ? 
Cha,   Mog  in  her  fmicket,  is  welcome  to  Charley^ 

We  wake  to  love  before  it  is  day. 

Gome  my  deareil^ 
iifog,  I  come,  my  dear^ 

Both,  We  muft  be  tripping  away.  [.^<^ggy  retires, 

Cha.  Maftcr  I  think  won't  rife  early — up  late 
laft  night,  rehcarfing  his  fine  fpeeches  againft  he's 
i  parliament  man  in  London;  tho*ohly  noW  Laird 
Donald^s  fteward,  and  coUeftor  of  taxes  here  in 
one  of  the  remote  weftern  iflsinds  of  Scotland,  Ha  ! 
ha  !  he  baniihed  a  fimple  old  woman  for  a  witch, 
'caufe  flie  fqretold  his  daughter  ihould  be  run  awajr 
with — fo  rU  prove  the  truth  of  her  predidioiu 

Odfb!  here^s  the  little  gate  too  locked  I— now 

could  Mocgy — ftay — hefe^s  the  horfe-block,  and 
rU  rnake  free  with  Dick  the  carpenter^s  bench,  fot 
her  to  ftep  on  Che  oUtfide.  (^Springs  over  tht 
paling)  i^xit* 

Enter  M^^Gilpin  from  the  Houfe.  (in  cap  and^own) 

M^Gil  I  will  believe  in  witchcraft,  in  wizards, 
and  wblocks  !--r-tho*  I  did  pack  Goody  Curn- 

p  2  mins 
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mins  out  of  the  ifland,  yet  Vm  certain  her  elrcS 
have  been  about  my  houie  this  nrght — no  noife  in 
Jenny's  room,  nor  in  my  daughter  Moggy's,  nor 
in  Charley's,  nor  in  Benin's — ^yet  noifes  I  i^ft 
afTuredly  heard.  (^Moggy  from  her  window  lowers  a 
box  on  M^Gilpin's  head) — Eh  ! — 

Mog.  Have  you  got  it  ? 

M^Gil.  {feels  his  heady  as  if  hurt)  Yes,  I  have 
got  It — what! — my  daughter!  oh!  oh!  (afide) 

Mog.  I  thought  I  heard  my  fafher — 

McGH.  So  did  I !  {in  an  under  tone) 

Mog.  Do  you  think  he -s  up  ? 

McQiLlSlo. 

Mog.  Now  you'll  catch  me  I 

M^GiL  Yes,  Til  catch  you,  you  jade,  {afide) 

Mog.  Now  for  it. 

M^GiL  The  devil ! — ^flie  wont  jump  out  of  the 
tyindow.  {ajide) 

Mog.  Now,  my  fine  fellow — here  goes-— 

M^Gil.  Oh,  Lord !  my  child  will  break  her 
bones,  {ajide) — flop — can't  you  come  out  of  the 
llreet  door?  It's  open. 

Mog.  Pfliaw  I  why  didn't  you  tell  me  fo  be- 
fore? Upon  my  word,  I  do'n't  like  fuch  jokes — 
{retires) 

McQiL  Nor  I,  upon  my  foul,  (afide)— If  I 
could  •  carry  on  her  miftake,  I  may  find  out 
who  her  .fine  fellow  is — I  think  it  is  fcarce  light 
enough  for  her  to  know  me.  {retires) 

Re- enter  Charley  with  a  bench ^  which  he  places 
^  near  the  rails. 

Cha.  There's  a  wooden-  ftepping-ftone  for  you 
|ny  dear — Eh  !    the  door  open  1    w^e  mull  have 

roufed 
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roufed  the  old  man  ;  he  muft  not  fee  me. — Who 
comes  here  ? — Shelty,  the  piper — — ' 

I 

Enter  Shelty,  Jinging. 

Shil.  If  Sandy  and  Jenny  are  to  be  married  to- 
day, it's  time  to  roufe  the  boys  and  girls, 

MGiL  I  think  I  know  that  voice — Oh,  this  is 
her  fine  fellow  I  fuppofe.  [ajide)  {Enter  Moggy 
from  the  houfe)     (  Charley  fieah  in) 

Mog.'  Come  now  Tm  for  you  my  Dilding. 
{takes   M<Gilpm  under  the  arm) 

^PGil.  And  I'm  for  you  my  Doldfaig. 

Mog.  Ah! 

M^Gil.  And  pray,  my  dear,  where  were  you 
going  fo  early  ? 

Mog.  Going,  Sir, — I — I — was  going 

M^GiL   1  know  you  were  going.  Sir, but 

where,  Sir?  ^ 

Mog.  To — to-— church,  Sir. 

M^GiL  Jump  out  of  the  window  to  go  to  church! 
very  religious ! 

Enter  Charley  from  the  houfe^  half  undrejfed,  pre^ 

tending  to  be  fcarce  awake. 

Cha.  What's  the  matter  here  ?  (^yawning) 
McGiL  Where  have  you  been,  firrah ! 
Cha.  Sir,-— It- I— was— fall  afleep.  {yawns) 

McGiL  You  ftupid Where's  Jenny  ? 

Cha.  Sir,— flie's— faft  afleep. 
McGil.  You  lazy  lubber  ! — Snoring  in  bed,  and 
robbers    and    raviftiers   running    away    with    my 
child — (/(?  Shelty)    Sirrah,  what  do  you  want  with 
my  daughter  ? 

Shel. 
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Shel  I- 


Cha.  Shelty  !— Moggy  !— ho,  ho !— Well,  hang 
me  if  I  didn't  long  fulpeft  this.  Turn  it  upoh 
him,  and  we  are  fafe,  {apart  to  Moggy) 

Mag.  Go,  my  dear  Shelty, 

Shel.  Eh !  .        ^ 

Mog.  Don't  attempt  to  feduce  my  innocence  apy 
more. 

Shel.  I  feduce  ! 

Mog.  Your  wanting  me  to  jump  out  of  the  win* 
dow  to  you. 

5^^/.  I— jump! 

MfGIL  To  make  a  girl  perhaps  break  her 
bones ! 

Mog.  Ay — my  poor  little  bones !— cruel  lad  ! 

Cha.  Oh,  fie,  Shelty — Blefs  me!  how  came 
the  horfe-block,  and^  the  carpenter's  bench  here  ? 
{affeEling  furprize) — I  dare  fay,  to  help  Mifs  over. 

MGi7.  It  was. 

Mag.  My  kind  Shelty  placed  them. 

Shel.  Why,  is  the  devil  in  you  all  ? 

M^Gil.  Don't  name  the  devil,  you  profligate ! 
You're  as  wicked  as  the  witch  ypur  grandmother, 
and  the  fmuggling  thief  your  father  ? 

Shel.  My  granny  was  an  innocent  old  woman, 
and  fo  is  my  daddy. 

Enter  Croudy. 

Here,  father,  I  only  came  to  fee  about  Sandy  and 
Jenny's  wedding,  'caufe  I  hoped  to  fell  a  drop 
of  liquor,  and  to  be  employed  to  play  the  pipes, 
and  here,  he  fays,  I  come  to  jump  out  of  his 
window. 

M^GiL  A  piper !    a  tapfter ! — marry  into  the 

ancient 
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ancient  family  of  the  M<jilpins — one  of  the  oldeft 
houfes  in  all  Scotland  ! 

SbeL  I  don't  want  to  come  near  your  old  houfe. 

M^il.  You  are  a  young — and  your  father  there, 
b  an  old  rogue 

Crou.  What  ? 

M^GiL  You  come  to  fteal  my  daughter,  and  he 
to  rob  the  King.  I  fee  he  has  been  out  fmuggling 
all  night ; — ^but  as  Fm  a  colleftor  of  his  Majefty'j 
cuftoms,  and  my  Laird  Donald's  rents,  FU 

Crou.  You're  a  dog  in  office — I  owe  the  King 
his  duty,  the  Laird  a  quarter's  rent,  and  you  a 
beating — all  which  Til  pay,  fo  help  me,  bonnet, 
purfe,  and  cudgel !  [Exit. 

MGil.  He  threatens  my  life  !— A  confpiracy  to 
mn  away  with  my  daughter  !  Charley,  I  commit , 
her  to  your  care. 

Mog.  Oh^  cruel  father !       . 

M^GiL  Take  her,  Charley.  You  marry,  you 
jade !  you  (han't  be  even  prefent  at  a  wedding 
I'll  have  Sandy  and  Jenny's  celebrated  to- 
day, and,  not  a  peep  at  it up  to  your  room 

go ! 

Cha.  Come,  Mifs !  Til  take  care  you  don't 
njarry  any  body — but  myfelf.  (apart) 

[Exeunt  Charley  and  Mo^gy  into  the  houfe. 

M'Gil.  That's  right,  Charley.  [Exit. 

SheU  Well,  if  ever  I  faw  fuch  capers  !  the  older 
he  grows,  the  wickeder  he  is — ay,  that's  becaufc 
every  day  he  gets  nearer — 'pointing  downward)— 
Eh !  {looking  out) — As  well  as  1  can  diftinguilh,  yon- 
der feems  a  boat  put  off  from  that  Ihip  that  cou'd 
not  get  in  laft  night.  I  may  pick  up  cuftomers 
among  the  paflVngers,  they  can't  come  to  a  neater 
houfe  th^n  ipine.     People  may  at  their  friends  be' 

better 
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better  entertam'd,  but  the  fureft  welcome  is  atan 
inn.  Every  body  fays — ha,  ha,  ha  !  that  Shelty's 
a  queer  fellow  ;  I  believe  I  am — ^but  I  don't  know 
how 1  get  on — I  do — I  will* 

AIR. — Shelty. 

When  I've  money  I  am  merry, 

When  iVe  none  I'm  very  fad, 
.  When  I'm  fober  I  am  civil, 

When  I*m  drunk  I'm  roaring  mad. 

Wlien  difpuUng  with  a  puppy  * 

I  convince  him  with  a  rap ; 
And  when  romping  with  a  girl, 

By  accident  I  tear  her  cap. 

Gadzooks,  I'll  never  marry,   . 

I'm  a  lad  tkat's  bold  and  free; 
Yet  I  love  a  pretty  girl, 

A  pretty  girl  is  fond  of  me. 

There's  a  maiden  in  a  corner, 

Round  and  found,  and  plump  and  fat; 

She  and  I  drink  tea  together, 
But  no  matter.  Sir,  for  that. 

If  this  maiden  prove  wi'  bairn, 

As  I  do  fuppofe  (he'll  be  ; 
Like  good  pappy  I  muft  learn 

To  dandle  Jacky  on  my  knee.  [Exiu 

Re-enter  M^Gilpin  and  CuAKhtY  from  the  Hou/e. 

M^Gil.  Oh,  my  daughter  is  a  moft  degenerate 
girl ! — Well,  you've  lock'd  her  up  ? 

Cha.  Yes,  S\x-'{Jhews  a  key) 

M^GiL  Eh,  ay— boy  liften — Fm  certain  from 
that  old  fmuggling  knave  Croudy's  being  towards 
thtffeafidefo  early,  that  he's  about  landing  brandy 
and  tobacco ;  fo  if  I  can  but  make  a  feizure,  it 
ijiay  be  worth  ten  times  the  cargo  of  tea  I  feiz*d 

on 
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bn  hitn  laft  week ;  my  good  lad,  you'll  be  on  the  • 
look  out  s  ay,  and  on  the  look-in  too ;  to  watch 
imports,  and  prevent  exports.       . 

Cha.  I  warrant.  Sir,  Til  keep  one  eye  on  the 
fea,  and  'tother  on  Mifs  Moggy^s  room  door. — 
Oh  Lord  Sir,  yonder^s  Sandy  come  honie* 

M^Gil.  Aye,  the  fool  went  ta  Mull,  to  buy 
wedding  clothes  for  himfelf  and  Jenny — ^I  gave 
her  an  education^  and  1  think  that  was  doing  very 
handfomeby  her — So  I  make  a  great  compliment 
in  giving  her  to  Sahdy,  tho'  I'm  v^ry  glad— he  rids 
me  of  a  burden*-that's  prudence,  Charley. 

Cha.  'Tis,  Sir. 

M^Gil.  You  know  I  taught  you  fome  of  my 
tricks* 

Cha.  Yes,  Sir,  andyouMl  find  me  an  apt  fcholar. 

M^GiL  In  return,  Chatley,  all  1  afk  is  your 
care  of  my  daughter. 

Cha.  rU  take  care  of  her.  Sir. 

MGiU  Keep  her  frorR>-Sbeky«-  - 

Cha.  I'll  keep  her  from  Shelty,  don't  fear,  Sir. 
,    M^Gil.  My  .good  boy,  how  touch  I'm  obliged 
to  you.     How  Ihall  I  reward  you  1 

Cha.  I  ihall  want  cafli  for  our  frolic.  A  choice 
opportunity  to  coax  him  out  of  a  little,  {ajide) 

M^Gil.  Only  let  me  know  what  I  Ihall  do  for 
you. 

Cha.  Why,  Sir,  laft  Chriftmas  you  promised  me 
a  Chriftrrlas-box — now  didn't  you.  Sic  ? 

M^Gil.  I  did  fo,  my  faithful  Charley  :  keep  but 
a  ftrift  watch  upon  Moggy,  and — may  be  you 
have  thoughts  of  fome  little  bloflbm  yourfelf;  only 
let  me  know  the  girl  that  can  make  you  happy,  and 
you  fliall  have  her,  by  my  authority. 

Cha.  Ah  !  Sir,  there  is  a  girl 

VOL.  IV.  Q^  DUET. 
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DUET.— M*GxL PIN  tf«i  Charley. 

McGil.  Thy  fecrcts  to  thy  kind  maflcr  tell, 
Cha.      I  bvc  a  maid— 
McGil.  I9  ihe  &li  of  play  ? 

Cia.      No  kid  more  gamefomc— 
McGiK  Where  docs  flic  dwell  ? 

•  •  dka.      Lang  twango  dillo,  twang  kngo  dillo  day. 

McOa.  If  you're  in  love,  boy,  yov^*te  not  to  blame  ; 
CJ^a,^      As  much,  kind  Sir,  I  have  heard  you  fay, 

I  love  my  charming    ■ 
McGih  Ay  ?— what' s  her  name! 

CAa.      Twang  lango  dillO|  Jang  twango  dillo  day, 

Cka,      My  ChriUmas  box, 
McGiL  Oh,  lunderiland, 

'        Thy  faithful  fervices  Fll  repay ; 

Here's  five  bright  ihillings,  {takes  out  mone^) 
Cka,  And  here's  my  hand. 

McG'tl.  Twang  lango  dillo,  lang  twango  dillo  day.     {puts  ^ 
ttpi  mimickhtg  Charhy) 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 


4n  opin  Country-^ A  View  of  the  Sea— Sun  rifing. 

Enter  M^Gihviis. 

M^GtU  No,  no,  my  kind  Charley — Yvt  a  gr^ 
regard  for  you  ^  but  touch  my  pocket  and  our 
friendihip  ends ;  fince  they've  rais^  m^  out  of  my 
bed,  ril  walk  down  to  the  beach,  and  like  another 
Demofthenes,  praAife  one  of  my  declamations, 
roaring  tvith  pebbles  in  my  mouth  i  a  fin^  high 
wind  for  it.— This  preverfe  girl !  Oh,  yes,  with 
Moggy's  beauty  and  my  talents,  I  muft  raife  a  for- 
tune 
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tune  by  going  to  Londbn.  (Sonify  fin^s  without) 
Here  comes  the  fimplc  Sawney,  that  prefers  love 
to  money. 

Enter  Sandy,  with  a  fmall  bundle. 

Ha,  Sandy  !  welcome  home,  my  boy  ! 

San.  (joyfully)  Here,  Sir,  I've  got  all  our  wed- 
ding geer  in  the  neweft  Edinbro'  lafte.  . 

M^Gil.^  But  when  comes  the  Parfon  ? 

San.  He's  gone  over  to  Raafey !  fo  I  defired 
Jamy  M*Kenzie  to  fend  us  their  new  Curate. 

M^GiL  Stop,  Sandy,  Fve  one  word  to  fay  to 
you. — Hem ! 

San.  Delay'd  now  by  his  nonfenfical  oratorical 
fpeeches,  and  my  foul  on  the  wing  to  love  and 
Jenny  !  {ajide) 

M^il,  Sandy,  you  have,  by  Ikill  in  agriculture, 
which  you  acquired,  as  you  fay,  in  an  excurfion 
to  England,  not  only  improved  your  own  farm, 
but  diffused  fuch  a  fpirit  of  induftry,  that  my 
mafter.  Laird  Ponald,  if  he  fliould  deign  to  vifit 
us,  will  find  \i\%  Ii}e  of  Col  as  finely  cultivated  as 
any  patch  ot  land  in  all  Scotland ;  therefore  to  re- 
ward you,  your  Jenn^  you  (hall  wed  this  day. 

San.  And  yonder  me  comes,  bright  as  the  mom 
that  gives  the  flowers  their  beauty;  welcome  as  the 
gale  that  wafts  their  fweetnefs, 

AIR. — Sandy, 

Oh,  had  I  Allan  Ramfay's  art 

To  iing  my  paifion  tender, 
In  every  verfe  fhe'd  read  my  heart, 

Such  foothing  ftrains  I'd  fend  her ; 
Nor  his,  nor  gentle  Rizzio's  aid 

To  (hew,  is  all  a  folly. 
How  much  I  love  the  charming  maid. 

Sweet  Jane  of  Griffipoly. 

0^2  She 
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"She  makes  meJEe^l  nvbat  all  define, 

With  fuch  bewitching  glances, , 
Her  modeft  air  then  checks  my  fire, 

And  ftops  my  bold  advances. 
Meek  as  the  lamb,  on  yonder  lawn, 

Yet  by  her  conquered  wholly ; 
Sometimes  fprightly  a?  the  fawn. 

Sweet  Jane  of  Griffipoly. 

My  fenfes  f^e's  bewildered  quite, 

I  feem  an  amorous  ninny ; 
A  letter  to  a  friend  I  write, 

For  Sandy  I  fign  Jenny. 
•         Laft  Sunday  when  from  kirk  I  came. 

With  looks  demure  and  holy, 
I  cry'd,  when  alk'd  the  text  to  name, 

Sweet  Jane  of  Griffipoly  I 

My  Jenny  is  no  fortune  great. 

And  lam  poor  and  lowly, 
A  ftraw  for  pow'r  and  grai^d  eftate ! 

Her  perfon  I  love  folely. 
from  every  fordid  felfifh  view, 

So  free  m^  heart  is  wholly, 
»  Ah  !  fhe  is  kind,  and  I  am  true, ' 

Sweet  Jane  of  GriHipolyl 

Enter  Jenny, 

Jen.  Welome  home  my  Sandy  ! 

San,  My  love  !  {they  embrace) 

M^Gil.  Ah,  hah  ! — Egad  my  Highland  L,p,d  and 
Lowland  Laffie,  you'll  make  a  neat  couple, 

Jen.  Dear,  Sir,  take  the  only  return  in  my 
power,  my  thanks,  my  gratitude,  for  your  unme- 
rited ^oodnefs. 

M^GiL  Ah,  Jenny,  were  I  the  man  that  boafted 
of  his  goodnefs,  I'd  remind  you,  that  I  gave  you 
an  Afylum,  when  you  were  but  a  fqualling  bairn 
— tho'  I  did'nt,  nor  I  fuppofe  I  ever  ihall,  know 
what  family  you  arc  of ;  your  mother  coming  here 

to 
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to  Col  to  lye- in,  privately,  aud  dying  in  my  houfe 
-—yet  my  aftonifhing  benevolence,  Oh  I — 

San.  Your  benevolence  would  be  aftonifhing 
indeed  !     {afide) 

M^Gil.  I  fay,  my  amazing  charity  did—    . 

San.  Well,  Sir,  we  have  often  heard  that  i^ory. 

M^Gil.  To  be  fure  ;  wou'd  you  have  me  put 
my  candle  under  a  bufhel  ?  Speak,  Jenny,  didn't 
I  bring  you  up  equal  to  my  own  daughter,  Mife 
Moggy  M^Gilpin  ?  fent  you  to  the  tip  top  board- 
ing-fchool  in  Invernefs,  kept  by  Mifs  Carolina 
Killcooberry  ? 

Jen.  You  did,  Sir. 

McGil.  Tho*  your  forlorn  mother  didn't  leave 
you  a  bawbee,  (but  500I.  which  you  Ihall  never 
fee)  {ajide)  fo  out  of  pure  friendfliip,  Sandy,  there 
take  her — off  my  hands  {ajtde') 

Jen.  Dear,  Sir! 

M^GiL  I'm  a  kind  friend,  Jenny  ;  an't  I  a  gay 
old  fellow  ? — Why  I'm  a  fecond  Robin  Gray ! 

Jfen.  Ah,  Sir ! — this  laft  proof  of  your  kindnefs^ 
leaves  me  not  a  wilh  but  to  know  my  parents,  • 

AIR. — Jenny. 

Such  pure  delight  my  bofom  knows, 

My  thanks  are  due  to  Heav'n  and  thee, 
With  gratitude  my  heart  o'erflows, 

"Kind  agent  of  his  clemency! 
Hum^ity,  thou  good,  fuprcmc, 

To  chafe  the  orphan's  tear  away,  , 

Alike  the  bright  all  chearing  beam,  -    . 

Brings  comfort  from  the  God  of  Day. 

M^Gil.  Hey!  yonder's  a  boat  purin  from  tbnt 
ihip  in  the  OfRng — fome  ftrangers  landed. 
San.  Red  coats! 

Enter, 
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Enter  Shelty  wf/A  a  Letter. 

SheL  A  little  drummer  boy  dcfired  me  to  give 
you  this. 

M^GiL  You  bufy— con'dn't  he  have  found  any 
one  clfe  to  carry  me  a  mcflage,  than  fuch  a — you 
are  a  bad  man  !— 

Sheh  The  letter,  Sir— 
M^Gil  Seems  a  fmall  running  hand. 
ihel.  Then  faddle  your  nofc,  and  run  after  it. 
M^Gil.  (puts  on  his  JpeSiacleSy  and  reads)  **  Mr. 
^*  M^Gilpin,    The  Gentleman  that  delivers  yoa 
«<  this''—  ^'     , 

Sheh  Gentleman  !  that*s  me. 
McGil.  "  Is  a  foldier." 
Shel.  Not  me. 

M^Gil.  "  Commands ,  a  Company  in  my   regi- 
ment." And  who  is  yourfelf  ? — *«  Robert  Do- 
nald!"— Oh,  dear!  why  Jenny,  Sandy! 
Shel.  Well,  Sir  ? 

M^GiL  Get  along,  you  bufy  impudent — Why 
here,  young  Laird  Donald's  gone  into  the  army. 
San,  Indeed  ! 

M^Gil.  Stay — (reads) — "  delivers  you  this,  is  a 
*^  Gentleman— foldier— company — my  regiment. 
**  — His  name  is  Captain  Daih,  I  have  difpatch'd 
*'  him  and  Serjeant  Jack,  to  raife  recruits  in  the 
*'  Ifle  of  Col,  the  pofleffion  of  which  my  father 
**  fome  time  back  made  over  to  me'^-^So  then 
yo.ung  Robert  is  our  landlord,  (reads)  ^*  I  defire 
you  will  give  Captain  Dafti  all  the  affiftance-in 
your  power,  get  him  as  many  good  men  as  you 
can"— you'll  go — '^to  Shelty)  . 
Shel.  You  know  Fm  a  bad  man. 
M^GiL^''  He's  a  friend  I  efteem,  therefore 
*' -every  civility  you  fliew  him  will  oblige  yours, 
**  Robert  Donald.'*  San. 
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San.  This  is  the  firft  I  heard  of  young  Laird  Do- 
nald's being  in  the  army. 

M^Gil.  I  mjuft  drefs,  to  meet  and  wefcotne  this 
Captain^  with  one  of  my  moft  eloquent  orations. 

[Exit^ 

Shel.  {calllnz)  Charley !  get  Mr.  M«GiJpin's 
Sunday  coat;  pruih  his  three  cock'd  beaver,  zxA 
powder  his  fcratch. 

San.  I  muft  gather  all  the  lads,  to  make  a  hand- 
fomc  wedding  proceffion  to  the  kirk,  Jenny. 

Jen.  And  I  to  affemble  the  laffes.  Oh,  Saiidy ! 
here,  as  the  packet's  in,  will  you  fee  if  there's  any 
letter  for  me,  I  defired  the  lottery  man  to  fend  mc 
notice  if  this  chance  Ihould  be  drawn  a  prize. 
{pves  il  him) 

San.  You  never  told  me  you  had  bought  a 
lottery  chance,  but  it  muft,  it  (hail  be  a  prize, 
ril  keep  it  fafe  for  you— this  day  proves  Vm  t 
favourite  of  fortune^  and  (he  ihall  fmile  upon  my 
Jenny. 

SheL  Huzza,  for  good  fortune!  now  thefe 
foldters  are  come,  I  may  have  the  rendezvous  at 
my  houfe — fo  now  to  finge  the  Cheep's  head,  bake 
the  bannocks,  tap  a  barrel,  and  tune  my  chaua* 
ter!  and  then  your  wedding,  Tol,  lol,  lol!  hi^ 
doings ! 

AIR. — Trio. 

Jem,  Excufe  a  fond  maiden's  confeffion, 
S/ieL      Htr  bluihes  exhibit  her  blifs, 
^^nr.  My  joy  is  too  great  for  cxpreffion. 
S^el.       Suppofe  then  you  fpeakin  a  kils , 
Jfen,  AfFcAions  moft  pure  now  unite  us, 
San,  Chade  pleafures  now  wait  to  delight  us; 
SkeL       The  mufic  and  bottle  I'll  bring, 
Jen.  The  finch  and  the  linnet  invite  us, 
Skcl.      Fond  turtles  lliou'd  pair  in  the  fpring. 

Sam 
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Saft^  Let  laiTes  purfue  your  example, 

Jen.      The  youths  may  take  pattern  by  thee, 

SAeL  You  give  me  of  love  fuch  a  fample. 

Soon  married  I'll  certainly  be. 
7en,    Oh,  what  is  the  gay  blooming  flow'r, 
San.    The  tranfient  fweets  of  the  hour, 
Bot/i.       Compared  to  the  charms  of  the  mind  ? 
Siil'    Good  humour  to  charm  has  the  power, 
Tho'  time  leaves  no  beauties  behind. 

[Exeunt  fever  ally  4 


SCENE  IIL 

Before  Shelty's  Houfe, 

Enter  Captain  Dash  and  Serjeant  jAcfc. 

Serj.  Yes,  the  letter  you  fent  by  little  'I  om  the 
dmrqmer,  has  prepat*d  the  old  tax-man,  ha,  ha, 
ha  1  he  hasiv'i  a  doubt  but  you're  a  real  Captain  in 
the  army. 

Capt.  And  my  fole  commiffion  only  the  promifc 
xxf  a  pair  of  colours  in  /the  Eaft  India  fervice,  on 
condition  I  can  raife  an  hundred  men, 
.  -Serj.  By  this  iham  of  pretending  their  young 
Laird  isour  Colonel,  from  the  affeftion  of  a  Scotch 
Highlander  to 'his  Chieftain,  FU  warrant  they'll 
flock  to  our  ftandard— and  yec,  now,  tho'  'tis  I 
that  have  brought  you  to  the  field  of  aftion^  fome- 
thing  whifpers  here,  (j>oi'nts  to  his  heart)  Friend 
Jack,  don't  impofe  upon  thefe  honeft  innocent 
people. 

Capt.  Pfhaw  !  nothing's  an  impofition  till  found 
out ;    and  our's  cannot  before   we  have  got  our 
number    of   recruits,    and   fliip'd  them  ofF — you 
know  we're  certain  their  young  Laird  is  in  Eng- 
land, 
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land,  learning  the  neweft  falhion  of  fowing  oats  1 
in  order  to  imprave  bis  efiate  here  !  and  his  father^ 
the  old  Laird,  in  Hondon,  in  full  cry  after  jobs 
and  places  !  our  impofition  can't  be  eaiily  detefttrd. 

Serj.  We  know  our  ground,  and  the  charafter 
of  old  M^Gilpin-*— flatter  his  eloquence,  promife 
him  an  army  agency,  and  we  have  every  man  in 
the  Ifland. 

Capt.  Td  rather  have  one  pretty  girl  I  faw  juft 
now,  than  the  honor  of  planting  my  ftandard  on 
ct^  walls  of  Belgrade,  {a  loud  laugh  of  peafants 
without) 

Serj.  Some  country  gambols  going  forward.. 

Capt.  The  time  to  recruit— intr<xiuce  yourfclf 
to  them— let  *em  on  to  drink  and  play  cards. 

Serj.  Right — for  when  the  poor  devil's  fenfes  and 
money  flip  off,  honor  glitters  on  a  bayonet,  and 
riches  gingle  in  a  Britifli  fliilling. 

Shel.  {without)  Come  along,  boys  ! 

Capt.  To  'em,    Jack— coax,   wheedle,  drtnk^ 
fwear — zounds!  make 'em— 
-  Serj.  As  wicked  as  ourfelves.  [Exit.  Capt. 

Enter  Shelty  playing  the  Pipes,  followed  by  Boys 
and  Yeas AVTS,  drejl  fancifully. 

Shel  Aye,  lads,  I  think  we'll  honor  Sandy's 
wedding ;  but  the  laflfes  muftn't  fet  out  for  kirk 
biefore  us. 

Serj.  Ha,  my  hearties!  my  honeft  lad  fliakc 
hands,  (to  Shel.) 

Shel.  Every  man  fliake  his  own  hand. 

Serj.  Why,  ybu  all  feem  very  merry,  to-day. 

Shel.  Yes,  and  we'll  be  merry  to-morrow,  ha, 
iia,  ha  !  and  we  were  merry  ycfterday. 

VOL.  IV.  R  ferj. 
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Serj.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  why  you're  a  pleafant  fel- 
low ! 

Shel.  Yes  I  am — I  was  born  laughing  infte^d 
'of  crying,  niy  mother  laugh*d  out ;  my  daddy 
likM  to  have  drop'd  me  out  of  his  arms  on  the 
'  floor  laughing  at  me.  What^s  the  child's  name  ? 
faid  the  Parfon  that  chriftcn'd  me :  Shelty,  fays 
tny  god -daddy  ;  then  the  Parfon  laugh 'd ;  Amen, 
fays  the  Clerk,  and  he  laugh'd  !  Since  that  mo- 
ment, every  body  has  laugh'd  at  me,  and  I  have 
laughM  at  every  body  I 

ierp  I  fliould  like  to.enlifl  fuch  a  pleafant  fel- 
low— your  good  humpur  wou*d  keep  us  in  fuch 
fpirits,  you'd  be  the  drum  of  the  corps. 

SheL  Yes,  and  your  rattan  would  be  the  drum- 
ftick  of  the  corps,  to  beat  thetravallyort  my  back, 
row  dy  dow  ! — good  morning  to  you. 

Serj.  I  tell  you  you'd  make  a  develiih  good 
foldier. 

SheL  Tliat's  more  than  iny  daddy  cou'd. 

Serj.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  you're  an  odd  fifti ! 

Shel.  Yes,  but  I  won't  be  a  red  herring. 

Serj.  No  ?  you're  a  pickl'd  one  tho' — ^but  pray 
what  are  you  ?  ,        . 

Shel.  Me !  I'm  a  merchant,  and  a  brogue-ma-* 
ker — I  fellk  a  horn  of  malt — moreover,  I'm  a  fa- 
mous piper.     My  father^  . Mr.  Croudy  is  a  necro- 
mancer— he  has  the  gift  of  fecond  fight ;  and  Mrs, 
^    Cummins,  my  granny,  was  baniihed  for  a  witch-^ 
%  and  now  pray, ,  who  are  you  ? 

Serj.  I'm  Serjeant  Jack — in  the  company  of 
Captain  Daftil    ,        -    ;  '       , 

Shel.  Sejeant  Jack,  you  keep  company  with 
Captain  DaflhrT-r-  good,bye  to  you,  worthy  Sir 

,  Serj. 
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Serj.  But  flop,  you  know  your  young  Laird  is 
our  Colonel — this  halbert  is  hb  ftandard — do  you 
pay  no  rcfpcdt  to  it? 

Sbel.  Refpeft! Oh,  I  beg  pardon  {bows  to 

the  balbirt^  and  is  going) 

Serj.  Very  polite  indeed ^but  ftay— 

Sbel.  I  muft  tune  my  chaunter. 

Serj.  Any  particular  feftiyal  to-cjay  ? 

Sbel.  A  wedding  and  here*s  the  bridegroom. 

Enter  Sandy  at^d  Countrymen,   (drefs'd) 

San.  Come  lads,  quick  !  quick  ! — Shelty  play 
up— wc  muft  march  two  and  two,  'till  we  join  my 
Jenny  and  the  laiTes  ! 

Serj.  Ah !  I  could  put  you  all  in  the  neateft 
methid  of  marching-— 
San.  Yes,  Sir,  but  your  marching  differs  frop 

ours ^you  iparch  to  face  enemies,  we  to  meiet 

friends you  to  affault  a  town,  we  to  attack  a 

wedding  dinner. 

Serj.  Dinner !    ah !  my  heroes !  England's  the 
field  for  a  trencher  hattle--^there  our  drum  head 
is  an  oak  table.  Sir  Loin  leads  the  van,  our  right 
and  left  wing  are  a  goofe  and  turkey — our  balls  arc 
plumb  puddings— our  bullets  Ihot  from  a  damfen 
tart ;  we  poife  our  knives,  handle  our  forks,  then 
finoke  flap  dafli,  cut  thro*  thick  and  thin- —   ^ 
Sbel.  But  don't  you  fay  grace  ? 
Serj.  Yes,   my  grace  is-  a-— bumper  of  cherry 
bounce! 

San.  Well,  come  to  dinner  with  roe  me  to-day 
—and  tho'  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  you 
Ihall  find  we  talk  like  French,  eat  like  Englilh, 
and  drink  like  Irilh  farmers.  . 

i  R  *  Serj. 
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Serj.  Ha !  well  faid  my  lad !  you  deferve  cn- 
touragcmcnt— IVe  a  rough  guinea  here,  and  egad 
rilmake  one  at  your  weddings  to  drink  our  King's 
health,  and  fuccefs  to  the  young  couple.        ' 

AIR. — SERjKAiir.  '  / 

For  foldiers  the  fcall  prepare, 
Who  frieads  protedt,  and  foes  aniioy,  i    .       '* 

What  war  has  won,  let's  now  enjoy;: 

Good  cheer  bright  mirth  bellowing,  /      v 

Sir  Loin  firft  w^'ll  nobly  dare,  / 

Our  holl  looks  roun^  liiis  tabl^. 
His  breail  with  fricndfhip  glowing ;  v    , 

We  jovial  lads  whilft  able,    ^  ■ ,     ;f.v 

Rcfolv*d  to'  do  all  honour  *  "^  - 

To  the  donor^  -       -^^o 

With  courage  charge  •     ' 

His  boiled  and  roaft, 
In  goblets  large 

Each  loyal  toad* 
With  fpark'ling  bumpers  flowing. 

Let  drums  beat,  and  fifes  found  flirilly 
Ye  Clarions  lend  your  fwecteft  notes^ 
Ye  trumpets  rend  your  filver  throats. 
Proclaim  in  warlike  meafurc,     , 
When  the  rofy  bowl  we  fill, 
The  fair  ihall  do  their  duty. 
And  fip  it  s  balmy  tredure, 

Touched  by  the  lip  of  beauty :  ^ 

:'Tis  now  a  draught  for  He^or,  ,  ' 

*Tis.  neaar/        -^ 
The  Gods  delight,       ■ 

Here's  wine  and  love,    , 
Like  Mars  who  fighl, 

Shou'd  kife  like  Jove, 
By  turns  the feljlicrs  plcafurc.  ..    v -^ 

[Exeunt  into  Sbeltys. 
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ACT    IL 


SCENE   I. 

Btfore  Shilty's  Houfc. 

EnUr  JfiK«Y  tf»i  Country  Girls,   their  drefs 
decorated  y)itb  jhwtrs^  ribbands y  &c. 

All  piRLS. 
Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Enter  Ckvtai^  Dash 

Capi.  Eh !  faith  a  lovely  group,^  and  the  very 
charmer  that  pleasM  me  fo  much,  [retires) 

Jen.  True,  but  no  matter  whether  you  arc  all 
in  white. 

I  ft  Girl.  Ay,  but  we  Ihou  ■  d  for  a  wedding. 

Enter  Moggy. 

Mog.  Jenny  ! 

Jen.  Why,  M opjgy ! 

Mog.  Oh,  dear  !  IVc  fcarcc  breath  to  laugh— 
Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Jen.  Nay,  but  tell  us  how  did  you  get  out. 

Mog.  Ah,  that's  it- — he,  he,  he!  Charley  fo 
ovcr-a£ted  his  part,  that  he  locked  me  up  in 
carnefl,  ha,  ha,  ha !  and  I  to  play  mme  as  well, 
puihed  back  the  lock,  and  here  have  run  away  in 

earnefl: 
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earned — -When  Charley  miffes  me,  be*ll  aft  his 
furprife  fo  natural,  that  father  will  place  more 
confidence  in  him  than  ever — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Jen.  Ah,  Moggy  I  you  fee  little  value  upon 
the  proteftion  of  a  parent,  had  I  one ! — your  father 
is  very  good  to  you,  and  indeed  you  j[hou*dn*t  vex 
him. 

Mog\  Ay,  but  when  a  hu(band*s  in  the  way— 
now  if  I  cou'd  but  meet  Charley  !  Come  Jenny, 
whereas  the  bridegroom,  and  the  garland — the 
pipes,  the  parfon,  and  the  harp. 

Jen.  You  wild  one ! — but  love  is  the  themd, 
and  the  fweet  birds  Ihall  fihg  a  melodious  accom- 
panyment* 

AIR,— Jeijnt. 

What  rapture  to  think  on  the  times  I  have  fcen. 
On  May  -day  I  firl^  faw  my  love  on  the  green, 
So  charming  his  fa6e,  yet  commanding  his  me^n, 
.  The  King  was  my  lover,  and  Jeiniy  h»  Queen, 
The  garland  prefented  by  Sandy, 
More  fweet  from  the  maker,  ^was  Sandy* 

A  fide  look  I  threw  on  my  lover  by  chance. 
Which  foon  he  returned  with  as  tender  a  glance; 
My  heart  leapM  with  joy  when  I  faw  him  advance, 
And  right  did  1  guefs  'twas  to  lead  up  the  dance; 

For  none  danc'd  fo  neat  as  my  Sandy, 

In  all  things  complete  is  my  Sandy. 

Beneath  a  gay  woodbine  with  myrtles  entwin%  .     * 

On  cowflips  and  violets  one  evening  reclin'd. 
So  charming  a  place  and  a  feafon  lo  kind, 
He  artfully  chofe  to  difcover  his  mind. 

So  fweet  were  the  vows  of  my  Sandy, 

1  then  exchanged  hearts  with  my  Sandy. 

Mog,  Dear  !  if  here  isn't  the  ftrange  officer  I  he's 
been  liftcning  to  our  nonfenfe !  he's  come  to  take  our 
men  away — he's  the  moft  impudent  creature—— 

Capt. 
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Caft.  {advancing)  A  fine  flock  of  chickdos^ 
upon  my  honor. 

Jen.  You're  not  a  fox.  Sir,  are  you  ? 

Mo£^.  ]^o,  but  he  takes  you  for  a  lamb^  he 
throws  fuch  a  (beep's  eye  at  you. 

AIL  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Caj>t.  You  feem  to  be  all— ha,  ha, 'ha!  pray 
don't  let  me  fpoil  the  play — I'll  make  one  myfelf — 
what  is  it  ?  If  you'd  only  admit  me,  you'd  find 
me  the  the  merrieft  play- fellow  (to  Moggy)  You 
^re,  upon  my  foul,  a  beauteous  nolegay — but  here's 
the  rofebud  of  the  bouquet.  {10  Jenny)  Tell  me, 
fweet,  what's  your  play  ? 

Mog.  A  rofebud  grows  in  an  angry  bufli,  arid 
about  fair  maids,  (they  take  hands,  and  dance  round 
him,  finging)  **  A  rofebud  grows  in  an  angry  bufli, 
and  about  fair  maids,  and  about  my  merry  maids 
all." 

Enter  M*Gilpin,  drejfed.     The  Girls  run  off. 

M^Gil.  Hey !  this  is  the  recruiting  Captain? 
why  Sir,  I  fufpeft  you're  come  to  beat  up  among 
our  wives  and  daughters,  for  a  regiment  of  in. 
fa^itry.  '  ^ 

Capt.  Was  ever  fo  fweet  a  charmer?  {looking off) 

McGiL  Captain,  if  your  General  faw  you  like  a 
mayj)ole,  and  the  petticoat  regiment  frilking  round 
you  ! 

Capt.  Who  are  you.  Sir  ? 

M^GiL  I  am  young  Laird  Donald  your  Colonel's 
Steward,  and  Colleftor  of  his  Majefty's  Taxes,  and 
am  come  to  bid  you  welcome  to  our  Ifle  of  CoL 

Capt.  Zounds!  they've  fet  mc  all  on  fire  !  Your 
hand,  {offers  his  hand) 

MGil. 
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MGH.   Stop,    you*ll  burn  my  ruffles!     But^ 
Captain,  what  think  you  of  the  bride  ? 
.    Capt.  'Bride  !     Eh  !— which  ?— who  ? 

AfiGil.  She  in  the  white  and  tartan  ribbands. 

Capt.  The  very  charmer  I  going  to  be  married  ! 
— that  lovely  fprig  to  be  worn  by  a  clown  ! 

M^GIL  Clown !  Oh  no.  Til  aflure  you  her 
Sandy  is  a  very  clever  lad. 

Cjpt.  He  muft  not  have  her. 

M^il.  Hey! 

C^tt.  ril  have  her  ! 

MGiL  You ! 

Capt.  Oh,  yes. 

M^GiL  Ha,  ha,  ha  !     This  is  recruiting  ! 

Capt.  Damn  your  grinning.  Sir  !  what  d'ye 
mean? — Hark'ee,  Mr.  Steward,  put  that  treafure 
into  my  pofleffion^  and  what  is  there  I  will  not  >^o 
fox  you  ? 

MGil.  Siippofe  you  tell  me  what  you  will  do 
for  me — 

Capt.  Eh — ftay — Jack  told  me  the  bait  to  have 
him.  {ajide)  What  think  you  of  the  agency  of 
our  regiment? 

M^Gil,  Good  picking  in  an  agency. 

Capt.  'Tis  yours — fay  no  more — I'll  fettle  that 
with  mv  Colonel. 

M'GiL  Ell ! — oh,  no,  no — I  promised  her  to 
Sandy. 

C'Tpt.  I  promife  you  a  contraft. 

?df^GiL  Good  cutting  in  a  contraft. 

Capt.  My  honeft 

McGiL  ril  certainly- 

Capt.  Bravo ! 

M^Gil.  Give  her- 
eof)/. Aye 

M^Gil. 
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A^(5/7.  To  Sandy/  - 

Capt.  S'death,  Sir  !  —Dare  to  tantalize  me — ? 
Come  my  worthy,  dear,  fnug  little  fellow,  procure 
xne  that  girl,  and-- — 

M<^GiL  Procure  you  a  girl ; — ^fory,  SiV  1  What 
do  you  take  me  for  ? 

Capt.  Foi'  a  wife  man,  that  prrfers  his  own  inte- 
reft  to  all  other  confiderations. 

M^Gil.  I  am  a  wife  man  ;  and  I— oh,  Lord  !— 
but  the  wedding's  a  thing  fettled,  clothes  bought, 
Parfon  befpoke,  young  folks  wifhes  on  the  tip  of 
expedtation !  dear,  poor  Sandy  wou'^  break  his 
heart* — Eh  !  the  fineft  thought — bur,  I  (uppofc 
you  never  faw  her  though— you, fli^U  m^rry  my 
Meg.  , 

Capt.  Damn  your  Mogl  I  don^t  w^nt  to  marry 
apy  body.    .  '    . 

'  M^Gil.  No  !  why  I  thought  Jenny —    ; 

Capt.  Zounds !  Mr.— think  of  your  jntetcft. . 

M^GiL  Oh,  Lord  !  I  always  do — 

Capt.  Such  talents  as  yours,  hid  here  in  ^n 
obfcure  corner  of  the  world !  Such  powers  of 
eloquence  !  Why,  man,  you're  a  diamond  ia  a 
quarry. 

M^Gil.  I  am  a  rough  diamond — 

Capt,  ril  dig  you  out  to  fhinc  in  London— a 
feat  in  Parliament. 

M^Gil.  Why,  our  Laird  is  a  bright  man  there. 

Capt.  He  bright !  a  Scotch  pebble  to  you ;  your 
eloquence  once  known,  muft  command  any  thing. 

MpGU.  Why,  yes ;  I  think  once  they  find  how 
I  can  fpeak,  I  (hall  get  paid  for  holding  my 
tongue. 

Capt.  Boards !  Jobs !  'Committees !   The  girl— 

M^Gil.  Jobs! 

VOL,  IV.  s  '  Qaft. 
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Capt.  Penfion  !  Place  and  Peerage  !  —  Little 
Jenny 

M^Gil  Penfioii !  Jenny's  yours;  from  a  Sur- 
veyor, I'll  be  a  Commiflioner,  and  if  1  am  a 
Steward^  it  fhall  be  of  the  Chiltern  Hundreds. 

E^ter  Charley. 

Cha.  (apart  to  M^Gil)  Sir,  Sir ! 

MGil  Eh !  now  you  puppy,  you've  let  Moggy 
give  you  the  flip. 

C(>a.  No,  Sir,  I  have  her  fafc; — ^but  as  you 
fufpcfted,  Old  Croudy  has  juft  landed  fome  run 
goods. 

M^Gil.  Where,  where  ? 

Cha.  With  the  glafs  I  Taw  him  hide  them  in 
the  Creek,  behind  the  North  Foreland. 

M^GiL  From  his  boat  ?  was  it  the  Swallow  ? 

Cha.  You  know  you  feiz'd  that  laft  week,  it's 
the  other  boat,  the  Angel. 

McGiL  I'll  have  h«r  and  lading  ! 

Capt.  But  my  dear  Sir,  Jenny 

M<Gil.  ril  have  the  Angel  condemn'd. 

Capt.  My  Angel  condemn'd !  for  what  ? 

M^Gii.  For  running  brandy  and  tobacco. 

[Exit  hajlrly. 

Capt.  The  old  fellow's  mad — ^but  he  muft  pre- 
vent this  marriage— holloa.  Sir  !  Mr. —        [Exit. 

Cha.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  there  goes  my  mafter  to  feize 
his  own  goods  that  I  ftole  out  of  his  ftores,  and 
hid  in  the  rocks,  for  him  to  feek,  whilft  I  run  off 
with  his  daughter. 

Enter  Moggy,  {unperceived) 

I  muft  hafte  and  let  Moggy  out*  {going) 

Mog. 
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Mog.  Dear  Sir,  won't  you  wait  for  company  ? 

Cha.  Moggy  !  how  the  plague  did  you  get 
here  ? 

Mog.  No  matter^  here  I  am,  and  take  me  while 
you  can. 

Cha.  Hey  ?  this  is  doing  things,  ha,  ha,  ha  I 
—Charming  !  Tvc  cut  out  work  for  your  father, 
on  the  oppofitc  fide  of  the  Ifland  ;  fo  TU  run  down 
to  the  ^ier,  and  get  the  boat  ready,  and  off  we 
ikim  like  curlews.  ^Exiu 

Mog.  Make  hafle,  Charley— oh!  oiy  bonny 
Charley.- 


■•■■■• 


AIR.— Moggy. 

My  father's  houfe  is  neat  and  nicf, 
My  little  garden  Paradife, 
My  chamber  deck'd  with  trinkums  fine, 
My  windows  grac'd  with  jeflkmine  j 

I  have  a  black  bird  gay,  r 

Oh  he's  a  pretty  fellow, 
He  whiflles  fweet  and  mellow* 

The  live  long  day- 
My  playful  kid,  for  handfome  pets  IVe  many. 
My  wanton  bounding  frifking  Nanny ; 

Yet  I  love  none  half  ff>  well 

As  Charley's  gift,  my  dear  Fidelle, 

My  little  Fidelle, 

Hafle  gentle  lover,  now  for  you; 

Papa,  kid,  dog,  ancjl  bird,  adieu* 
In  town  1*11  be,  my  glafs  can  tell, 
A  monHrous  flaming  married  belle. 
The  foremoil  in  all  gamefome  bouts. 
At  operas,  plays,  and  balls^  and  routs  n 

AH  in  my  plumage  fine, 
Around  the  imarts  mall  flutter. 
About  me  what  a  clutter 

"  She's  all  divine  *'  '^ 
They  fing,  they  dance,  to  pleafe  me  how  they  caper  1 
WhilH  rivals  challenge^  huff  and  vapour  i 

s  2  As 
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As  birds  all  welcome  here  to  woo, 
For  Charley's  fake  begone  cuckoo ;      . 
I'll  i)e*er  create  my  fpoufey's  ihamc, 
To  finge  my  wings  around  the  flame. 

Eh  !  yon's  a  boat  put  in— here's  fome  of  the 
paflengers  coming— what  a  ftrange  looking  man — 
a  harp !  why,  by  the  defcriprion,  it  muft  be  the 
Parfon  'hat's  expeded  from  Mull,  to  marry  Jenny 
and  Sandy,  (retires) 

Enter  Laird  of  RaSey,  (difguijed)   followed  by  a 
Servant  with  Portmanteau  and  Harp. 

Laird  Ra.  That  dwelling  looks  like  a  publiq^ 
hou'  .  {pointing  to  Sheltys) 

Ser.  It  is.  Sir. 

Luird  Ra.  Then  engage  a  room,  and  leave  my 
baggage  there — -my  great  coat  was  comfortable  on 
the  water,  but  on  land  its  cumbreous.  {takes  it  off 
and  gives  it  to  the  Servant)-^]  will  engviire.for  thofe 
I  want,  and  you  may  refrefli  yourfelf  within. 

[Exit  Servant  into  Sheltfs. 

Here,  pretty  maiden-r— 

Mog.  Sir What  a  civil  Gentleman  !  {ajide) 

Laird  Ra.  Do  yoy  know  one  Sandy  Frazer  ? 

Mog.  Eh,  Sandy 

Laird  Ra.  Whom  I  am  to  marry  to  one  Jenny? 

Mog.  He,  he,  he  !  liOrd,  if  I  cou'd  perfuade 
him  Charley  ar^d  I  are  they ;  may  be  he'd  ttiarry 
us.  (ajide)  Oh  Sir,  dear  Sir,  Reverend  Sir !  you're 
heartily  welcome,  Sir  {curtfying) — —My  Charley 
— I  fay.  Sir,  my  Sandy,  is  jufl:  gone  yonder  to 
the  pier,  to  look  out  for  your,  Sir, , 

Laird  Ra.  Oh,  then  you  arc  Jenny  ?, 

» •  - »         •  *  ■ 

Mog. 
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Mog.  Yes,  Sir— ^I  am  Jenny,  Sir  — — I  hope  he 
won't  find  me  out.  (a/ide) — {Laird  of  Rafey  views 

her  attentivelx  and  with  emotion) I^ord  !  I  be- 

Jieve  he  fulpefts  me — {afide) 

Laird Ra.  llien  it  is  your  wifli  I Ihould  marry 
you  to  Sandy  ? 

Mog.  Yes,  Sir ;  marry  us  as  faft  as  you  can.  Sir 
— -Fm  not  in  a  hurry  to  be  married,  Sir. 

Laird  Ra.  I  fee  you  are  not. 

Mog.  O  no.  Sir,  my  Sandy  wiflies  it,  and  my 
father.  Sir 

Laird  Ra.  I  didn*t  think  you  had  a  father- 


Mog.  True,  Sir — 1 — I  mean  Mr.  M*^Gilpin; 
he  loves  me  as  well  as  he  does  his  own  daugh* 
ter.   Sir. 

Laird  Ra.  Then  he  has  a  daughter  of  his  own. 

Mog.  Oh  yes  Sir,  Moggy — Mifs  Moggy 
M^Gilpin  -a  very  pretty  fort  of  a  body  Til  allure 
you ;  loves  me  dearly,  only  Sir,  Ihe's  given  to 
fib  a  lirtle  now  and  then. 

Laird  Ra.  I  cou'd  wifh  to  fee   Mr.  M*=Gilpin. 

Mog.  Why  Sir,  I — I— •►don't  imagine  you  can 
fee  him  beca.  fe  he's  gone  on  great  bufinefs,  but,  he 
left  his  bed  compliments  for  you.  Sir,  and  re- 
quefts  you'd  perform  the  marriage  as  foon  as  you 
cou'd,  pleafe  your  reverence  (f«r/^^i)  If  Charley 
was  but  here  now,  we  might  put  it  beyond  the 
power  of  father  ever  to  feparate  us.  {ajide)  Oh, 
Sir,  here  comes  my  Sandy— now,  Sir,  you'll — oh 
Heavens !  my  father !  {afide)  Good  bye.  Sir, . 
(going) 

Laird  Ra.  But,  laffy,  flop — — ' 

Mog.  Yes,  Sir,  I'll  ftop — -isrhen  I'm  out  of  yout 
fight.  {Exit  into  Shelty\ 

Laird. 
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Laird  Ra.  A  whimfical  fort  of  young  lady  ! 
Oh,  here  comes  her  Sandy* 

Enter  Charley. 

Cha.  The  boat's  teady,  hey !— .where  has  Ihc 
fcamper*d — Sir —  did  you  fee  a  young  woman ! 

Laird  Ra.  Yes,  your  Jenny  is  gone  into  that 
houfe. 

Cha.  Jenny  !— I  mean 

Laird  Ra.  Then,  my  good  Sandy — I — 

Cha.  Pihaw  !  I'm  not  Sandy — where  the  plague 
can  Moggy  have  run  to. 

Laird  Ra.  Well,  I  thought  flic  meant — biit 
I'll  fee  about  the  marriage,-  tafte  your  ale  and 
wedding  cheer,  and  then  ferry  over  to  Inchken- 
nerh,  where  I  have  three  or  four  more  couple  to 
lack  together.  [Exit. 

Cha.  This  giddy  tit,  to  be  out  of  the  way  now ! 
Her  father !  'lis  well  flie  tuiri>'d  him. 

EnUr  M^GiLPiK,  in  a  rage. 

M^Gil.  Fine  police !  if  ih&  ICing's  Officers  are 
to  be  aflaulted  in  the  execution  of  their  duty  ! 

Cha.  Ha,  ha,  ha  {afide)  Oh,  then^,  Sir,  you've 
beat  old  Croudy  ? 

M^Gil  No,  but  he  has  beat  me  !  I'll  let  the 
ruffian  know,  no  body  fliall  cheat  the  King  in  this 
Ifland,  but  myfelf-~he's  a  poacher  too,  goes 
fowling,  groufing,  and  cocking;  but  I'll  groufe 
^nd  cock  him  !  I'll  (hew  him,  that  in  Col  I  am 
grand  fowler,  prowler,  and  comptroller.  His  foa 
Shelty  have  a  child  of  mine  ! — my  dear  Charley 
take  care  of  Moggy. 

Cha. 
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Cha.  She^s  fafe  Til  anfwcr,  Sin 

MpGIL  Have  you  feen  the  Captain?  Til  give 
Jenny  to  him,  to  fecure  my  preferment  there. 

Cha.  V\\  fet  Mafter  on  another  hunt,  whijft  I 

look  for  Moggy Sir,  have  an  eye  to  Jenny,  the 

Parfon's  come,  and  if  Sandy  gets  a  hint  of  your 
intention  to  give  her  to  the  Captain,  they^l  be 
married  unknown  to  you. 

M^Gil.  Ods  fifh  !  but  where  is  Jenny  ? 

Cha.  This  inftant  gone  into  Shelty's. 

M^GiL  Run  you  in,  boy,  and  fecure  her,  whilft 
%  raife  the  pofley  after  Croudy. 

Cka.  Lordl  Sir,  Jenny  wou'd  never  flay  with  me, 
you'd  bed  in  and  fecure  her  yourlelf,  and  I'll  bring 
the  conftables  for  Croudy.  [Moggy  looks  out  at  the 
door)  Look,  there  ihe  is — after  her.  Sir. 

Mog^  Its  me,  you  fool !  [apart  to  hiniy  and  re* 
tires) 

Cha^  Oh,  the  devil!  its  Moggy,  {a fide) 

M^Gil.  (going)  Stop,  you  Jenny!  I'll  have 
you  ! 

Cha.  Stay  you  Sir — I'll  have  her 

M^GiL  You  !  you  know  flie'd  never  (lay  for 
you — here,  Jenny [J^xit  info  Shelty's. 

Cha.  Sent  the  Wolf  after  my  lamb !  •  I  cou'd 
hang  myfelf !  What,  what  is  to  be  done  ? — Stay, 
as  he'll  find  her  in  Sbelty's,  Til  fwear  it  was  he 
tliat  fiole  hor  out. 

Enter  d^ovDX^croJJing. 

Odfo  !  there's  old  Croudy  gone  into  Sfaelty^s — 1*11 
fetch  the  conftables  upon  him — I  know,  trom  his 
wicked  obftinate  fpirir,  it  will  be  a  devil  of  a 
work  to  take  him ;  axid  io  the  conf ulion  I  ma^  iliU 

get 
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get  Moggy  down  to  the  water-fide — then  weigh 
aachor,  feather  oar,  blow  kind  breezes,  and  adieu 
lo  my  old  matter.  [Exit: 


SCENE  IL 

Ittjide  o/Shelty's  Houfe.-— Laird  RasayV  Coat^ 
Hat,  and  IFig  on  the  Table — A  Harp. 

Enter  Shelty,  with  a  Mug. 

Shil.  Yes,  Sir,  I'm  here,  Sir — ^I'm  there.  Sir — 
coming,  Sir.  (drinks)  Lord,  what  nice  ale  I  do 
fell — Yes  Sirt  my  houfe  is  fo  full — oh,  what  a 
mortal  fine  chance  have  I  to  make  money — but 
father^s  wrangling  with  M^'Gilpin,  will  kick  down 

all ^here  he  comes ;  now  if  he  hasn't  been  in 

foo^e  new  combuftificacions. 

Enter  Crouby.. 

Crou.  Ha  !  (^takes  the  mug  from  Shelty  and  drinks) 
a  fcoundrel!  tell  me  I  rob  the  King!  the  Cuftom- 
boufe  Officer  takes  his  pay  and  fmuggles — and  he's 
a  bad  fervant,  indeed,  that  robs  his  ^natter.  Boy, 
M*GiJpin  wou'd  have  feiz*d  my  boat,  tho^  'twas 
only  laft  week  he  clawM  up  my  other,  {drinks) — 
Loft  my  poor  Swallow  ! 

Shel  {^looking  in  the  mug)  Father,  you  feem 
to  have»  ftill  a  very  good  fw^llow^. 

Crou.  This  tax-man— Oh  !  I'll 

Shel.  Lord,  father!  how  yo\i  do  put  one  out 
of  all  forts !  here's  my  houfe  full — there's  the  Ser- 
jeant has  got  Sandy  and  all  the  lads  at  cards  ^  and 

here's 


THE  HIGHLAND  REEL:  145 

hcref's  Sandy *s  marriage — and  here's  this  new  Par- 
fon  feems  a  wet  cleigy — and  then,  now  your  quar* 
rek  with  M^Gilpin  will  fct  my  houfe  in  an  uproar. 
Crou.  Go  froth  your  ale,  and  Icorc  double  boy, 
—  ^vethrelh•dM•Gilpin• 
lSy&^/.  You  han't? 
Crou.  Tve  bang'd  him,  firrah. 

Enter  Apie. 

jipie.  Oh,  mercy,  Mafter  Croudy !  here's  the 
Conftablcs,  and  M'Gilpin  in  the  houfe  ! 

SheL  Lord,   Lord  !    you'll  be  taken A  pic 

do  you  go  down,  and  let  nobody  come  up  [E^it 
Apie]  Eh  !  this  is  the  luckicft— (y?^/ijg-  the  clothes) 
here  ftep  into  this  great  coat,  hat,  and  wig,  the 
Parfon's  fervant  left  here — no  time  for  thinking- 
do  father  take  a  fool's  advice. 

Crou.  Eh! 

SheL  If  you  are  taken,  to  jail  you  go—do  you 
want  to  make  a  riot  in  my  houfe ;  give  him  a  pre- 
tence to  take  aWay  my  licence  ?  no,  do  things  eafy 
—-here,  quick,  quick,  father !  {he  helps  him  on  with 
a  cloak)  There,  the  devil  a  one  of  them  can  know 
you  now— rU  run  and  get  the  boat  ready— you're 
10  nicely  difguifed,  you  may  eafily  get  to  it — [Exit. 

Crou.  Oh,  you  cowardly  cur !  you're  no  fon  of 
mine— my  cudgel  is  but  a  poor  defence— if  I  had 
only-^-is  that  my  broad  fword  yonder  ?  I  made  a 
prefent  of  it  to  this  pigeon ;  but  he  never  had  fpi- 
rit  to  ufe  it  •  takes  it  from  over  the  chimney  \:  and  fliall 
it  be  faid,  that  a  Highlander  fneakM  out  like  a  pol- 
troon, with  his  broad  fword  in  his  hand  !  no,  no!  no 
difguife  now.  ( flings  off  the  cloak)  All  fair  and  open 
—if  they  take  me,  they  mud  firft  take  this  [draws) 
'twas  once  drawn  in  what  I  then  thought  .a  right 

V01-.  IV.  T  caufc 
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caufe,  but  ready  now  to  defend  -my  King  y  the*  I 
do  run  a  few  anchors  of  brandy  to  quaff  his  healthy 
and  bring  up  my  child^^n^  to^ghc  his  battles.  [Exit., 

Enter  Moggy,  frightened* 

Mog.  Oh,  lud  !  where  (hall  I  hide  from  father  ? 
If  I  cou*d  Hand  behind  the  door,  and  flip  out  as 
he  comes  in ;  but  what  cou'd  bewitch  Charley  to 
fend  him  after  me  ?  If  I  cou*d  but  get  down  to  the 
pier — what's  this  (looks  atulothes,  ^c.)  Ha  \  the 
Parfon*s— I've  a  great  mind  to  try  now  if  \  can*l 
hide  myfelf  in  them-— Ha,  b a,  ha !  on  they  go,, 
{puts  them  on)  and  wig  |oo ! 

M^GiL  {without)  She  is  here. 

Mog.  O,  Lord  there's  father  \)nuffl,es  the  cloak 
round  her)  , 

Shel.  (without)  She  is  not. 

MGil.  {withouty  ?y\xxd\i\  Charley  told  me  flie 
Came  in  juft  now--^- — 

Enter  Subx-TY* 

ShiL  {looks  at  Moggy)    Af,  now  youVe  adled 
like  a  fenfible  man. 
Mog.  Mah !  (afide) 
Shel.  rU  get  you  off. 

M^ilpin  ( without)  I'll  have  the  houfe  fcarch*d— ^. 
Shel  Its  Mr.  M'Gilpin ;  don't  fpeak,  and  \% 

get  you  out. 

Mog.  Thank  ye  {apart) 

SheL  But  pray,  don't  cudgel  him  again  {goes 
t0  tie  deqry  and  r//«r»i,— -Hark  ye,  old  one, 
only  keep  cool;  for  if  it  comes  to  the  worft, 
I've  fome  lad^  drinking  in  the  next  room,  every 
one  owe  Mr.  M^Gilpin  fome  grudge,  and  if  he 
iviJll  aneft  you,  Til  have  'cm  all  on  him  at  ^ 

beck; 
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heck ;  Pll  engage  they'll  cut  your  way  thro*  fifty 

tonftables. 

Mog.  Vvt  a  mind  to  try  a  race  for  it  (ajidi) 
Shel.  Here  comes  the  old  finncr— -^Hulh,  not 

^  word. 

.  Ent^  M'GiLPiN. 

il4^/7.  Where  IS  fhe  ? 

Shel.  (pretending  to  have  hen  in  converfation) 
Oh  yes  Sir,  for  certain :  if  the  infular  circumfe- 
rence cou'd  but  round  about  the  leger-de-main  of 
three  Iquare  canonicals— the  goats-beards  may 
abrogate  our  Caledonian  fyftem  with  longitudinal 
parallel— ramifications— Dr.  Lexicon  told  me  the 
fame  thing. 

M'Gil.  Eh!...What? 

Shel  So  did  Botct- --(not  feeming  to  fee  MXrilpin) 

M^Gil.  Sirrah!  where's  Jenny ? 

SheL  Oh!  how  are  you.  Sir?  {offering  furprize) 

M^GiL  What's  that  to  you  ?  Deliver  up  Jenny—- 

Bbel.  Don't  fpeak,  daddy  {apart  to  Mog^)--^ 
Jenny  !-*-Why  Sil",  you  think  I'm  a  devil  amoi^gft 
the  girls— this  morning  I  was  running  away  with 
Mc^y*— ^now  it's  Mr,  Shelty,  Sir,  you've  been 
kiffing  Jenny !— .— 

M(Gii.  Sirrah  \  where*s  the  knave,  your  father? 

SheL  My  father  is — a — ^oh — 1  dare  fay  he  is— ^ 

M^Gil.  Where? 

Shel:  I  fuppofe  fo —  {Shelty  ftands  between  Mog. 
and  McGilpin) 

jMpGH.  What  are  you  humming  me,  you  impu- 
dent rafcal. 

SheL  Keep  quiet,  father,  {apart  to  Mog.) 

M^GiL  But  I'll  have  the  old  rogue  ! 

SheL  Keep  your  temper.  Sir.  [apart  io  Mog») 

T    2 

Mog^ 
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Mog,  How  comes  this  miftake  of  Shclty's  ?  but 
ril  give  into  it,  if  it  brings  me  off.  (ajide) 

M^Gil.  What  old  fellow's  that  ?  (/(?  Mog.^ 

Shel.  Over  the  chimney?      Oh,    that's  Lord 
Lovctt. 

M^Gil  Over  the  chimney  !  no,  that. 
.  Shel.  Yes,  poor  Simon  Frazer.  {looking  towards 
d  prints  pafted  over  the  chimney) 

A^Gil  Simon  Frazer !  I  mean  that —  {to  Mog.) 

Sel.  Oh !  againft  the  cupboard  ?  Jenny  Ca- 
meron* 

MGiL  The  cupboard  !  no 1  mean  he,  that 

ftands  there,  next  to  a  faucy  knave. 

SheL  That  ftands  next  an  old  crazy  knave.  Sir— 

(goes  over  and  Jlands  clofe  by  M^Gil.) that's 

me,  Sir. 

M^Gil.  Get  along,   you  audacious 1  mean 

that,  that  fellow !  (looking  at  Mog.) 

Shel  Fellow  1  this  ?  Oh,  Sir,  this  Gentleman 
is  the  Welch  Parfon  from  Raafey, 

MGil.  'Od,  I  beg  his  pardon-— How  do  you 

do,  Doftor  ? Oh,'  true,  you're  come  to  marry 

Sandy  and  Jenny — ah !  that's  all  up  !  ha,  ha,  ha  1 
I  fee  you've  brought  your  harp — I'm  glad  o'that 
—Sandy  told  me  how  finely  you  touch'd  it — a  fa- 
vourite inftrument  of  mine,  'caufc  my  daughter 
Moggy  plays  it ;  and  fwcetly  my  child  does  tunc 
it  too ;  though  I  have  her  now  lock'd  up  at  home. 

Mog.  I'm  now  lock'd  up  at  home  !  Ha,  ha, 
ha!  (aJide) 

Al^Gil.  It's  all  along  of  you,  you  curfed  tapfter! 
*tis  you  that  has  drawn  her  from  her  duty, 

Shel.  Hey  I  don*t  abufe  me,  Sir. 

M^GiL  Dodor,  I  Ihou'd  like  to  hear  the  harp 
tickled  in  the  genuine  Welch  ftrain  i  pray.  Sir,  fa- 
vor me  with  a  tune  ?  SM. 
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Shel.  Yes — now  my  father  muft  be  found  out ; 
he  cou*d  as  foon  carry  a  houfe  as  play  a  harp. 
(ajde) 

M^GiL  Now,  come  Sir.  (places  the  harp  hefort 

Shel.  Don't  fpeak  to  him,  Sir« 

McGil.   Hold   vour  tongue  you   bufy yoii 

envious  cur !  3'ou*rc  afraid  that  his  fwect  harp  will 
put  your  barbarous  pipes  out  of  favour.— Dear 
Dodlor,  play — 

Shel.  Father,  you  muft  play  up  with  your 
cudgel. 

M^Gil  Charm  my  ears. 

Shel.  Yes ;  heMl  be^foon  about  your  ears  !  {afide) 

McGil.  Sir,  we  are  all  attention.  . 

Shel.  Throw  it  by,  and  fight  your  way  out* 
(^apart  to  Moggy,  who  prepares  to  play) 

M^GiL  Silence,  puppy— -not  a  breath. — (places 
bimfelf  in  a  liftenlng  attitude — Shelty  feems  uneajy: 
"^Moggy  plays  with  much  tafie  and  execution) 

McGil.  Charming ! 

Shel.  He  has  been  my  father  thefe  fix  and  twenty 
years,  and  I  never  knew  he  cou'd  play  the  harp 
before!  (afide) 

MGil.  Fine  indeed  Doftor !  but  not  quite 
tfcat  angelic  Cecilian  fublimity,  that  certain  fweet 
feminine  delicacy  of  my^ daughter's  touch. — You 
are  the  caufc  of  my  child's  prefent  diftreffes,  you 
mifcreant ! — but  I'll  revenge  all  upon  the  rogue 
your  father^ 

Shel.  Father,  you  fee  you  muft  fight  your  way. 
{apart.) 

MGiL  Oh  !  here  Charley  has  brought  the  con- 
ftables. 

Enter 
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Mog,  How  conies  this  miftake  of  Shclty's  ?  but 
ril  give  into  it,  if  it  brings  me  off.  (ajtde) 

M^Gil.  What  old  fellow's  that  ?  (/(?  Mog.^ 

Sbel.  Over  the  chimney?      Oh,    that's  Lord 
Lovctt. 

M^GiU  Over  the  chimney  !  no,  that. 
.  Sbel.  Yes,  poor  Simon  Frazer.  {looking  towards 
4  prints  pafted  over  the  chimney) 

A^Gil  Simon  Frazer !  I  mean  that—  {to  Mog.) 

Sel.  Oh !    againft  the  cupboard  ?     Jenny  Ca- 
meron. 

MGil  The  cupboard  !  no — -I  mean  he,  that 
ftands  there,  next  to  a  fancy  knave. 

SbeU  That  ftands  next  an  old  crazy  knave.  Sir— 

(goes  over  and  fiands  clofe  by  M^Gil.) that's 

me,  Sir. 

M^Gil.  Get  along,   you  audacious 1  mean 

that,  that  fellow !  {looking  at  Mog.) 

SheL  Fellow  1  this  ?  Oh,  Sir,  this  Gentleman 
is  the  Welch  Parfon  from  Raafey, 

MGiL  'Od,  I  beg  his  pardon-— How  do  you 

do,  Doftor  ? Oh,'  true,  youVe  come  to  marry 

Sandy  and  Jenpy — ah !  that*s  all  up  !  ha,  ha,  ha  1 
I  fee  you've  brought  your  harp — Fm  glad  o*that 
—Sandy  told  me  how  finely  you  touch'd  it — a  fa- 
vourite inftrument  of  mine,  'caufc  my  daughter 
Moggy  plays  it ;  and  fweetly  my  child  does  tunc 
it  too ;  though  I  have  her  now  locked  up  at  home. 

Mog.  Vm  now  lock'd  up  at  home  !  Ha,  ha, 
ha!  (ajide) 

Al^Gil.  It's  all  along  of  you,  you  curfed  tapfter! 
*tis  you  that  has  drawn  her  from  her  duty. 

Shel.  Hey  !  don't  abufe  me,  Sir. 

M^GiL  DoAor,  I  Ihou'd  like  to  hear  the  harp 
tickled  in  the  genuine  Welch  ftrain  j  pray.  Sir,  fa- 
vor  me  with  a  tune  ?  ShH. 
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Shel.  Yes — now  ray  father  muft  be  found  out ; 
he  cou'd  as  foon  carry  a  houfe  as  play  a  harp. 

M^GiL  Now,  come  Sir.  (places  the  harp  before 

Shel.  Don*t  fpeak  to  him,  Sir« 

AlcGiL    Hold   vour  tongue  you   bufy you 

envious  cur  !  you're  afraid  that  his  fweet  harp  will 
put  your  barbarous  pipes  out  of  favour.— Dear 
Doftor,  play — 

Shel.  Father,  you  muft  play  up  with  your 
cudgel. 

M^Gil  Charm  my  ears. 

Shel.  Yes ;  heMl  be^oon  about  your  ears  !  {afide) 

McGil.  Sir,  we  are  all  attention.  . 

Shel.  Throw  it  by,  and  fight  your  way  out* 
(apart  to  Moggy ^  who  prepares  to  play) 

M^Gil.  Silence,  puppy— not  a  breath. — {places 
himfelf  in  a  lifienlng  attitude — Shelly  feems  uneafyi 
"— Moggy  plays  with  much  tafte  and  execution) 

McGil.  Charming ! 

SbeL  He  has  been  my  father  thefe  fix  and  twenty 
years,  and  I  never  knew  he  cou'd  play  the  harp 
before!  (afide) 

MGil.  Fine  indeed  Doftor !  but  not  quite 
that  angelic  Cecilian  fublimity,  that  certain  fweet 
feminine  delicacy  of  my^ daughter's  touch. — Yoii 
arc  the  caufc  of  my  child's  prefent  diftreffes,  you 
mifcreant ! — but  I'll  revenge  all  upon  the  rogue 
your  father^ 

Shel.  Father,  you  fee  you  muft  fight  your  way. 
{apart.) 

M^Gil.  Oh  !  here  Charley  has  brought  the  con- 
ilables. 

Enter 
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Mog,  How  comes  this  miftake  of  Shclty's  ?  but 
ril  give  into  it,  if  it  brings  me  off.  (afidt) 

M^Gil.  What  old  fellow's  that  ?  (/(?  Mog.) 

Sbel.  Over  the  chimney?      Oh,    that's  Lord 
Lovctt. 

McGiL  Over  the  chimney  !  no,  that. 
.  Sbel.  Yes,  poor  Simon  Frazer.  {looking  towards 
4  print y  fafied  over  the  chimmy) 

A^Gil  Simon  Frazer !  I  mean  that—  {to  Mog.) 

Sel.  Oh!  againft  the  cupboard?  Jenny  Ca- 
meron. 

MGil  The  cupboard  !  no 1  mean  he,  that 

ftands  there,  next  to  a  faucy  knave. 

SheL  That  ftands  next  an  old  crazy  knave.  Sir— 

*  (goes  over  and  fiands  clofe  by  M^Gil.) that's 

me,  Sir. 

M^Gil.  Get  along,   you  audacious 1  mean 

that,  that  fellow !  (looking  at  MogJ) 

SheL  Fellow  I  this  ?  Oh,  Sir,  this  Gentleman 
is  the  Welch  Parfon  from  Raafey. 

MGH.  'Od,  I  beg  his  pardon-— How  do  you 

do,  Doftor  ? Oh,'  true,  you're  come  to  marry 

Sandy  and  Jenpy — ah !  that's  all  up  !  ha,  ha,  ha! 
I  fee  you've  brought  your  harp — I'm  glad  o'that 
—Sandy  told  me  how  finely  you  touch'd  it — a  fa- 
vourite inftrument  of  mine,  'caufe  my  daughter 
Moggy  plays  it ;  and  fweetly  my  child  does  tunc 
it  too ;  though  I  have  her  now  lock'd  up  at  home. 

Mog.  I'm  now  lock'd  up  at  home  !  Ha,  ha, 
ha!  (ajide) 

AWil.  It's  all  along  of  you,  you  curfed  tapfter! 
*tis  you  that  has  drawn  her  from  her  duty, 

Shel.  Hey  I  don*t  abufe  me,  Sir. 

M^Gil.  Dodor,  I  Ihou'd  like  to  hear  the  harp 
tickled  in  the  genuine  Welch  ftrain  j  pray,  Sir,  fa- 
vor me  with  a  tune  ?  ShL 
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SbeL  Yes — now  ray  father  muft  be  found  out ; 
he  cou*d  as  foon  carry  a  houfe  as  play  a  harp. 

M^Gil.  Now,  come  Sir.  (places  the  barp  before 

Shel.  Don't  fpeak  to  him,  Sin 

McGil.   Hold   vour  tongue   you   bufy you 

envious  cur  !  3'ou*re  afraid  that  his  fweet  harp  will 
put  your  barbarous  pipes  out  of  favour.— Dear 
Doftor,  play — 

Shel.  Father,  you  muft  play  up  with  your 
cudgel. 

M^Gil  Charm  my  ears. 

Shel.  Yes ;  heMl  be^foon  about  your  ears  !  {afide) 

McGil.  Sir,  we  are  all  attention.  . 

Shel.  Throw  it  by,  and  fight  your  way  out* 
(apart  to  Moggy ^  who  prepares  to  play) 

M^GiL  Silence,  puppy— -not  a  breath. — {places 
bimfelf  in  a  liftenmg  attitude — Shelty  feems  uneajy: 
"^Moggy  plays  with  much  tafte  and  execution) 

McGtL  Charming ! 

SbeL  He  has  been  my  father  thefe  fix  and  twenty 
years,  and  I  never  knew  he  cou'd  play  the  harp 
before  1  (ajide) 

M^GiL  Fine  indeed  Doftor !  but  not  quite 
that  angelic  Cecilian  fublimity,  that  certain  fweet 
feminine  delicacy  of  my" daughter's  touch. — You 
are  the  caufe  of  my  child's  prefent  diftreffes,  you 
mifcreant ! — but  I'll  revenge  all  upon  the  rogue 
your  father^ 

SbeL  Father,  you  fee  you  muft  fight  your  way. 
{apart.) 

MGil.  Oh  !  here  Charley  has  brought  the  con- 
ilablcs. 

Enter 
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Mog,  How  comes  this  mlftake  of  Shelty's  ?  but 
ril  give  into  it,  if  it  brings  me  off.  (ajide) 

M^Gil  What  old  fellow's  that  ?  {to  Mog.^ 

Shel.  Over  the  chimney?      Oh,    that's   Lord 
Lovctt. 

M^GiU  Over  the  chimnev  !  no,  that. 
.  SheL  Yes,  poor  Simon  Frazer.  (looking  towards 
d  prints  pajled  over  the  chimney) 

A^Gil  Simon  Frazer !  I  mean  that—  {to  Mog.) 

Sel.  Oh !    againft  the  cupboard  ?     Jenny  Ca- 
meron. 

McQil.  The  cupboard  !  no — -I  mean  he,  that 
ftands  there,  next  to  a  faucy  knave, 

SheL  That  ftands  next  an  old  crazy  knave^  Sir— 

(goes  over  and  Jlands  clofe  by  M^Gil.) that's 

me,  Sir. 

M^GiL  Get  along,   you  audacious 1  mean 

that,  that  fellow !  (looking  at  Mog.) 

SheL  Fellow  1  this  ?  Oh,  Sir,  this  Gentleman 
is  the  Welch  Parfon  from  Raafey. 

M^Gil.  'Od,  I  beg  his  pardon-— How  do  you 

do,  Dbftor  ? Oh,'  true,  you're  come  to  marry 

Sandy  and  Jen^iy — ah  !  that's  all  up  !  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
I  fee  you've  brought  your  harp — I'm  glad  o'that 
—Sandy  told  me  how  finely  you  touch'd  it — a  fa- 
vourite inftrument  of  mine,  'caufe  my  daughter 
Moggy  plays  it ;  and  fweetly  my  child  does  tunc 
it  too  ;  though  I  have  her  now  lock'd  up  at  home. 

Mog.  I'm  now  lock'd  up  at  home  !  Ha,  ha, 
ha!  {aJide) 

AIcGiL  It's  all  along  of  you,  you  curfed  tapfter! 
*tis  you  that  has  drawn  her  from  her  duty, 

SheL  Hey  I  don*t  abufe  me,  Sir. 

M^GiL  DoAor,  I  Ihou'd  like  to  hear  the  harp 
tickled  in  the  genuine  Welch  ftrain  ^  pray.  Sir,  fa- 
vor me  with  a  tune  ?  SM. 
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Shel.  Yes — now  ray  father  muft  be  found  out ; 
he  cou'd  as  foon  carry  a  houfe  as  play  a  harp. 
{ajde) 

M^GiL  Now,  come  Sir.  (places  the  harp  before 
Moggy) 

Shel.  Don't  fpeak  to  him.  Sin 

jMcGU.    Hold   vour  tongue  you   bufy you 

envious  cur  !  3'ou*re  afraid  that  his  fweet  harp  will 
put  your  barbarous  pipes  out  of  favour.— Dear 
Doftor,  play — 

S&el.  Father,  you  muft  play  up  with  your 
cudgel. 

MpGH  Charm  my  ears. 

Shel.  Yes ;  heMl  be^foon  about  your  ears  !  {afide) 

McGil.  Sir,  we  are  all  attention.  . 

Shel.  Throw  it  by,  and  fight  your  way  out* 
{apart  to  Moggy  y  who  prepares  to  play) 

M^GiL  Silence,  puppy— -not  a  breath. — (places 
him/elf  in  a  liftenhg  attitude — Shelty  feems  uneajy: 
'^Moggy  plays  with  much  tajle  and  execution) 

McGil.  Charming ! 

Shel.  He  has  been  my  father  thefe  fix  and  twenty 
years,  and  I  never  knew  he  cou'd  play  the  harp 
before!  (afide) 

MGil.  Fine  indeed  Doftor!  but  not  quite 
that  angelic  Cecilian  fublimity,  that  certain  fweet 
feminine  delicacy  of  my^ daughter's  touch. — You 
are  the  caufc  of  my  child's  prefent  diftreffes,  you 
mifcreant ! — but  I'll  revenge  all  upon  the  rogue 
your  father^ 

Shel.  Father,  you  fee  you  muft  fight  your  way. 
{apart.) 

MGil.  Oh  !  here  Charley  has  brought  the  con- 
*ablcs. 

Enter 
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Enter  CharleV  and  Constables* 

Cha.  Sir,  I  faw  Croudy  enter  here.  If  I  cou'di 
raife  a  purfuit,  1  m^y  find^  and  take  Moggy  ofil 
iajide) 

M^Gil.  There  Charley,  you  Ihevr  the  Dodor 
here  (pointing  to  Moggy)  to  my  houfej  whilft  th0 
conftables  and  I  fearch  this,  for  Croudy^ 

Shel.  i^apart  to  Charley)  Do  Charley,  take  the 
Dodor— it's  my  father — get  him  off.     {apart) 

Cha.  What !  I  help  the  efcape  of  Imugglers  !. 
Sir,  {to  M^Gilpin)  that^sCroudy,  in  difguite. 

Mog.  It's  me,  you  blockhead!  (apart  to  Cha.) 

Cha.  Moggy  again  I  {afide)  ay,  come  alon'g^ 
Doftor.  \jakei  Moggy^s  arm  under  his,  and  is  going) 

M^il.  Stop  t  Dodor !  didn't  you  fay  'twas 
Croudy,  'tis  too— I  fee  the  gleam  of  his  wall  eye* 
Conftable,  lay  hold  of  him. 

SheL  Keep  off— I'll  defend  my  father  with  my 
life !  {brandijhes  a  iudgel  andjlands  before  Mog.) 

Conjl,  Surrender. 

Shel.  Nay  then — Lads !  (whijlles) 

Enter  feveralHiGKLAHD  Peasants  {armed)^ 

Down  with  the  Cuflora-houfe  Officer!    or  he'll 
fcize  all  your  boats. 

Mog.  Oh  1  they'll  murder  my  father!  Heavens! 

Coiyl.  Keep  the  peace. 

Shel.  No.  (Jlourijhing  his  cudgel) 

Conjt.  No  !  Then  here's  no  bufinefs  for  a  peace* 
officer.  [Exit. 

SheL  Father,  when  they  knock  him  down,  you 
make  off.  (apart  to  Mog.)  Down  with  M*Gilpia 
- — Hurraw  !  Lads  ! 

jilL 
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All.  Hurra !  {as  tb$y  raife  thtir  weapom  to 
Jlrike  M^ Gilpin — Moggy  fuddenfy  Jlings  off  her  dif^ 
guife^  and  throws  herfelf  on  her  knees  between  them) 

Mog.  Olu  iave  my  fatlier ! 

M^Gil.  My  daughter  ! 

Shel.  This  my  daddy  ? 

M^Gil.  My  dear  child  ! 

Cha.  I've  done  this  well,  {afide) 

MGiL  Before  I  lock*d,  but  now  FU  double 
lock  you. 

Mog.  Don't  put  me  again  in  Charley's  care. 

M^Gil.  No,  ril  take  care  of  you  myfclf,  mf 
dutiful,  afFeftionate — — ^but,  you  jade,  who  got 
jou  out } 

Mog.  Who,  but  my  dear  Shelty ! 

Shel.  I!  Me? 

M^GiL  Aye,  thefe  were  all  your  lies your 

Simon  Frazer's  and  Jenny  Cameron's  againft  the 
cupboard  { 

Shel.  But,  wher^  the  devil  can  old  Croudy  be?. 
Eh!  as  I  found  Mifs  Moggy  Under  a  gteat  coat, 
perhaps  I  may  find  my  daddy  under  a  petticoat, 

M^Gil.  However,  Moggy  tor  your  concern  fur 
Bie,juft  now,  you  (hall  fee  me  reward  defert, and— 

Enter  Jenny  a^d  Sandy* 

Give  Jenny  to * 

San.  Good  Sir    ■ 

Enter  CAPrAt^DASH, 

l/tG'tl.  To  Captain  Da(h.  {Hands  her  in  him) 
Capt.  Sir,  you  ftiall  be  a  great  man  upon  my 
^tonour. 
San.  Sir,  have  not  I  your  promifc  ? 

MQiK 
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M^Gil.  Eb !  I  believe  Tm  a  great  man  already, 
for  I  toially  forget  my  pcomifc. 

San.  But,  Sir,  I  hold  you  to  it,  and  with 
my  life  THjuftify  my  preteniions  here,  (^takes 
her  hand) 

Jen.  Nay,  Sandy^ 

Capt.  Hark'ee,  young  bull  calf,  if  youVe  a 
life  to  fpare,  in  my  regiment,  it  may  ferve  your 
King  and  country. 

San.  Sir,  the  officer  that  could  difgracc  his  pro- 
feffion,  by  injuring  the  individual,  will  prove  but 
a'poor  protedlor  to  his  country,  and  is  unworthy 
the  favour  of  his  King.    . 

Capt.  A  fpirited  fort  of  a  fcoundrel  this  ! — Old 
one,  I  muft  have  him.  {apart  to  M^Gil) 
.  M^GiL  You  (ball  (apart)  Sandy— remember 
my  agency — tho* — I  fay,  Sandy,  upon  recollec- 
tion, I  can't  aflign  over  a  leafe  of  the  farm  I 
promised  you,  unlefs  you  immediately  pay  me 
down  a  fine  of  50K 

San.  You  know  'tis  impoffiUe  for  me  to  raife 
fuch  a  fum 

McGil.  I  do.  (ajde)  Oh,  Lord !  can't  yoy  ?  I'm 
lb  forry — ^but  you  muft  quit  ihe  premifes, 

San.  No  indulgence— -no  confideration  fof  the 
fervices  I  have  render'd  the  eftate  ! 

M^Gil.  Indulgence  !  Sandy  ! 1  thought  you 

were  as  honeft  as — as  myfelf ;  but  now  I  fee  youM 
have  me  turn  an  unfaithful  Steward.  • 

San.  You're  a  wretch  1  a  mean  petty  tyrant !  and 
may  every  unfaithful  fervant,  who,  like  you, 
ufes  his  delegated  power  to  opprefs  the  j>oor,  and 
bring  curfes  on  the  name  of  a  worthy  matter,  meet 

the   villain's  reward ihame  and  puniihmen^! 

{Exit. 
M^GiL 
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M^GIL  Damme,    you  go  on  the  forlorn  hope 
for  this  I  Captain,  you  ihall  have  him. 

yen.  After  all  his  labour  and  toil  to  improve  the 
country,  is  my  love  to  be  driven  thus  out  of  it  ? 

MgGil..  Come  home,  you  huflcy.      {to  Moggy) 

Mog.  Ah,  do,  father,  do  lock  me  up,  but  don't 
be  fo  cruel  to  poor  Jennys 

McGiL  What  are  locks  and  brick  walls  againft 
fuch  an  Algerine  family  as  Shelty's?  Even  the 
old  water  thief  his  father  wouM  rob  a  Bilhop  of 
his  butter  boats ! 

[Exeunt  McGil  Capt.  and  Moggy. 

Jen.  And  this  is  the  completion  of  my  happinefs  I 

AIR.-^Jenny. 

The  bleak  wind  whiftlcs  o*cr  the  mainj 

The  feaman  trolls  his  jovial  fong, 
He'll  fee  his  faithful  maid  again. 

And  blithe  his  tall  (hip  rolls  along. 

From  the  mail  head  the  cliflf  he  fpies, 

His  joys  in  pleaiing  hopes  expand, 
The  tcmpcft  roars,  the  billows  rife, 

In  vain  he  tacks  to  make  the  land. 


Relentlefs  breakers  guard  the  coaft. 
His  hope,  his  ftiip»  himfelf  is  loft. 


[Exit. 


SCENE  III. 

Another  Room  in  Shelty's. 
Enter  Laird  of  Col,  and  Servant. 
Laird  Col.  Only  enquire  if  Mr.  M^Gilpin  is  at 

home  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  my  Laird,  [Exit. 

Laird  Col.  1  find   my   arrival   is   totally  unex- 
peded— The  moment  I  fct  my  foot  on  my  little 

VOL.  IV.  xr  •  territory 
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territory  here,  I  found  my  heart  glow  with  all  the 
pride  of  an  ancient  Scottifti  Chieftain !  but  no 
Tefped — no  one  to  welcome  me — ^no  attendance — 
Who's  there  ?     (with  authority) 

Enter  Shelty. 

Shel.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  there  he  has  takeij '  Moggy 
home. 

Laird  Col.  Do  you  belong  to  the  houfe  ? 

Shel.  No,  but  the  houfe  belongs  to  me — what 
d'ye  want  ? 

Laird  Col.  Manners ! 

Shel.  I  thought  fo,'by  your  making  fuch  a 
noife — D"ye  want  any  ale  ? 

Laird  Col.  Do  you  know  who  you  talk  to  ? 

Shel.  Yes— who  are  you  ?  Oh,  one  of  my  fa- 
ther's fmuggling  cuftomers,  {afide)  You're  a  ped* 
lar 

Lait^d  Col.  How  ? 

Shel.  I  afk  pardon,  I  did'nt  fee  your  laced  waift- 
co^t — you're  the  puppet-lhew  man  come  to  Sandy's 
wedding? 

Laird  Col.  Sirrah ! 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Yes,  Mr.  M'Gilpin  is  op  the  Ifland,  your 
honour.  / 

She!.  Honor  !  {looks  attentively  at  the  Laird) 

Laird  Col.  Inform  him  his  Laird  is  here — and 
that  I  command  his  immediate  attendance. 

Ser.  I  Ihall,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Shel.  This  Laird  Donald  ?    Oh  dear! 

\^Exit  cautioujly. 

Enter  Laird  ^R  aasey. 

Laird  Ra.  (on  entering)  Only  order  my  bill. 
Laird  Col.  The  Laird  of  Raafey !  Why,  my  good 

friend. 
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friend,  what  brings  you'^to  Col?    and  your   ap* 
pearancp,     (Jurveying  his  drefs) 

Laird  Ra.  Huib,  my  dear  Donald  ?  I  z%  licclc 
cxpcfted  to  have  met  with  you  here. 

Laird  Col.  But  how !  what  ? 

Laird  Ra.  You  may  remember  my  lifter  Evelyn 
making  a  liolen  match  with  young  Cameron ;  the 
lad  went  for  England  to  acquire  wealth,  the  only 
qualification  he  wanted;  and  my  iifter,  poor  thing ! 
to  avoid  my  father's  anger  repairing  here  to  Col, 
died  in  child-birth,  leaving  a  daughter,  of  whom 
I  am  now  in  fearch. 

Laird  Col.  But  yovir  canonicals !  (^to  his  drefs) 

Laird  Ra.  Why,  Sir,  meeting  on  the  road  an  old 
domeftic  of  mine,  who  is  now  in  the  fervice  of  a 
Parfon  Owen  engaged  to  wed  a  couple  here,  I  pre- 
vailed on  him,  for  a  little  caih,  to  aflSft  me  in  a  plan, 
that  on  the  inftant  I  conceived,  to  perfonatc  his 
mafter,  he  lent  me  thefe  clothes,  for  1  thought,  in  a 
feign'd  charader,  if  I  cou*d  difcover  my  niece,  I 
might  unknown  myfelf,  have  come  to  her  real 
difpofition :  If  capable  of  pollfh,  I'd  have  fnatch*d 
her  from  obfcurity— but  I  find  fuch  a-r — r- 

Laird  Col.  Oh,  then  you  have  found  her. 

Laird  Ha.  Oh,  yes  ;  but  my  niece,  Mifs  Jenny, ' 
as  they  call  her,  may  make  a  good  fs^rmer's  wife, 
and  in  a  yoiing  fellow,  one  Sandy,  from  his  cha~ 
rafter,  (he's  likely  to  have  a  moft  excellent  huf« 
hand — Ha,  ha,  ha !  fuppofing  me  the  Parfon,  juft 
now,  fhe  wou*d  have  had  me  marry  her  to  him  1  Ay, 
fhe  may  grace  a  dairy,  and  may  thus  be  much  hap- 
pier than  bringing  her  into  a  fphcrc  her  ruttic  edu- 
cation has  rendered  her  unfit  for ;  I  Ihail  give  the 
Jad  fome  caih  with  her ;  but  I  fhan*c  difcover  my- 
felf—And  now  for  your  affair »      >■ 

V  z  Lair 4 
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Laird  Col,  I  lately  made  this  Ifland  over  to  my  fcn 
Robert — I  parted  with  him  laft  in  London  ;  he  had 
then  but  juft  returned  from  Hampihire,  and  the 
Ihooting  feafon  approaching,  he  told  me  he'd  fco 
what  game  my  new  gift  afforded ;  but  I  don't 
know  how — I  can  hear  nothing  of  the  boy — Fif- 
teen years  fince  I've  been  here,  fo,  during  recefs  of 
Parliament,  I've  taken  atrip,  to  fee  if  Bob  has 
made  any  improvements,  for  his  HampQiire  jo\xt^ 
ney  made  him  alkilful  farmer,  I  affure  you;— 
befides,  I  was  anxious  to  know  how  M'Gilpin^ 
my  Steward,  has  gone  on  :  but  I  hear  nothing  but 
complaints  of  him,  and  yet  the  Ifland.  wears  A 
feriiie  look. 

Laird  Ra.  Like  me,  you  fliouM  have  come  incog, 
then  you*d  have  feen  the  true  face  of  things. 

Laird  Col  Ay,  Sir,    but  no  hiding  the  native 
dignity  of  a  McDonald. 

Enter  S h  e l t y  {very  fubmi lively.) 

SheU  My  Laird,  forgive  me  taking  you  for  a 
pedlar,  [bows  hw) 

Laird  Ra.  "  The  dignified  M'Donald  taken  for 
a  pedlar!" 

SheU  Pardon   me.    Sir,   for  taking  you  for  a 
flicwman  !   {^bows  low) 

Laird  Col.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  well,    Sir,    I  ihair  cx- 
cufc  your  apologies— ^now  for  honeft  M'Gilpin-^ 

SbeL  Yes,  my  Laird,  he's  as  worthy  a  man-^ 

Laird  Col.  Wonhv  !  I  heard-^- 

Shel   All  truth — he's  as  great  a  rogue  as  ever 
flood  in  the  piAure  frame. 

Laird  Col.  Well,  let  the  gentlenien  of  the  Ifland 
attend  me — — ^ 

Shel  Gentlemen !  Yes,  we  will  all  attend  your 
Lordftiip.     {bows) 

Laird 
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Laird  Col.  And  let  every  one  that  has  any  charge 
againft   M^^Gilpia   appear— If  well  grounded,    I 
ftall  fee  him  punilhed — My  Laird,  (to  Laird  of 
Raafey)  [^Exeunt  Lairds. 

SheL  {aping  the  Laird  of  Col.)  I  fhall  lee  him  pu- 
nilhed !  hem!  a  fine  thing  to  be  a  great  man— call 
the  gentlemen  to  attend  me  {rnimicking)  If  I  was 
a  Lord,  what  a  deal  of  good  Pd  do  to— myielf-;- 
rd,  if— that  is  fuppofing  I  was  a  very  great  man 
indeed— I'd  be  the  patron  of  genius  and  talents, 
rd  reward  the— ftone-eater — I'd  attend  all  forts  of 
elegant — cock-fights,  to  fhew  my  good  nature,  and 
to  Ihew  my  courage — I'd  go  to  the  moft  fcicntifical 
academies  for — boxing — and  then  there's  your  con- 
certs, public  and  private,  where  fome  great  Lords 
play  the- violin  ;  fo,  amongft  thofe  famous  quality 
hautboys,  who  knows  how  far  my  chaunter  might 
be  efteemed  in  polite  harmonifications  ! 

AIR.— Shelty. 

Boys,  when  I  play,  cry  oh  crimini, 
Shelty *s  chaunter  fqueaker  imini; 
In  love-tunes  Pm  fo  emphatical, 
Fingers  fhaking  quiveratical ; 

With  agility,^ 

Grace,  gentility, 

Girls  (hake  heel  and  toe, 

Pipes  I  tickle  fo ; 

My  jiggs  fill  a  pate, 

Titllatc,  pretty  mate. 
My  hops,  love,  mirth,  young  blood  circulate* 

• 
Oh,  my  chaunter  founds  fo  prettily, 
Sweeter  far  than  pipes  from  Italy; 
Crois  the  Tweed  I'll  bring  my  tweedledum. 
Striking  foreign  flute  and  fiddle  dumb;     - 

Modern  Rizzio's  fo, 

Pleafe  ma'ams  miiTes  fo»  ^ 

Peers' 
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Peers  can  merry  ibuip, 
A6t  plays  very  rum, 
I'll  puff  at  fquarc  Hanover, 
Can  over,  man  over, ' 
AUthepuny  pipes  from  Italy. 

Tm  in  talk  a  p>edant  muficaly 
In  fine  terms  I  lug  iptruficaly 
Slap  Bavura's  alt,  the  raee  about, 
Hayden,  Mara,  opera,  uage  about ;  ~ 
Oratorios, 
Cramers  Flbrios ; 
Things  at  jubilee. 
Neither  he  nor  lhe» 
Die  at  Syren's  note, 
Tiny  throat,  petticoat,^ 
TUs  is  amateur  high  mufical. 


[E 
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ACT    III. 


SCENE   L 

The  Country. 
Enter  Sandy  and  Jenny. 

Jenny. 

M  Y  dear  Sandy  don't  grieve  i  why  fhould  ill 
fortune  difturb  our  tranquility,  unlefs  it  cou'd 
kffen  our  aflPeftion. 

San.    M'Gilpin's  delign  of  giving  you  to  the 
Captain  diftradts  me. 

Jen.  But  he  (hall  not ;.  my  obligations  to  him 

are  great,  yet  this  tyrannic  attempt  to  fetter  my 

inclinations,  and  afufpicion  that  his  motives  are 

not  quite  difinterefted,  have  fomewhat  abated  my 

debt  of  gratitude. 

San.  And  here  won't  let  nie  continue  in  my 
farm,  without  this  fine  of  fifty  pounds,  fo  I  muft 
give  it  up ;  but  he  laid  it  on  to  ruin  me. 

Jen.  Well,  ^and  even  fo,  are  there  not  other 
farms,  or  no  farm,  cou'd  you  not  be  happy  with 
your  poor  Jenny  ? 

San.  My  fource  of  happraefs !  when  mii>e,  I 
Ihall  efteem  you  as  a  friend,  refpedt  you  as  a  wo- 
man, and  adore  you  as  an  angel — be  for  ever  grate- 
ful 
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ful  for  your  hoEforing  me  with  your  choice,  bcFofe 

fo  many  more  worthy- I'll  cherifti  you  in  my 

heart — love  you  till  death — ^rtd  proteft  you  with 
my  life.     ^ 

Jen.  When  you  are  my  hufband — if  you  can 
have  faults,  to  me  they  (hall  feem  failings,  but 

your   virtues    I  fhall    efteem   perfedions I'll 

advife  you  with  candour,  obey  you  with  cheer- 
fulnefs,  make  your  home  the  feat  of  comfort ;  yet, 
if  you  ever  Ihould  quit  your  door  with  a  frown, 
my  fmile  of  welcome  Ihould  meet  ypu  at  the 
threfhold  ! 

^an.  My  fwect  Jenny  1  this  Captain  !— I  cannot 
think  of  refigning  you  to  him  ;  but  if  I  truly  love 
you,  (hould  1  make  you  the  partner  of  my  mifer- 
able  fortunes  ? 

^eu,  V\\  follow  you,  my  Sandy,  the  world  over, 
equally  prepared  to  partake  of  your  good  fortune, 

or    cooifort  you  in   forrow oh,    don't  deny 

me ! 

San.  ^y  dear  Jenny  !  ■  let  me  wipe  thefe 
tears  from  your  cheek,  they  hang  like  rain  upon  an 
'  apple  bloffom. 

m 

AIR. — Sandy. 

At  dawn  I  rofc  with  jocund  glee, 

For  joyful  was  the  day 
That  cou'd  this  bleffing  give  to  me ; 

Now  joy  h  fled  away,  Jenny. 
No  flocks,  nor  herds,  nor  ftore  of  gold. 

Nor  houfe,  nor  home  have  I ; 
If  beauty  muft  be  bought  and  fold, 

Alas  I  I  cannot  buy,  Jenny. 

Yet  I  am  rich,  if  thou  art  kind, 

So  priz'd  a  fmile  from  thee ; 
Tniclove  alone  our  hearts  (hall  bind, 

Thou'rt  all  the  wdrld  to  me,  Jenny. 

Sweet 
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^weet  gentle  maid,  tho'  patient  meek, 

My  lily  drops  a  tear, 
Ah  !  raife  thy  drooping  head,  and  feck 

Soft  peace  and  comfort  here,  Jenny. 

This  is  the  firft  time  I  ever  was  convinced  money 
^as  a  bleffing. 

Enter  BfiirtrN,  with  a  Letter: 

^en.  Mifs  Jenny,  Mifs  Jenny,  a  letter  by  the 
boar. 

Jen.  A  letter  for  die  !  (opens  if,  and  reads)  "  Ma- 
*^  dam^  the  ticket.  No,  125,  of  which  you  pur- 
"  chasM   one  fixteenth  at  my  office,  is  drawn  a 
-prize  of  loool.  Your  humble  fervant, 

"    OHORGE  R0S3.'* 

Heavens!  what  good  fortune!  now  Sandy,  you 
aiay  keep  the  farm  1 

San.  Ehl 

Jfen.  My  lottery  chance — where  isit?---you  know 
I  gave  it  to  you — ^- 

San.  Did  you  ?  {with  emotion) 

Jen.  What's  the  matter  ? — let  me  fee  the  paper 
— its  a  fixteenth— ftay — fixteen  fifties-^Lord  !  you 
can  pay  the  fine— *-and  we  ihall  have— aye — Jl  don't 
know  how  much  in  our  pockets. 

Enter  Serjeant  Jack,  finging. 

Serj.  Eh !  isn't  this  the  lad  I  broke  at  cribbage? 
— 'tis — hah^  my  worthy !  I'm  ready  to  give  you 
your  revenge  at  the  boards  again— <)r  any  game 
from  lanfquenet  to  teetotum,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Jen.  Whyi  have  you  been  playing  at  <pard$> 
Sandy? 

VOL.   IV.  X  SOHw, 
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San.  Eh! — no — yes,  my  love — I — I  had  not 
the  fcnalleft  idea— but — that  is — diftradlion !— Oh, 
my  Jenny  !  the  die  is  caft  !  [E>cit  agitated. 

Serj.  Poor  boy  !  a  generous  lad  too— fpent  his 
money  freely  on  our  recruits  at  cards.  I  touched 
him  for  three  guineas  at  Shelty's,  befidcs  a  lottery 
chance 

Jen.  (with  emotion)  Sir,  did  you  win  a  lottery 
chance  from  him  ? 

Serj.  Yes,  my  dear,  I  did ;  and  PU  give  it  you 
for  a  kiis. 

Jen.  Sir !  was  it  that  number — but  it  muft— 
he  had  no  other.    (^Jde) 

Serj.  The  prettieft  girl  I  ever  faw — {gazing  at 
her) 

Jen.  I  fay.  Sir,  was  that  the  number  ?  {Jhews 
the  letter) 

Serj.  Oh,  the  number — the  lovelieft  !  a  thou- 
fand!  no,  no,  my  dear,  Fm  not  fo  lucky  as  that 
—but  let's  fee — aye,  here  it  is — ha,  ha,  ha  !— . 
125 — tol  lol  lol ! — dL  lucky  dog  am  I — {fings) 

Jen.  Yes,  it  is  it my  poor  Sandy  ! — {bur ft s 

into  tears) 

Serj.  Eh !  is  this  becaufe  the  lad  has  loft  it  ? 
this  is  the  girl  he  was  to  have  married — thro* 
my  whole  life  I've  been  a  petty  fhifting  dog, 
always  on  the  lurch — yet,  damme  if  I  can  enjoy 
this  firft  vifit  from  good  fortune,  as  it  brings  tears 
into  the  eyes  of  a  pretty  girl. 

Jen.  By  the  lofs  of  this,  Sandy  lofes  his  farm, 
and  I  lofe  my  Sandy  ! 

Serj.  Farm  \  true,  the  Captain  told  me  this  feat 
of  his  feparating  two  lovers,  and  getting  a  man 
turn'd  out  of  bread  ! 

Jen.   I  fuppofe,    tho'   it  was   I   bought  the 

chance. 
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chance,  they  won't  pay  it  me,  as  1  cannot  bring  it 
to  them. 

Serj.  Aye,  the  poor  fellow  was  turn'd  out  of 
his  farm,  becaufe  unable  to  pay  the  fifty  pounds 
the  old  rafcal  laid  on  it— now  this  wou'd  juft  clear 
k-— this  is  the  firft  time  I  ever  had  it  my  power  to 
do  a  generous  a<%ion,  and  Tve  a  ftrange  curioiity 
to  know  how  a  man  feels  after  one — {afide)  Look 
y*c  my  lafs — ^before  I  knew  this  bit  of  paper  was 
worth  fixty  pounds,  I  offered  it  yog  for  a  kifs — 
I'm  not  quite  a  nabob  in  point  of  ca(h — but  if  it 
was  worth  an  hundred  I  fcorn  to  go  back  of  my 
word  to  one  that  can't  call  me  to  an  account  for 
breaking  it — There's  your  licket-r-a  kifs  was  the 
price — but  tho'  my  mouth  waters,  pay  }t  to  the 
lad  you  love,  [Exit. 

Jen.  Can  there  be  fo  much  worth  where  fo 
little  isexpefted  ?  now  to  impart  my  joy,  and  make 
iny  Sandy  happy  !  [Exu. 


SCENE  IL 

McGilpin's  Houfe. 

Enter  Moggy. 

Mog.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  father  thinks  he  has  me  now 
*ure,  but  1  think  if  our  trufty  Benin,  the  black. 
Procures  me  the  clothes,  as  he  promised — yes,  my 
kind  papa,  I  fufpeft  I  (hall  furely  flip  off  from 
youagam — Oh,  here's  poor  Jenny — flic's  as  unfor* 
^Unate  in  her  love  afiairs  as  myfelf. 

X  %  Enter 


\ 
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EnUr  Je NN Y,  agitated. 

Jen.  Oh.  my  dear  Moggy  !  for  ever  Vxn  ujti-j 
done  !— -Sandy  is— 

Mog.  Well,  j[  know  father  has  mrn'4  him  o^f 
of  his  farm. 

Jen.  But  then  he  is  gone,  in  a  fit  of  dcfpair,^ 
and  enlifted  himfelf  amon^  the  foldiers  \ 

Mog.  What  a  fool--uiake  him  -run  away  frora 
them, 

Jen.  Derert!-—Oh,  the  punilhmcDt,  if  taken, 
is  terrible  ! 

Mog.  If  you  couM  procure  a  pfian  in  bis  place. 

yen.  The  equal  of  my  Sandy  !  not  in  Scotland.— - 

Mqg.  Oh,  yes,  my  dear,  there's  another  very 
good  man  rn  Scotland  ! 

y^n.  I  mean  no  affront  to  your  Charley,  my 
dear — but  Tve  fold  my  lottery  chance,  and  I'm 
going  to  offer  the  money  to  the  Captain,  to  fee  ijF 
he  will  let  him  off. 

Mog^  Money  ! — I  wifh  I  had  a  lottery  chance, 
or  fomewhat — here  i  ^rm  going  to  run  into  ithe 
wide  world,  and  I  don't  believe  Charley  and  I, 
between  us,  can  myfter  v!p  ten  ihillings  for  travel- 
ling charges. 

Ji;n.  My  poor  friend  Ir-J  wifh.  I  cou'd  aflift 
her — {^Jide) 

Mog.  Ha,  ha;  hai  Jenny,  \  think  you  had 
better  offer  yoyrfelf  to  the  Captain  1  I  warrant 
betakes  vou  in  his  (lead— if  not,  yov^  mitft,  as 
the  fong  f  iys,  "  Pack  up  ymv  tatters  aivl  follow 
the  drum" — youM  make  a  very  fmart  little  iol- 
dier*s  wife— with  a  brace  of  bairns  in  your  arms, 
and  andrher  little  fquat  fat  fellow  fgualling  on  the 
kr  apfack  behind  your  Caledonian  Aleitander. 

Jen,  If  it  fljou'd  come  tq  that,  I'm  prepar'd  for 
all  weathers. 

AIR. 
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AIR. — ^Jennt. 

Peareft  youth  this  heart  will  breaks 

If  cruel  foldiers  take  thee  far ; 
Why  peaceful  home  and  me  forfakc^ 

To  tempt  the  dargers of  the  war  ? 
3"^  ^'^  is  home  where  thou'lt  refort, 

My  Sandy's  fmiles  fuch  comfort  brings 
The  humble  village  ts  a  court. 

Graced  by  the  prefence  of  a  King. 
My  filken  gecr  1*11  leave  behind, 
Prepare  to  race  the  rain  and  wind. 
With  him  l*ll  meet  the  blaft  fp  keen, 

And  fmile  while  on  the\billows  toll; 
The  heart  where,  love  is,\*ferm  within, 

Enjoys  ^  May  in  winter's  frolL  f  £^% 

Mog.  My  fweet  gentle  friend  ! — my  father  ufes 
her  very  unjuftly — rm  certain  her  mother,  for  all 
}ie  fays  of  her  poverty,  and  his  charity  to  her,  Icfc 
the  money  behind  that  has  been  the  making  of 
him-r— She  my  ft  be  come  of  good  people,  from  her 
refined  fentiments  and  elegant  manners — ftie- quite 
fdipfes  me,  yet  I  do  no?  envy,  bin  love  her  dearly 
•--How  long  Benin  (lays — if  he  IhouM  difappoirt 
--perhaps  betray  me  to  niy  father! — no,  here  Me 
comes,  the  faithful  little  fellow— has  them-— oh, 
precious ! 

a 

Enier  Ben  i  Kf  ^  "ivith  a  Bundle. 

Well,  Benin,  have  you  brought  them  ?— fliew  mc, 

Ben.  Yes,  Miffy,  and  I  tink  dey  vil  fit  you. 

Mog.  My  beft  creature 

Ben  Ah,  Mifly  !  but  Mafla  lick  a  me,  as  I  was 
vorfe  creature — Miffy,  if  you  run  away,  I  run  too 
•— Maffa  killa  jne,  if  he  know  I  help  you, 

Mog.  Pfliavv  you  fool,  I'm  not  going  to  ru» 
away, 

Ben^ 
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Ben.  Mifly,  dere  Mifs  Jenny  write  letter  in  par- 
lour below — want  me  fetch  it— Pray  don't  tell 
Maffa  I  brought  you  clothes.  [Exit. 

Mog.  Let's  fee  what  you  have  brought — -jacket, 
kilt,  bonnet,  complete.  I  won't  even  tell  Charley 
of  my  defign  till  I'm  equipped — ha,  ha,  ha !  I'll 
furprife  him.— There  I'll  lay  all  fnug-.-(/)»/j  the 
bundle  into  a  prefs)  Now  if  Charley  cou'd  borrow 
calh  to  carry  us  up  to  Edinburgh,  father  cou'd 
never  find  us  out  there-  -let's  fee,  lud  !  I  hav'n't 
above  half  a  guinea  left  of  my  pocket  money— 
Oh,  poor  Charley  and  I— 

Enter  Benin,  with  a  Letter. 

Ben,  Mifs  Moggy,  Jenny  defire  me  give  you 
dat. — 

Mog.  Vcfy  well.  \Exit  Benin. 

What's  this  !  an  Edinburgh  bank  note  for  forty 
pounds-'-(r^i?^j)  "  My  dear  Moggy,  for  cer- 
•*  tain  the  Captain  will  never  part  with  fuch 
^'  a  foldicr  as  my  Sandy  ;  therefore  I  (hall  take 
'^  your  hint  and  *  follow  the  drum.'  As  I  (hall 
*^  ^ot  want  the  inclos'd,  accept  it,  my  dear  friend, 
•*  for  travelling  charges- -befidcs  a  fupply  of  ca(h 
"  you  will  find  neceffary  till  you  can  obtain  your 
**  father's  pardon  for  the  ftep  you  are  about  to 
"  take,  in  which  be  happier  than  your 

"   JEN^Y  1" 

—My  generous  friend  !— no,  I  will  not  enjoy  hap* 
pinefs  whilft  you  feel  forrow  !-— With  theaffiftance 
of  my  Highland  drefs,  here  in  my  cupboard,  if  I 
once  more  elope,  the  firft  ufe  I  make  of  my 
liberty  is  to  procure  it  for  your  Sandy — ay — tho* 
father  catches  me  the  next  momeot. 

Enter 
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Enter  M<jilpin. 

M^Gil.  V\\  firft  catch  you  this  moment,  (^taies 
^  *?y  from  his  pocket)     Go  in  there. 
Mog.  No,  Sir !  f 
M^Gil.  Go  in [pointing  to  the  room) 

Enter  Charley. 

Cha.  What's  the  matter,  Sir  ? 

M^Gil  Here's  a  young  lady  won't  be  locked  up. 

Cha.  Oh,  fie,  Mifs,  refufe  to  be  lock*d  up — 
that's  fo  unreafonable  of  you. 

M^Gil.  So  it  is — isn't  it  a  proof  of  what  value 
I  fet  upon  you  ! — Don't  I  lock  up  my  guineas  ? 
You  brazen-face  go  in  there,  (puts  her  in)  If  I 
fliould  be  obliged  to  go  out,  Charley,  you  will 
have  a  watch  here,  fas  McGilpin  turns  bis  head  to 
fpeak  to  Charley^  ^oggy,  un/een  by  either^  Jlips  out; 
puUs  Charley  by  the  ear^  and  runs  into  theprefs) 

Cha.  Now  Sir  what's  that  for?  {putting  his 
hand  to  his  ear) 

M^Gil.  Charley  don't  fay  a  word  againft  it — it 
fliall  be  as  I  like  with  my  own  family.  * 

Cha.  Yes,  Sir,  but  when  you  count  cars,  prajr 
don't  confider  me  as  one  of  your  family. 

M^GiL  Stay  you  there,  my  plague  !  {locks  the 
door)  I  think  I  have  you  faft  enough  now,  my 
deary. 

Cha.  My  poor  girl !  {afide) 

McGil.  Charley  boy,  tho'  I  have  the  key,  yet 
I  fcarcc  think  I'm  fure  of  her — ^flie's  full  of  hocus 
pocus — fo,  d'ye  hear,  now  and  then  throw  an  eye 
to  the  door — that  rogue,  Shelty,  muft  have  been 
aflifted  by  his  grand-mother,  the  old  witch  I  ba- 
nilh'd,  to  have  got  her  out  before. 

Cbdm 
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Cha.  EK !  Til  encourage  this  thought-^y^t  hot 
fccm  to  give  into  it.  {ajlde)    No,  Sir,  no. 

Aft?//.  Well,  well,  I  defy  the  black  art>  I  de* 
pcnd  upon  fimple  wit 

Cba.  Simple  indeed ! 

M^Gtl.  Charley,  I  am  now  going  into  my  ftudy^ 
to  pradice  oratory — my  Parliament  oration  on  the 
Have  trade*  If  I  can  but  perfuade  Jenny  to  liften 
to  the  Captain,  1  imagine  I  am  pretty  fure,  by 
his  inrereft,  of  fome  handfome  appointment  oil 
going  to  London ;  fo  I  muft  prepare  myfelf  on 
fome  important  qucftion — ay — the  abolition  of  the 

ilave  trade  is  a  popular  motion. Don*t  let  any 

body  interrupt  me,  boy  f  [Exit. 

Cha.  I  find  he  does'n^t  know  yet  that  the  old 
Laird  Donald  is  arrived — —his  ridiculous  idea  ot 
Shelty*s  grand-mother  being  a  witch,  (hews  his 
pool"  brain  is  weak;  and  his  prejudices  of  witchcraft 
are  fo  very  ftrong,  that  his  credulity  maybe  eafily 
impofed  on  ;  he  is  prepared  to  believe  any  extra* 
vag^nce  that  may  confirm  his  favourite  opinion* 
— — If  I  cou^d  make  it  the  means  to  procure  my 

dear   Moggy's   releafe to  perfijade   him  that 

— ha,  ha,  ha!    Tm  extremely  tickled  with  the 
thought* 

SheL  (without)  Suppofe  he  is  bufy. 

Ben.  {without)  Well>  Til  tell  my  mafla-^ 

Cha^  And  heie  comes  Shelcy,  in  the  nick  of 
lime,  to  help  my  projeft — Fil  try  it,  however* 

McGil.  {without)  1*11  break  your  bones  I 

Ben.  Me  don^t  care — oh-^[€rying) 

Cha.  Hey !  what  now  ? 

McGiL  An  impudent  fcoundrel ! 

Cha  Here  becomes,  and  in  a  rare.humour  for 
my  purpofe — If  I  can  but  make  him  give  her  up 


iftiK  ttlOHLAND  titU  i6» 

^0  Shelty  !— once  (he's  out  of  thcfe  dporsy  I  have 
lAy  dear  girl. 

Enter  M^QiLviff  with  an  open  Paper,  and  BE^Hf 

crying. 

M^Gil.  You  villian !  you  fliou'dn't  have  inter- 
rupted me  at  ftudy — ^no,  not  for  the  Lord  Advocate 
of  Scotland. 

Cha^  What*s  the  ipattcr,  Sir  ? 
M<^Gil.  Thh  black  dog  here  dlfturb'd  me  in  a 
fpeech  which  wou'd  have  done  honour  to  Ciccroj 
to  announce  Shelty,  the  piper  ! 

Ben.  Why,  Mafla,  I  did  taut- ^ 

M^GU.  You  thought,  you  Canibal !  what  have 
you  to  do  with  thought. — There  had  I  got  into  my 
fine  fpeech  on  the  African  flaves — painting  the 
diftrelTes  of  the  poor  blackamoores — You  dog, 
you  ihall  live  on  bread  and  water  for  this.  I 
wa^  deferibing  in  the  moft  pathetic — the  moft 
feeling  manner,  the  cruelty  of  the  planters  to  the 
unhappy  negroes— I  had  worked  myfelf  up  to  fuch 
a  pathos,  that  even  recounting  their  fufferings, 
brcrught  tears  in  my  eyes!— (I'll  cut  the  flefli  oS 
your  ugly  bones,  you  mifcreant !)  (^to  Beniny  who 
kneels) — Says  I,  and  Sir,  thefe  inhuman  talk  maftcrs 
have  no  touch  of  pity  for  their  fellow  creatures  !— 
Eh  !  Sirrah  !  don't  you  know  your  black  race  is 
ittle  better  than  the  Baboon,  you  Guineafwine  ! 

Cha^  Sir,  don't  put  yourfelf  into  fuch  a  paffioa 
— he*s  not  Worth  your  notice. 

5^«.  Why,  Maffa,  lonlyfaid i- 

MfGiL  Will  you  prate  ?  interrupted  for  Sheky ! 
(flecks  at  the  paper) 
Cha.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

VOL,  IV,  X  Ben. 
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Ben.  (apart  to  Charley)  Ah,  you  may  well  laugk 
— Maifa  never  beat  you — Oh,  he  did  fo  thump  a 
me. 

Cha.  This  may  give  u  lift  to  my  fcheme — 
{afide)  No,  Benin,  Mafter  never  beats  me,  becaufe 
when  I  find  him  in  a  paflion  I  never  anfwer  him. 
(apart) 

Ben.  If  that  faves  me  a  beating,  I  will  never 
make  no  anfwer. 

Cha.  Don't,  you  know  he's  an  orator,  and  likes 
to  have  all  the  talk  to  himfelf. 

Ben.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — then  he  (hall — Thahk'ye, 
Charley,  when  I  find  he  raife  his  voice,  I  will  no 
anfwer  him— —  [Exit. 

M^Gil.  I  wonder  Shelty  dares  thruft  his  faucy 
face  into  my  houfe. 

Cha.  Now  for  it — if  I  can  but  work  upon  his 
.  fancy— aye.  Sir,  Shelty  wou*d  feign  make  you 
believe  he  has  the  power  to  bring  you  to  terms. 

M^Gil.  Power,  and  terms,  what  d'ye  mean  ? 

Cha.  And  yet,  I  aflure  you.  Sir,  I  put  little  Or 
00  faith  in  thefc  fort  of  old  woman's  dories — there 
now  his  father  Croudy  too  pretends  to  this  gift  of 
fecond  fight — ^about  a  month  ago,  he  got  fortclling 
that  I^ird  Donald  would  arrive  here  in  Col — ^aye, 
thisday-^fo  you  fee  what  a  fine  prophet  he  is. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  my  mafter.  Laird  Donald,  is  arrived 
^nd  wou'd  fpeak  with  you.  [Exit. 

M'Gil.  Eh  !— why,  Charley !  did  Croudy  really 
cell  you  that  Laird  Donald  wou'd  come  this  day  ? 

Cha.  Heaven  defend  me  !  he  certainly  did. 

M^Gil.  Very  aftonilhing  1 — his  ftiother  a  witch 
too— why  this  is  a  bleffed  familyW    begin  to 

fear 
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to  fear  that  nothing  fliort  of  magic  can  keep  my 
daughter  from  Shelty.  But  Charley,  you  muft 
inftantly  fct  to  work  to  regulate  my  accounts — 
J  muft  you  know,  colour  over  my  little  tricks— 
if  Laird  Donald  fhould  be  for  peeping  into  my 
books — but  I  have  a  fpeech,  with  a  ipoonful  or 
two  of  flattery,  that  is  excellently  adapted  to  talk 
him  over^ 

Cha.  A  fpeech  !-- oh^-^I  fee  Sbelty's  intent  as 
be  laid 

A^Gil.  Why,  what  did  be  fay  ? 

Cba.  Says  he,  juft  now,  Charley,  I  hzye  yopr 
mailer  pnder  my  thumb — I  know  that  the  clue  to 
his  fame  and  fortune  is  his  tongue — therefore  fays 
he,  with  my  fciffars  pf  fate  I'm  determined  to 
cut — ; — 

^cGiL  What !  to  cwt  opt  my  tongue  with  his 
fciffars  ?  Oh,  the  bjoody  ininded  wretch  I 

Cba.  No  Sir;  tp  cqt  the  tbrea4  of  your  difr 
courfe — to  deprive  yoq  of- 


? 


MG/7.  Of  what,  Charley 

Cba.  Your  power  of— *- 

MGil.  Of  what,  bpy? 

Cba.  Of  voice  | 

A^GiL  What  1  make  inc  not  fpeak  ?  Impoffi*? 
ble !-!-!  will  talk,  thp*  there  were  three  women  in 
company. 

Cba,  Yes,  Sir,  bpt  what  fignifies  your  talking 
if  you  can't  make  yourfelf  be  heard  ? 

M^Gil.  I  not  be  heard,  firrah  1  how  dare  you 
fay  fo  ?  Does  not  my  very  whifper  command  at- 
tention? I,  that  to  ftrengthen  my  voice,  and 
Iharpen  piy  articulation,  roar  every  morning*  to  the 
fea,  with  mv  moiuh  full  of  pebbles  ! 

Cba.  I  tell  you,  Sir,  it  is  fajs  wipked  determi- 

Y   2  natipn 
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nation,  if  you  don't  give  him  Mifs  Moggy,  tp  tak<5 
from  your  fpeech  all  found — that  your  voice  ihan'^ 
pafs  ycur  own  head — that  you  cannot  b^  heard  by 
any  body  but  yourfelf,  though  you  roar  like  fifty 
cannons.  This,  Sir^  I  thought  a  bounce,  'till  this 
proof  he  ha$  given  me  of  foretelling  the  coming  of 
Laird  Doriald,  h^5  ftaeger'd  my  doubts, 

M^Gii.  He  cannot  ft^ggcr  my  elocution  ! — ^^my 
rhetoric  is  proof — I  defy  the  power  of  Bfelzebub^rr 

Cha.  Blefs  us,  Sir,  look  where  he  comes— anc^ 
fee  the  very  taliftiaan  in  his  hand  I 

iWfG/X  Eb  !  wh?t,  that  crab  ftick  ? 

pka.  Slick !  its  cut  from  the  yew  tree*  in, 
the  churcb-yard-rand  he  told  me  he  had  it  from 
the  witch  his  grandrnother— but  this  {Jhsxving  n 
Jiick)  was'  brought  from  Ireland — an  Irifh  oak 
againft  the  Pevil  himfejf— — - 

M<^Gil.  Charley  don't  talk  wicked — dqn't  men* 
tion  the  Devil ! — now  I  cjon't  think  the  fellow 4oo}c% 
like  a  conjuror ! 

£nfer  Shelty. 

Shel.  Where's  M^Gilpin  ? 

Cha.  You  don't  mean  my  Matter  ? 

i|i6W.  The  M^ftpr  now  has  ^  Mailer. 

M^Gil.  Wt^at's  th^t  firrah  ? 

Shel.  Only  the  kicker  will  be  kickedr-rl^air^ 
Dpiialid  i^  90{n^--r-fine  overha\^'ling  of  account^ 
Matter  Steward,  the  eagle  13  pounc'd,  you'll  have 
fomething  cUe  to  do  than  brooding  over  your  ten- 
der chigj^,  niy  old  cock. 

J^^GjL  Th9V3(gh  you  wpu'd  take  the  chick  from 
tjie  ^qoft— aye,  from  under  my  wing,  you  mofl: 
cat  iff  hawk,  yet,  yo\i  01^11  nev^r  preyent  ipe  from 
t^lki^g  in  fpite  of  jour  i^rts,  the  old  cock  will  cro^w. 

^kif  Let's  hear  you  crow. 

Chan 
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Cba.  Ypu  fee  by  his  iofolcnce^  he's  con&io^is  of 
^is  power,     (apart  to  M^GU) 
A.^Gil.  I  do! 
Cb0.  Shelty,  forbear-— i* 
Shel,  Forbear!   ■'   ■■ 

Cha.  You  know  I  know  your  buiinefs. 

Shel.  Bufinefs !  true,  you  know  Vm  a  piper. 

Aff(^/7.  Keep  off — if  you  dare  to  ufe  your  ith^ 
fernal  fciifars— ' 

SbeL  I've  no  fciflars— but  I  have — look  herc,^ 
(frews  his  Jick)  I  know  you'll  be  hatching  up  a 
ftory  to  Laird  Donald,  but  if  you  date  open  your 
lips'  to  the  prejudice  pf  me  or  my  daddy— -fee,  let 
ihis  keep  you  ^kut. 

Cha.  He  fays  that  fli^U  keep  you  filcnt.-^ 
{apart) 

MfGiL  Kf ep  off  your  baneful  yew. 

SheL  I'm  as  good  as  yoi^ 

M^GiL  Sliyer'd  in  the  moon's  eclipfe 

SheL  Moon's  eqlipfe  Ir^he's  touch'd. 

AffG/X  Am  I  ?  haisf  he  touched  me  with  it  ?— 
fhen  farewell  rone,  trop^,  and  beautiful  figure ! 
My  flowers  of  rhetoric  are  f^ded — my  period  is  at 
a  full  flop !  You  viUain,  you  barbarous  Goth  ! 
wou'd  you  annihilate  the  foul  of  eloquence? 
Qverturn  pathos  1  cUn^ax  1  images  !  ■      » 

^hel.  Ha,  ha,  ha!     Charley,  do  you  bear  him? 

Cha.  I  dp  hear  him^  and  he  fhall  be  heard  in 
fpite  of  yogr  necromancy;  my  mafter  can  and 
fhall  talk. 

M^Gil.  O  dear!— then  Fve  ftill  the  ufe  of  my 
voice  ? 

Cha.  Yes,  Sir,  and  you  Ihall  keep  it»  Hark'ye 
Sheky,  dare  to  come  near  my  mafter  wiih  your 
damn'd  twig  there^  and  Til  kick  you  and  it  to 
^he  pevil  I 

Shel. 
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Shel.  Kick  me,  yoii  little  pick  thank FII-— 

(Jlrikes  Charley  with  his  Jlick — they  Jlruggle'-Char^ 
fqf  wrenches  it  from  him^  and  thrujis  him  out.) 

M^Gil.  Out  with  him,    my   hero you're  a 

clever  boy,  faith.  {Charley  throws  the  Jtick  down^ 
tfjesmuch  ailion,  and  moves  his  ll^s^  as  if  talking^ 
Charley  can't  fpeak,  he's  fo  very  angry — I  never 
few  him  in  fuch  a  paffion  before— is  he  gone  ?— * 
He  is,  the  knave!  fo  let's  come  to  ou'felVes,  and 
return  to  bufinefs — call  Benin.  {Charlev  turns  his 
face  to  the  door,  and  moves  his  V>ps^  as  if  calling,} 
Why  don*t  you  call  him  when  1 1  1  you  ?-  -Sirrah, 
call  him — What's  the  fellow  at — is  Benia 
coming  ?—- an*t  I  worthy  of  an  anfwer  }.  I  (hall 
knock  you  down  if  you  ftand  making  mouths  at 
me,  you  rafcal  !— Why,  can't  you  fpeak?-— Eh! 
]  faw  Shelty  ilrike  him  with  that  fatal  ftickj^ 
but  it's  impoflible— rit  can't  be— fpeak— I  won't 
believe  but  you  can!- — none  of  your  capers 
upon  me-— come  fpeak  this  moment — this  inftant 
fay  in  plain  audible  EngUfti— how  dy'e  do,  Mr, 
M*Gilpin — or  down  you  are  as  flat  as  a  flounder. 
{^Charley  kneels  in  befeeching  attitude,  ftill  moving  his 
lips) — Eh— poor  Charley  !-^— faith,  if  he  has  really 
loft  |iis  voice-  but  I  won't  believe  it — I'm  ftrangely 
tempted  to  try  it  on  myfelf ;  but  then  when  I  get 
into  Parliament,  if  Ilofe  my  voice,  I  fli^lbefit 
only  to  be  the  Speaker-— I'll  venture — you  (ijharley, 
firrah,  take  up  that  ftick  and  touch  me  with  it,  very 
gently,  boy  {Charley  Jlrikes  him)  Zounds  that  is 
enough  to  knock  a  man  fpeechlefs. 

Char.  Oh,  if  I  never  recover  my  voice,  I'm  a 
xniferable  being  ! 

M^GiL  Why  you  have,  I  heard  you  fpeak  then 
▼cry  plain. 

Cha. 
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Cba.  Now  my  mailer's  lips  move  as  if  he  was 
talking. 

M=GiL  Ha,  ha^  ha! — ^why  I  am  talking,  you 
fool ! 

Cba.  Yes,  they  ftill  move,  but  no  foufiid — Eh! 
perhaps  I  may  now  have  recovered  my  voice,  by 
the  ftick  touching  him — Oh,  true,  Shelty  told  mc 
that  the  dumbnefs  was  transferable ! 

M<j/7.  Transferable  !— the  dumbnefs — what's 
that  you  fay,  boy  ? 

Cha.  May  be  he's  not  inclined  for  talking. 

M^Gil'  Sirrah,  I'm  always  inclined  for  talking. 

Cha.  ril  afk  him  a  queftion  to  prove  \u  Sir, 
what  (hall  I  do  with  this  wand  of  Shelcy's  ? 

MGil.  Burn  it. 

Cha.  Speak,  Sir! 

M^GiL  I  fay  to  the  flames  with  it ;  and  I  believe 
on  a  ftatute  oiF  James  the  Sixth,  I  cou'd  burn  the 
owner. 

Cha.  Dear  Sir  !  fpcak  if  you  can. 

M^GiL  Why  I  am  fpeaking,  you  puppy ! 

Cha.  Yes,  by  the  motion  of  his  lips,  the  poor 
Gentleman  thinks  he's  talking. 

MGil  Zounds,  I'm  |?awling ! — I  won't  bdifivc 
but  I'm  heard. 

Enter  Benin. 

Sen.  (apart  to  Charley)  What  humour  is  he  in? 

Cha.  Shelty  has  put  him  in  a  paflion  ? 

Sen.  1  taught  fo  by  his  roaring — I  won't  anfwcr 
whatever  he  lays. 

Cha.  Don't. 
•    MGil.  Now  I'll  fee  if-^Know  if  Tve  really  loft 
my  voice — (^ajlde) — Here,   you  fcoundrel  l^nin^ 
do  you  hear  me  ? 

Ben.  Tank  you,  Charley,    *  [Exit. 

MGiL 
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M€ik  Tank  you  Charley^  aye,  ^tls  plain  t 
cannot  make  myfelf  be  heard— Oh  !  Vm  dtlmb*^ 
1  have  loft  my  voice,  {bawling)  bat  it  can*^t  be  ! 
—This  may  be  a  confederacy: — hold— if  fb,  niy 
daughter  can*t  be  in  the  plot  as  no  body  c^iild 
have  fpoken  to  btr  fince  I  lock'd  her  Up  here 
within.  True,  and  even  the  windows  are  nailed 
down— ril  fee  if  ihe  can  hear  mt'-^{ttftlocks  the 
^&or  and  goes  in) 

Cha.  Oh,  the  plague  !— now  Moggy  will  anfweir 
him,  and  overthrow  all  my  magic. 

[MooGY  peeps  out  of  the  Prefs.'] 

Mog.  Cbarley-t**— 

Cha.  You  there — why,  I  believe  the  black  geii- 
tleman  has  been  at  work  in  earneft-<»-how  the  d^iice 
got  you  tfaere,^  and  the  key,  which  locked  you  intd 
that  room,  in  your  £^therS  pocket  ? 

Mog.  Hu(h  rrm  dreffing— -why,  yoiiVehiini- 
ming  him  nicely — but  only  get  him  o^t  of  the 
way,  and  off  we  gov 

Cha.  Pop  in^  here  he  comeS. 

Re-enter  M^Gilpik,  in  a  great  rag^s. 

WGit.  She's  gone — I  Ifiall  go  mad— ^he  has  got 
her  out,  but  how  >  no  other  way  but  the  chimney, 
or  the  key  hole^ — how  the  devil ! — blefs  us— -yes, 
if  Shelty  cou*d  carry  her  off,  when  here— 1  found 
the  door  locked',  I  can  no  longer  doubt  his  power 
to  take  my  fpeech — Oh,  Fm  a  moft  miferable  old 
gentleman!  (ze;^/>j)— Fm  in  grief,  and  have  ho 
body  to  pity  me — I  complain,  and  none  can  hear 
my  lamentations  but  hold — as  Charley  recovered  by 
my  getting  the  dumbnefs,  I  can  aseafily  transfer  it 
toibmebody  elfe,  and  fo  recover  my  own  voice,  ha, 

ha. 
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ha>  Iha  U— except  his  taking  Moggy— If  this  i^  the 
Worft,  a  fig  for  his  power — Fve  a  great  mind  to 
return  it  again  to  Charley,  but  hts  voice  will  be 
iicceflary  to  explain  my  accounts  to  Laird  Donald. 

€iba.  Well,  Sir,  what  does  Mifs  Moggy  fay  to 
her  lover*s  tricks  ? 

AfiGil.  Pftiaw  !  this  fool  tantaliairtg  mc  with 
4qoeftions,  when  he  knows  I  can't  make  him  hear 
toy  anfwers  ! — who  <hairi  confer  this  favour  on? 
Eh — ay,  ftupid  Benin,  the  blackamoor,  has  little 
occafion  for  his  gutteral  founds — Ibme  revenge  too 
for  iais  interrupt  iog  my  ftudies  juft  now. 

Enter  Beniit* 

Sen.  Sir,  here^s  Laird  Donald. 

McGii.  Oh,  dearl  I  muft  recover. mv  tongue 
to  talk  him  over ! — ^Yes,  Til  give  my  dumbnefs  to 
Benin — FlI  bang  you  into  filence,  my  double  dy*d 
fwarthy  acquaintance  (takes  the  Jiick  from  the  ground) 

Sen.  Tank  y'ee,  Charley.  [Exit. 

MGil.  He  has  hopp^  off  like  a  black-bird— 
wouldn't  even  wait  till  I  (hook  fait  on  his  tail. 

Cha.  I  fee  my  only  method  to  get  mafter  out  of 
the  way,  is  to  bring  him  into  difgrace  with  Laird 
Donald,  which,  from  the  complaints  of  all  the 
tenants,  and  th4  Laird's  haughty  temper,  a  little 
thii^  Will  do.  {afide)  Oh,  dear  Sir,  yonder  comes 
the  Laird,  and  I  believe  the  whole  clan. 

M^GiL  Then  FU  touch  Charley,  for  fpeak  to 
JLaird  Donald,  I  muft,  and  ufe  a  good  deal  of 
palavar  too. 

Cha.  Now,  Sir,  what  will  you  do  ?  ftay — odfo 
'—JWcU  remembered  j  Shelty  told  me  one  virtue  of 
that  waody  whilft  its  held  in  the  left  hand^  a  perfoii 

VOL,   IV.  z  can 
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can  be  heard  by  every  one  but  the  vcfy  pef fofi 
they  addrefs. 

M^Gil   th— 

Cha\  Now  Sir,  you've  an  opportunity  of  doing 
what  no  body  does ;  to  fpeak  your  mind  to  a  great 
man. 

M^Gil    I  never  fpoke  my  mind  to  any  man. 

Cha  And  my  dear  Sir,  inftead  of  this  fine  com- 
plimcntarv  fpeech  which  you  intended,  I  would 
iieak  boldly  to  him ;  by  that  you  may  ftill  keep 
up  vour  own  confequence  amongft  the  tenants, 
without  incurring  his  difpleafure,  as  he  will  be  the 
only  perfon  prefent  that  cannot  hear  you. 

McGil.  ril  abufe  him  ! — Zounds !  what  a  great 
bird  they'll  all  think  me!  for  a  Highland  Chief  is 
a  Demigod  amongft  his  vaflals — ha,  ha,  ha  ! — 
here  he  marches  at  their  head,  like  a  great  turkey. 

Enter  Laird  of  Col,   Servant,    and  High- 
landers. 

Laird  Col.    Well,    Mr.    M^Gilpin (paufes) 

with  the  remembrance  of  my  perfon,  you  feem  to 
have  loft  all  duty  for  your  Laird. 

Cha.  Hem  !  my  Laird — CoUeft  yourfelf,  (apart 
to  McGilpin)  I  fay,  my  Laird,  I  have  the  honor  to 
be  confidential  Secretary  to  your  Lordfliip's  Tax- 
man ;  and,  my  Laird,  in  a  moft  refpeftful  fpeech, 
the  voice  of  your  whole  Ifland  of  Col  conftitute 
Mr.  M'Gilpin  their  humble  mouth,  (bows) 
•  M^Gil.  Humble  mouth  !  I  didn't  think  Char- 
ley  cou'd  fpeak  fo  pretty  ! — I'm  glad  I  did'nt 
unvoice  him.  (holds  the  Jhick  in  his  left  hand) 
— A^  he  can't  hear  me,  I'll  give  it  him  on  both 
fides  of  his  ears — in  what  a  fuperior  light  they'll 

all 
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all  look  upon  inc  in  future— now  for  it — off  I  go! 
hem  ! — Sir,  you  Donald  here— in  the  name  of  the 
affembly  prcfent,  and  the  Ifland  in  general,  I  tell 
you,  you  arc  an  oppreffive  upftarc  tyrant — in  a 
word,  you  are  a  proud  old  puppy !  {Jfrniling^  and 
the  aStioH  of  fervile  adulation) 

Laird  CoU  Hey  ! 

M^GiL  He's  furprizM  I  don't  (peak !  and  they 
are  all  ftruck  with  wonder  at  what  I  do— Pll  at 
him  again,  {ajide) — And  fo  you've  got  ihto  Par- 
liament ? — a  pretty  reprefentative  of  th^  people, 
to  ftand  like  a  puppet,  with  your  leg  out,  and 
turn  and  twift,  juft  as  the  Minifter  pulls  the  wire 
fattened  toyour jaws,  you  ftupid  blockhead  ' 

Laird  Col.     How  ! — this   confirms  all  1  have* 
heard — but  I  coud'nt  have  believed  his  infolence 
rofe  to  fuch  a  height— lay  hold  of  the  ungrateful 
villain  ! 

MG/7.  Why  my  Laird  did  you  hear  me  ? 

Charley  !     ■.  , 

Laird  Col\  Apprehend  him  !  {^Highlanders  Jeize 
him)'  I  wifh,  like  the  ancient  Barons,  I  haa  the 
power  to  hang  you  on  the  inftant. 

M^Gil.    Oh,   my  Laird ! Oh,   you  rogue 

Charley  ! 

Laird  Col.  On  my  authority  take  him  to  prifon; 
till  he  renders  an  account  of  his  charge — away  with 
him  ! 

h<GiL  Ob  that  rogite  Charley! 

-  {^Exeunt 
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SCENE  in :  and  lajl. 

Before  SHiE|.Ty'j  Haufe. 

Enter  Captain  Dash  and  S$rjeatU  Jack* 

C^pt.  Ha^  ha^  ha  !—— Well,  Jack^  our  fucceft 
is  even  beyond  my  expeftation — I  think  I  ihall  flap 
iny  colours,  and  you  fport  your  halbert  in  Calcut- 
ta :  but  as  foon  as  we've  our  conxplrment  of  men, 
we  muft  decamp. 

Serj.  I've  done  rny  beft,  becaufe  I  undertook 
the  thing  ;  but  under  a  falfe  hope,  trapanniog  the 
poor  fellows  from  their  homes  and  families — Pref- 
fing  in  the  fea  ferviceis  a  cruel  contract icftion  to  our 
lK)afl:ed  freedon>,  and  a  difgrace  to  humanity  1— but 
weare  worfe — we  have  made  the  Highlander's  lopl 
affeftion  to  his  Chief  the  tnftrumenf  of  his  flavery! 

Capt.  Why,  Jack>  you  had  none  of  thefe  fine 
mor^s  when  I  found  you  a  drumm*d-aut  trooper; 
and  on  my  promife  of  a  halbert,  had  your  con-* 
lent  to  join  in  any  fchqmef  that  might  better'  your 
fortune. 

Serj.  Why  I  was  drummed  our,  though  lav'd 
from  lafljes  by  the  cleoKncy  of  my  Royal  Matter ; 
but  my  only  crimq  wa$  infdence  to  my  officer ;  I 
was  ,faucy,  and  I  deferv*d  puniibment— yet,  when 
a  foldier,  I  nevc^r  forgot  I  was  a  man  ;  and  ik)W 
Blulb  to  think,  by  an  aft  of  di^jonour,*  I  have  funk 
beneath  the  noble  charafter  of  a  Briton^ 

ft 

I    AIR. — Serjeant, 

Old  England,  great  in  arts  and  arms. 
Far  manly  worth,  and  %ni;ile  charms, 

Rcaown'd 
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Henown'd  has  erer  been ; 
And  now  the  care  of  bounteous  Heaven, 
Had  tp  happy  Albion  given 

A  gracious  King  and  Queen ; 
In  their  Royal  fio^nj  our  blooming  pco^ds  ^'Bile* 
The  fair  poflefs'a  of  every  grace. 
And  in  the  gen'rous  fons  we  trace, 
>      The  guardians  of  our  ifle. 

On  CreiTy's  plains  an  Edward  fbugbt, 

A  captive  King  to  London  brought, 
•Twas  there  his  glories  fhone ; 

Tho'  terrible  in  battle,  he 

Cou'd  (hew,  by  God -like  cleqiency. 
He  grac'd  the  wreath  he  won. 
Whene'er  ambiton  tempts  the  war,  we're  teadv  for  the  fieU^ 

To  find  a  Creffy  (till  in  France^ 

A  Royal  Frederick  weiMa  the  lance. 
And  hol^  Bricmnia's  ihield. 

Let  feme  record  EHza's  days. 

Her  C]:umpet  tune  to  fongs  of  piaifi^ 

The  grand  Arooada  fee. 
The  Invincible  flie  overcame* 
Then  Spanifti  pride  was  turn'd  to  fliame, 
By  Britons  great  and  free. 

Old  Neptune  thus  exulting,  to  Ro3ral  Clarence  fpo&es 
**  If  woman  once  cou*d  guard  my  realno. 
What  triumph  now,  when  at  the  heln3> 

J  pLsLCt  a  heart  of  oak/* 

.  Capt.  This  Sandy  that  Fve  juft  now  'lifted,  is  4 
clever  lad — -old  M^'Gilpin  flioving  him  out  of  \m 
hxmy  has  plump*d  him  into  our  net. 

Serj.  I  wou'd  certainly  filh  up  men  by  hook  or 
^  by  crook  ;  but  can't  enjoy  the  profperity  that's 
built  on  the  deftrudkion  of  another. 

Capt.  Pftiaw  !  nonfenfe ! — what  the  Devil  is 
come  to  you  ?  this  Sandy  is— oh,  have  you  feen 
bis  Jenny  ? 

^^rj.  Yes,  J  have  fee^  her,  and  wilh  ihc  was  his. 

Capt. 
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Capt.  Wi(b  Ihe  was  his !  very  civil,  when  you 
know  I  love  her  to  diftraftion — hey  !  what's  here? 

Enter  Moggy,  drejfed  as  a  Highlander. 

^og.  I  beg  your  honour's  pardon,  but  hasn't 
your  honor  'lifted  one  Sandy  Frazer  ? 

Capt.  Yes,  my  lad,  and  Til  lift  you  too. 

Serj.  Yes,  we'll  *lift  you,  if  yovi're  willing. 

Mog.  It's  for  thut  I'm  come,  if  you'll  take  me 
in  my  brother  Sandy's  place. 

Serj.  Why  is  Sandy  your  broth^^r  ? 

Mog.  Yes,  Sir,  he  is,  and  the  eldeft  of  eight 
little  brothers  and  fifters,  not  one  of  them  but  me, 
able  to  earn  a  morfel  of  bread  for  themfelves  ; 
Sandy  and  I  did  tolerably  well  for  them  while 
he  had  the  farm,  as  he  was  able  to  take  care  of 
them,  becaufe  he  cou'd  manage  and  provide,  and 
linows  ten  times  more  about  land  nor  I,  from  his 
having  been  in  England — No,  I  can  never  do  it : 
if  you  take  him  away,  what  will  become  of  my 
brothers  and  fifters — ^Yes,  they'll  be  ftarv'd — oh, 
merciful  good  Captain  !  take  me,  and  difcharge 
brother  Sandy  1 — -^[cries) 

Capt.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  you  young  dbg,  dp  you 
think  I'll  exchange  an  eiFeftive  man  for  fuch  a 
whippcr-fnapper  as  you?-T-get  along,  you  little 
monkey  1 

Mog.  I  am  a  little  monkey  ! — oh  !  I  fliall  never 
be  able  to  maintain  the  fa^iily  ! — oh !  (cries) 

Capt.  Why,  Jack,  (to  Serj.)  ha,  ha,  ha !  here 
is  another  opportunity  for  your  fentiment ! 

Serj.  Yes,  and  for  Jrour.  humanity,  if  you  have 
any.  (walks  up) 

Capt.  Go  home,  my  boy, 

Mog^ 
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Mog.  Sir,  I  have  rais'd  a  little  bit  of  money 
here,  by  felling  fome  of  our  ftock ;  if  this  cou'd 
make  up  for  my  deficiency,  till  I  grow  bigger? 

Serj.  {advancing)  Hey  !  money ! 

Capt.  Mopey  ! 

Mog.  Yes,  Sifj  if  you'll  accept  this  forty  pounds 
and  me,  in  the  place  of  my  brother  Sandy — Oh, 
worthy  noble  Gentlemen  1  you'll  jfee  what  a  good 
line  foldier  Til  make  in  time. 

Capt.  Forty  pounds 

Serj,  And  this  younker  will  grow  taller. 
'  Mog.  Oh,  yes.   Sir,   I  intend  to  grow  a  deal 
taller. 

AIR. — Moggy. 

Tho*  I  am  now  a  very  little  lad. 

If  fighting  men  cannot  be  had. 

For  want  of  a  better  I  may  do, 

To  follow  the  boy  with  the  rat  tat  too  ; 

I  may  feem  tender,  yet  Tm  tough, 

And  tho'  not  mucho'mc,  Pm  right  good  ihifl^ 

Of  this  Pil  boaft,  fay  more  who  can, 

I  never  was  afraid  to  meet  my  man. 

I*m  a  chickabiddv  fee  take  me  now  now  now, 
I^m  a  merry  little  he,  for  your  row  dow  dow^ 
•       Brown  Befs  TU  knock  about,  o'h,  there's  my  joy! 
With  my  knapfack  at  my  back  like  a  roving  bc^* 

In  my  Tartan  plaid  a  young  foldkr  view, 

My  ph>libcg  and  dirk,  and  my  bonnet  blue. 

Give  the  word-  and  Pll  march  where  you  command,  , 

Noble  ferjeant,  with  a  {hilling  then  ilnkemy  haod. 

Mv  captain,  as  he  takes  his  glafs. 

May  wifh  to  toy  with  a  pretty  lals. 

For  fuch  a  onePve  a  roguifh  eye. 

He'll  never  want  a  girl  whilft  I  am  by* 

Tm  a  chickabiddy,  2rc« 

Thd*  a  barber  never  yet  has  m^w'd  my  chin. 
With  my  great  broad  fword  I  long  to  begin. 
Cut,  flafti,  ram  dam— oh  glorious  fun  \ 
For  a  gun  pip-popi  change  my  little  pop»gun. 

My 
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My  foes  fliali  fly  like  geefe  ia  flockt, 
E\r*n  Turks  I'll  drive  like  turkey  cocks, 
And  where  ever  quartered  I  ihall  be^ 
Oh,  Zounds  !  how  I'll  kifs  my  landlady.     ' 

I'm  a  chickabiddy,  &C» 

Capt.  Well,  my  little-tall  boy — {writes  in  his 
pocket-book^  and  tears  a  leaf  outj  which  he  gives  t6 
Moggy) — there's  your  brother  Sandy's  difcharge— ^ 
I  take  your  forty  pounds/  and  there*s  a  (hilling. 

Mog.  A  Ihilling ! — generous  Captain !  thank'yc 
Sir— this  paper — ^what  a  prefent  for  my  poor  dear 
friend  Jenny !    (a^de) 

Serj.  Sir,  we  are  lucky  rogues!  this  forty  pounds 
comes  to  us  mod  apropos  !  (apart) 

Capt.  We  and  us  ! — In  profit  I  am  folus.  (/# 
Moggy)  Now  you  arc  the  King's  man* 

Setj.  And  Sandy  is  his  own. 

Enter  Sandy  (^as  a  Recruit)  and  Shelty*, 

Mog.  There's  your  difcharge,  Sandy  ;  no  more 
the  King's,  you're  now  only  Jenny's  man. 

Enter  Jennt. 

Jen.  Ah,  Sandy  !  how  cpii'd  you  forfake  me  K 

Capt.  Jenny's  man — Hey!  the  Devil !— what's 

all  this  about? --Here,   you  little  bufy  rafcah 

(to  M(7£g-^)— True,  my  lad,  {to  Sandy)  as  he  fays, 
you're  tree,  but  I'll  order  your  pert  young  brother 
here  up  to  the  halberts ' 

San.  Me  ! — Fve  no  brother ! 

papt.  Why,  what  the  devil  is  all  this  you've 
been  telling  mc,  firrah  ?  (-/o  Moggy) 

Mog.  Oh  !  Lord  !  Sir,  I'm  the  grcateft  fibber 
you  ever  knew, 

Capt.  Why,  you  littk  fon  of  a  gun— — 

Mog. 
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Mog.  No^  Sir,  but  I  happen  to  be  daughter  to 
an  old  great  gun  ! 

Enter  CharleV. 

Here's  my  match,  touch  !  and  hey  !  {gives  him  her 
hand)  Fm  off  like  a  Iky-rocket.  {runs  off  with 
Charley) 

Jen    Sandy^  didn't  you  know  her  ? 

San.  But,  my  dear,  what  has  (he  been  about 
here  ? 

Jen.  Oh,  Sandy,  fhe's  a  worthy  girU 

Capt.  She  !— a  woman  !— have  I  parted  with  an 
Alexander,  to  make  a  foldier  of  a  girl  I 

SheL  A  foldier ! — the  Captain  has  been  lifting 
Moggy  M^'Gilpin. 

San.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Jen.  My  dear  whimlical  good-natured  friend  !— 
may  ihe  be  as  happy  with  the  lad  of  her  t^art  as 
ftie  has  made  me  with  my  Sandy  1    ' 

Capt.  Oh,  ho— I  fee  it  now — then  you  have 
been  a  confederate  in  this  impofition^  {to  Sandy) 

San.  Totally  innocent ;  and  yet  Captain^  I'm  an 
impoilor,  as  well  as  yourfelf. 

Capt.  How  ?  Me  firrah  I 

Laird  Col    {without )  This  way 

Capt.  Damme,  V\\'^{threatening  Sandy) 

San.  Nay,  Sir,  be  cool,  here  comes  an  old 
gentleman  that  will  find  us  both  out. 

£«/^r  Laird  of  Col,  ^^^M^Gilpin. 

Laird  Col.  {to  MGilpin)  Sir,  ,you  (land  upon 
your  own  guilt  or  innocence — youVe  turn'd  the 
fword  of  juftice  into  a  reeping-hook,  and  her 
balance  to  a  money  fcale — but  it's  putting  a  weapoa 
into  the  hands  of  a  madman,  to  give  power,  where 

VOL,  IV.  A  A  the 
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the  mind  is  bafe  and  venal ;  fo  expcft  no  favour 
from  me — And  pray,  Captain,  by  whofe  authority 
do  you  enlift  men  in  this  ifland  ? 

Capt»  The  Kin^,  and  my  Colonel. 

Laird  Col.  Who  is  your  Colonel  ? 

Capi.  The  owner  of  this  ifland,  my  friend,  young 
Robert  McDonald. 

Laird  Col.  Well,  this  is  rather  odd  ;  my  fon  a 
Colonel !  the  firft  time  I  ever  heard  he  was  even  in 
the  army. 

Capt.  Son! — Jack,  {to  Serj,)  Zounds,  if— cari 
this  be  the  old  Laird  ? 

Laird  Col.  (feeing  Sandy)  Eh  !  is't  poffible  !  Bob  i 

Capt.  Why,  Sir,  do  you  know  this  Sandy  ? 

Laird  Col.  What  do  you  mean  by  Sandy  ?  This 
is  my  fon  Robert,  your  friend— Colonel  McDonald. 

Jen.  Indeed  ! 

McGil.  What,  Sandy  our  young  Laird  ! 

Laird  Col.  But  fon  if  you  are  a  Colonel,  as  this 
Gentleman  fays,  I  don't  admire  the  mode  of  your 
uniform. 

Donald.  Why,  no,  Sir — but  this  gentleman  dub& 
himfelf  a  Captain,  his  friend  Bob  a  Colonel,  and 
then  cruelly  degrades  me  to  a  private  in  my  own 
regiment,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Capt.  This  young  Donald  ?  confufion  ! — Jack, 
we  are  undone — they*!}  hang  us.  (apart) 

Serj.  "  We   and    us! — In   hanging  you  are 

folus" (mimicking) 

Laird  Col.  Then  Robert,  you  are  the  Sandy 
I've  heard  fo  much  of  for  improving  the  land  ; 
but  why  difgpace  yourfelf  and  faniily,  by  turning 
plough-boy  yourfelf,  lad  ? 

Donald.  Su,  nothing  difgraces  any  family  but  a 
dilhonourable  ad;ion ;  and  of  that  I  am  uncpnfci- 

ous 
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ous.  I  came  hither,  as  I  told  you  I  (hould  on 
my  ihooting  fchcme  j  but  on  the  inftant  of  my 
arrival,  a  tranfient  fight  of  this  lady  infpir'd  me 
with  the  defign,  which  has  made  me  the  happieft 
of  men.  In  this  fequeftcr'd  Ifle  I  have  found  this 
lovely  flower,  whofe  difinterefted  (miles  upon  the 
farmer,  have  proved  flie  muft  grace  the  bofom  of 
the  Laird. 

Laird  Col.  But,  ftill  ypur  whole  condu6t  to  me 
wears  ia  face  of  myftery  ;  your  turning  common 
ibldier — how  ?-— Come,  Sir,  I  infift  upon  a  full  and 
clear  explanation. 

Donald.  Sir,  my  motives  for  enlifting  were,  to 
fccure  this  gentleman's  conviction,  for  his  very 
impudeni;  fraud,  founded  on  a  forgery  of  my 
name — ^and  by  fabricating  imaginary  diftreflcs,  I 
have  prov'd  how  far  true  love  wou*d  go  to  alleviate 
a  real  one. 

EnUr  Laird  of  Raase y.     (/«  his  Difguife) 

Laird  Ra.  Well,  I  am  come  to  bid  you,  farcwcl, 
my  Laird. 

Laird  Col.  Going  ? 

Laird  Ra.  Yes,  but  where  is  this  lad  ?  I  don't 
know  how  tp  find  this  Sandy  Frazer, 

Laird  Col.  Ha,  ha,  ha! — Oh,  Sir,  there  Hands 
the  gentleman  {points  to  Donald) 

Laird  Ra.  An  honeft  looking  youth— .-fo  then 
young  man  you  purpofe  to,  marrying  Jenny — r- 

Donald.  If  Ihe  will  honor  me. 

Laird  Ra.  It  is  an  honor,  if  you  knew  all.  {ajide) 
Here*s  an  hundred  pounds  with  her;  dcn*t  aik  why 
I  give  you  this — Ihe's  wild  and  vulgar,  but  keep  a 
tight  jcin,  and  you  may  reclaim  her; 

A  A  2  Donald. 
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Donald.  Sir,  whoever  you  arc,  keep  yaur  advke 
and  money  for  thofe  who  want  them. 

Shel.  Want  them !  then,  Sir,  give  my  father 
die  advice,  and  mc  the  money.* 

Jen.  Sir,  tho*  I  have  not  the  honour  of  knowing 
you,  and  wou'd  wifti  not  to  deferve  the  character 
you  arc  pleased  to  give  me,  yet  I  humbly  thank 
you  for  your  generous  intention. 

Laird  Ra,  You,  madam !— I  mean  Jenny  ! 
Donald.  Well,  Sir,  this  is  Jenny. 
Laird  Ra    This  !-^why,  you  are  not  the  young 
woman  that  was  wanting  me  to  marry  you  to  Sandy 
juft  now? 

Jen.  Mc,  Sir,  to  my  recoUeAion,  I  never  faw 
you  before. 

SM.  The  Do<flor  has  been  taking  his  whiftey. 
Laird  Ra.  Very  odd  this ;   I  mud  have  been 
impos'd  on. 

Shel.  Oh,  yes,  they  forgot  to  mix  it  for  you. 
Laird  Ra   Pray,  Madam,  who  are  your  parents? 
Jen.  1  know  nor. 

Laird  Ra.  (to  M^Gil)  Sir,  from  you  I  expe£t, 
and  muft  exaft,  a  confirmation  of  what  indeed  I 
fcarce  now  entertain  a  doubt,  (looking  at  Jenny) 
Tell  me  what  you  know  of  this  young  woman.' 

McGil.  Firft,  Sir,  tejl  me  am  I  obliged' to  tell 
•you.^ 

Laird  Col.  You  are.  (authoritatively) 
M^Gil.  Then,  Sir,  you  muft  know— upon  my 
word,  fny  memory  is  fo  very  bad,  I  can*t  recolle<9: 
any  thing  at  all  of  the  matter. 

Laird  Ra:  What,  Sir,  not  recolleft  the  500I. 
kft'her  by  her  mother  ? 

M^iU  The  five  pounds !   I  tell  you,    were  I 
even  on  a  trial,  I  never  could  remember  what  I 

was 
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was  determined  to  forget— however.  Sir,  if  as  *I 
now  find,  vou  are  the  Laird  of  Raafey,  Til  make 
«  free  confeflSion,  if  'twill  do  me  any  good. 
Laird  Ra.  Well,  Sir. 

APGil.  This  is  your  very  neice,  the  fwect  babe 
that  was  born  in  my  hoiile. 

Laird  Ra.  *Tis  confirmed — I  faw  tKere  the  fea- 
tures of  my  beloved  unhappy  fitter,  {^embraces 
Jenny)  I  now,  with  pride  acknowledge  her  for  my 
neice. 

Laird  CoL  Do  you  ? — then  I  acknowledge  her 
for  my  daughter-in  law, 

^hel  Hard  now  that  I  can't  turn  out  to  be  fome 
body  elfe. 

M^GiL  (to  Donald)  I  proteft.  Sir,  had  I  knowa 
you  were  our  young  Laird  Donald,  Vd  never  have 
turnM  you  ouc  of  your  farm. 

Donald.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — Why,  I  believe  you. 
M^GiL  So>  Sir,  I  hope  youUl  procure  my  Laird's 
pardon  for  the  genteel  manner  in  which  I  had  Mifs 
Jenny  brought  up  at  Mifs  Kilcooburry's  boarding- 
fchool,  at  Invernefs— you  know,  Mifs,  what  afufs 
1  maie  about  you  when  a  little  fat  puppet. 
'  Jen.  Indeed,  Sir,  whatever  may  have  been  hi» 
other  failings,  to  me  he  has  prov'd  an  aflTcftionatc 
guardian — permit  me,  alfo  Sir,  to  recommend  to 
your  favour  the  worthy  ferjeant  here,  to  whofc 
unexpected  generofity  I  partly  owe  my  preient 
happinefs.      , 

Serj.  Thank'ye,  Ma'am — I  own  I  came  here 
on  a  very  roguifh  plan,  which,  if  you  can  prevail 
on  the  young  Laird  to  pardon,  let  it  extend  to  my 
friend,  the  Captain — 'twas  I  that  led  him  here,  to 
help  my  recruiting  fcheme — we  were  partners  in 
the  guilt. 
*  Donald* 
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Donald.  Recruiting,  call  you  it — kidnapping--^ 
a  difgrace  to  your  profeffion — for  in  your  zeal  for 
the  fervicp^  remember,  that  honour  ihou'd  be  the 
charadVeriffic  of  an  Englilh  officer.x 

M^GiL  But  now  your  juftice,  my  laird,  on  this 
curs*d,  juggling,  conjuring  piper  Shelty,  who  has, 
yritbout  my  confent,  run  away  with,  aad  married 
p)y  daughter. 

Enter  CfiAKLf  Y,  and  Moggy  in  bofs  deaths. 

Cba.  {to  M^Gill.)  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  intro- 
duce Captain  M<=Qilpip,  {prefenting  Moggy) 

MfGil.  Moggy!  hey--turn'd  foldier ? 

Mog.  I  am.  Sir,  and  upder  the  command  of  Ge- 
neral Charley--the  real  parfon  Owen,  who  is  now 
below,  gave  the  wore}-— 'twas  love,  honour^  and 
obey. 

Laird  Ra.  [looking  at  Mog)  Ay,  ay,  this  is  the 
young  lady  that  is  fo  clever  ac  fibbing  -,  how  do 
you  do  Mifs  Jenny  ? 

Mog.  Pretty  well,  I  thank  you,  mafter  Parfon  ! 

Laird  Col.  My  dear  fop,  thp  nobl^  manner  in 
which  you  have  made  your  choice,  with  all  my 
family  pride,  gives  me  pleafure-^-MacJamji  J  wi(|i 
you  joy.  [to  Jenny)  Your  a|Fedtions  have  been 
proved,  and  you  miift  both  be  happy-r-where  v'lx-^ 
tue  and  innocence  rcfide  Heaven  is  the  orphan's 
friend ;  and  I  wilh  every  fond  pair,  who  marry 
for  love,  may  thus  be  rewarded  with  unexpedted 
felicity. 

Shel.  If  I  was  fure  of  that,  I'd  marry  for  loye 
myfelf. 

Donald.  All  we  want  now  is  the  parfon. 

Far/on 
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Parfon  Owen  (wlthoMt)^^Cot's  fplutter !  hur 
will  fee  if  difinity  can  hafe  law,  and  if  law  caa 
havejuftice. 

Mag.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Then  here  comes  the  Parfon. 

Laird  Ra.  What  then  becomes  of  me? 

Enter  Parfon  Owen  {in  a  great  rage)  andTA??r.  ] 

T?arf.  Shew  him  to  me  you  knave, 

7affy.  That  is  the  man.  Cot  knows  (points  t9 
Laird  Ra. ) 

Parf.  Yes,  here  is  the  wdf,  not  in  the  coat  of 
the  flieep,  but  in  the  fleece  of  the  fhepherd — If, 
in  my  name  you  have  chriftened  any  young  cou- 
ples, or  married  any  little  childers,  they  muft  pay 
me — or  if  you  have  buried  any  body,  cot  fpiut- 
l€r  !  they  muft  pay  me  1— — 

Laird  Ra.  Stop,  my  good  doftor,  don't  be  in 
a  paffion — I  confefs  mylelf  an  importer ;  but  you 
prove  your  miffion  by  Chriftian  meeknefs — Here, 
for  the  hire  of  your  cloak  of  fanftity— Here's 
Peter's  Pence  {gives  money.) 

Parf.  This  proves  you  no  churchman — You're 
not  a  curate,  for  you  hafe  gold  to  give  away — 
you're  not  a  beeftiip,  for  you  do  give  it  away — 
Taffy,  you  knave,  your  mafter  has  gold  ! — Sir 
[to  Laird  of  Ra, )  If  you're  an  '  anabaptift,  Til 
chriften  you — if  you're  a  fool  I'll  marry  you-— if 
you  were  dying,  I'd  bury  you  look  you,  but  as  you 
are  a  wife  chriftian,  to  keep  you  alive  and  merry, 
oh  !  for  my  harp !  thefe  fingers  fliou'd  fo  play, 
that  every  one  ftiou'd  dancfe  to  the  tune. 

Shel.  Dodtor,  give  me  half  the  money,  and  my 
pipes  to  your  harp,  will  make  a  choice  duetto — 
I'm    a    conjuror ! — thefe    are   comical    conjura- 
tions 
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tions  !-^-The  tenant  b  the  landlord— the  poor  or* 
phan  is  the  lady  of  the  land— the  captain  is  no 
foldier — the  foldier  is  a  woman — the  'prentice  is 
a  matter — the  mailer  is — nobody-'-the  Welch 
parfon  is  a  laird  of  much  land— -and  poor  Sbelty 
the  Scotch  piper,  your  humble  fervant  to  com- 
mand. This  is  the  happiefl  day  I  ever  faw  in 
the  Highlands  of  Scotland  !  and  whether  I  tap  the 
barrel,  or  tune  the  chaunter— «Hey  I  let's  all  be 
merry. 

FINALE. 

Don.     Come  fprightly  Lowland  lafs, 

Shd.  ^  ,        AndHighlani 

Lad,  trip  here  in  jovial  glee, 
Ten.      Gentle  winds  from  cv*ry  ifland, 
Don,         Waft  hearts  merry,  blythe  and  free* 
&fieL  At  Shelty's  houfe, 

In  gay  caroufe, 
Your  hours  employ, 
McGll.  Oh,  well  faid  boy  f 

Serj,      Lay  fupper  down,  and  broach  the  boozre^ 
T6  wifli  the  young  folks  love  and  joy. 
Chorus.  Whiflcey,  friflcy, 

Prandng,  dancing  I 
Sorrow  kick  to  Nick'the  De'^I, 
Care  or  trouble  who  can  feel. 
Lilting  up  the  Highland  Reel  ? 

Afo^.     Mind,  deareH  lad,  I  tell  you  fairly, 

Married,  I  muft  have  my  way, 
Cham      Tm  fure  dear  lafs,  you*ll  govern  rarely^ 

Love  and  honour.  Til  obey. 
Don.         -  Nor  marriage  chain? 

Sheh  Nor  bit  nof  rein  ? 

Mog.  The  duce  a  bit ! 

McGil,  A  gamefome  tit  f 

SheL      Gadzooks !  poor  hcn-pcckM  Charley  ! 
McGil.      A  wife  man  I,  my  child's  ^  wit. 
Chorus*  Whifkey,  $cc. 

Dtt. 
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t>on.      The  torch  of  love  by  Cupid  lighted, 

Never  (hall  extingui(h'd  lye 
7ett,      True  vows  at  Hymen's  altar  plighted^ 

Rofy  hours  the  knot  fliail  tie^ 
Don.  Earned  this 

7eft,  Of  heavenly  blifs, 

iotA.  My  only  love 

,  MGiL  Well  faid,  by  Jove ! 

Don       Sweet  blolTom,  ne'er  be  blighted! 
McGil,       She'll  coo  like  any  turtle  dove, 
Otoriu.  Whifkey,  &c. 

Cha.      Great  Cicero,  {to  McGHpin)  this  grand  occafioiii 
Since  you've  now  your 'tongue  fo  frtt^ 
Calls  forth  your  finell  declamation, 
McGil,      Sir,  a  pinch  of  yourrapee,  (u  Lmird  tf  Col.) 

My  pate's  fo  full. 
My  empty  mull, 
Don^  As  aU  depend 

On  each  kind  friend, 
Firft,  laft  of  your  oration, 

Indulgence  hoping  lowly  bend. 
Mhoruf.  Whiikey,  fri/ky, 

Prancing,  dancipg, 
Sorrow  kick  to  Nick  the  Dc^el, 
Care  or  trouble  who  can  feel. 
Lilting  up  the  Highland  Reel. 
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ACT    /. 

SCENE  I. 

^  Clo/e  Wood. 

Alarms   and  Jhouts^ 

JEnter  Sweno,  running  {with  a  Standard). 

SwENO, 

JVLy  head  has  efcaped  a  thoufand  uplifted  Engliflji 
faalchions,  but  my  heart  is  pierced  by  the  eye  cjf 
an  Englilh  damfel.  A  poor  exploit  for  a  lufty 
wa'rri  ir  to  take  my  body  prifoner,  when  my  foul  is 
already  captive  to  a  puny  girl,  {retreat  founded  with^ 
out )  The  difmal  trumpet  of  our  flying  Danes. t- 
{march  without)  The  exulting  clarion  of  the  vido- 
rious  Saxons.  If  they  make  a  prifoner  of  me— ^the 
bold  Danilh  ftandard  bearer — our  magiq  enfiga 
(hall  be  fafe.  {retires  to  a  thicket) 

Enter 
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Enter  Blanche. 

Bla.  Silly  I,  in  fuch  times  of  peril,  to  run  about 
the  country  feeking  Euftacc — but  my  joyful  heart 
tells  me  he's  not  kill'd — if  fo,  this  precious  fcarf, 
prefented  by  my  love,  will  be  my  only  fad  remem- 
brance. Now  to  make  my  way  home,  thro*  bu(h 
and  bramble — fhould  any  ftragglrng  Danes  meet 

me 

'     I  ft  Sol.  {without)  Hollo !"  hollo  ! 

Enter  two  Danijh  Soldiers  (with  drawn  fwords) 

"  2d  Sol.  Thus  far  we  have  brought  our  lives. 
Surely  our  ftandard-bearer,  Sweno,  came  this  way 
ha!  {feizes Blanche) 

Bla.  Help  !  help  1 

Sweno.  [advancing  from  the  thicket)  The  very 
beauteous  g\x\\  {afide)  How 'now,  brother  foU 
diers ! — a  rare  prize  you've  got  there. 

I  ft  Sol.  Oh,  Sweno  !  Ay,  a  prize-^irwon  by  me. 
She's  mine. 

2d  Sol.  But  I  firft  faw  her,  and  therefore  (he's 
mine. 

ift  Sol.  'Twas  1  that  feiz'd  her,  and  by  this 
fword  rU  have  her. 

2d  SoL  Oh,  if  you  fwear  upon  fwords,  I'm  there 
as  (harp  as  you.  {they  prepare  to  engage) 

Sweno.  Hold — Here  are  two  curft  barbarous 
brutes,  going  to  fight  for  this  dainty  morfel;  if  I 
cou'd  play  the  fo3^  and  fnap  it  up.  {ajide) 

1&.  Sold.  Come  this  way,  daijifel. 

2d  Sol.  I  fay,  come  to  me.  (they  lay  hold  of  her) 

Sweno.  Stop— Is  the  poor  creature  to  be  drawn  to 
pieces  between  twQ  wiig  afles  ?  Til  decide  this  point 

—Here 
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—Mere  I  fiioot  an  arrow,  and  he  that  brings  it  to 
me,  fhe's  his. 

£la.  Oh,  heavens ! 

Both  SoL  Agreed.  {Sweno  /boots  an  arrow,  the 
Soldiers  run  off) 

Bla:  I  fee  your  purpofe,  to  fave  me,  kind-hearted 
generous  ftranger. 

Sweno.  Yes,  I've  fav'd  you  for  myfelf Aye, 

you  may  run,  biit  I  win  the  prize — —come. 

Bla.  In  pity  fpare  me  1  Oh — where- — where  now 
h  Euftace !  Iftruggling) 

Sweno.  Take  Sweno  to  your  arms,  {he  clafps  her^ 
Jhe  winds  her  fcarf  round  his  heady  then  runs  and . 
hides  in  a  clujler  of  trees) — Eh  !  {takes  it  off) — 
Gone !  then  our  game  has  been  bllndman's  bufi — 
Oh,  you  treacherous  little  pullet — I  muft  give  up 
my  chal-adier  of  fox,  I've  made  myfelf  as  great  an 
ais  as  my  rival  comrades— — Englifli !  Vai  taken. 

[Runs  off. 
> 
£nter  Earl  BvK^KEDy  Oswald,  Knights,  and 
Attendants  {as  hawking)^ 

Earl  B.  Is  not  that  a  Dane  that  fled  ?  Bring 
him  back.  [Exeunt  Attendants. 

But  to  return  to  our  fport. 

Ofw.  If'  your  humbled  vaflal  might  oSer  an 
opinion,  when  an  enemy  ravages  our  country,  it  is 
not  a  moment  for  a  Saxon  Baron  to  give  up  his 
time  to  amufement. 

EarlB*  Audacious  villain!  haven't  I  caftles,  lady, 
family,  and  vaflah,  as  great  a  ftake  as  any  Noble 
in  the  land  ?  Befides,  the  Danes  are  routed*  You, 
the  high  prieft  of  my  diverfibns,  my  head  falconer, 
to  prate !     At  hoibe  and  abroad  to  be  teiz'd  thus 

—my 
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my  wife  Albina,  hangs  upon  my  arm,  with  "  da; 
my  dear  Lord,  ftay  at  home  with  me;  why  will 
you  prefer  the  airy  fwc.ops  and  ikirmilhes  ot  filly 
birds  to  my  company." — then  (he  tiiinks  to  melt 
me  With   her  tears — and  here  you  to  cloud  the 

bright  meridian  of  my  fport Begone  ! 

OJw  Then  thus  1  throw  up  my  employment } 
and  while  there^s  a  Danef'  in  England,  here's  the 
implement  of  my  future  game,  ydraws)  Alfred 
th«  King  is  now  my  only  mafter.  \^Exit.- 

Earl  B.  So  now  Tin  without  a  falconer ;  un- 
lucky the  defeftion  of  this  knave. 

Re-enter  Attendants,  with  Swei^o. 
Sweno.  (Jkneels)  Mercy,  mod  valiant  Baron—- 

Re-enter  ift  DaniJIo  Soldier,  with  the  arrow. 

ift  SoL  Huzza !  the  damfel's  mine — Oh,  ho  ! 

[^Sneaks  off. 

Earl  B.  What  are  you  ?  {to  Sweno,  fiercely) 

Sweno.  A  lie  is  my  only  (hield,  [aftde)  Now 
your  prifoner,  but  formerly  I  was  grand  falconer 
to  Hubba,  our  General. 

Earl  B.  Indeed  !  this  is  fortunate,  {ajide)  If  I 
lend  you  life,  cou'd  you  repay  it  with  fait|;i  and 
diligence  ? 

Szveno  Let  me  take  your  hawks  to  the  field, 
luy  Lord,  there  lies  my  approved  fervice. 

Earl  B.  And  (liall,  firrah 

Knight.  My  Lord,  take  a  Dine  into  your  houfe! 
our  perfidious  enemy. 

Earl  B.  We'll  try  his  fkill  in  hawking,  and  if  he 
fails,  his  fle(h  Ihall  ferve  as  a  breakfaft  for  my  be- 
loved birds, 

Sweno^ 
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S^eno.  (afije)  Tre  Irft  otjr  Dam(h  banner  yonder 
•i— without  it  ^  our  army  will  fail — ^if  fo,  Sweno 
bid  good  night  to  fortune. 

Earl  B.  To  our  fport,  and  then  for  a  morning, 
beverage  at  Gog,  the  carpenter's  cottage  yondcn 
Go  {to  Sweno) — I  always  keep  a  rogue  before  me* 

Sweno.  And  I  ibmetimes  keep,  a  rogue  behind 
me.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IL 

A  Carpenter* s  Yard  before  Goq'i  Houfe.^ 
Enter  Gog,  carrying  large  Ttmbeiu 

^^^-  {throrvoing  it  down)  Yes,  that. bit  of  ftick- 
will  make  twp  Ihafts  for  Gaffer  Clump's  waggon — 
(^Jits  and  fans  himfelfwith  his  hat)  I'm  a  man  that's^ 
uleful  and  generous— giving  up  my  pretty  tin^e, 
and  my  handfome  labour,  to  make  carts  arid  wheel- 
barrows, only  to  oblige  every  neighbour  that  will  ^ 
honeftly  bu^  them  oi  me — ^Wife !  Bertha  !  {caUs) 

Bert,  {fpeaking  at  a  window)    Is  that  Gog  ?— -. 
whither  baft  beeni  hufband  ?         ^ 

Gog.  Mow  fond  thefe  women  are  of  afking  qyeC* 
tions.     What  haft  got  in  the  houfe  ?  V 

Bert.  A  good  wife's  in  the  houfe  when  Fixi  not 
out  of  it. 

Gog.  Come  out  then,  and  in  good  company,  with 
a  flice  of  bread  and  bacpn,  for  I'm  a  man  that  Ipv^ 
delicate  fare. 

« 
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Enter  Eustace  hajlily  {in  Peafanfs  drefs)  and 
BsETHAy  from  the  houfem 

Eufi.  How  we  have  foxight !  Oh,  what  a  gol- 
den day ! 

Gog.  And  left  me  to  an  iron  day  among  my  fawjs 
and  hatchets.  Was  this  your  promife  when  yoa 
hired  to  chop  trees  for  me.— -—What,  haft  been 
about  ?  . 

^  Bert.  I  muft  excufe  the  poor  lad.  {afide)   Why, 
hufband,  I  fent  Euftace 

-£«/?.  Yes,  dame,  you  know  you  Tent  me 

Bert.  Down  to  the  garden    > 

Gog.  What  did  you  want  in  the  garden  ?  Speak, 
Pm  a  man  that  loves  the  truth. 

Bert.  To— to— cut  a  few  cauliflowers. 

Ekft.  Yes,  I  was  cutting  cauliflowers. ,  (^  bloo(fy 
fword  dri^pt-from  Euftacis  cloak) 

Gog.  {takes  it  up)  Cauliflowers!  Why  you've 
been  cutting  red  cabbages.  You  villain,  youVe 
^  been  chipping  fomebody*s  head  off.  Oh  you  moft 
bloody-minded  rogue  1  Get  from  my  houfc — I 
woudn't  deep  under  one  thatch,  where  there's  fuch 
a  flft  as  yours,  and  half  a  dozen  hatchets  at  your 
elbow 

Euji.    Then  the  truth  is,  Fve  been  diverting 
ihyfelf  among  the  Danes. 

Gog.  Diverting  yourfelf  ?    Pretty  morning's  paf- 
tlme  this ! 

Eujl.  Aye ;  and  you  Ihould  have  been  with  us; 

Gog.  Me  !  I'm  an  old  Briton.  As  the  Saxonsr 
rame  over  and  took  our  inheritance,  let  the  Danes? 
come  and  take  it  from  them — its  only  one  thief 
rdbbing  another.  But  I  fay,  how  dare  you  go 
hack  men,  when  I  wanted  you  to  faw  deal  boaxds, 
you  great  rogye  you  ?  [Eujlace  throws  down  a  purfe^ 
'  which 
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which  Bertha  picks  up^  and  Gog  fiui$chzs)\i(m  him- 
fole  finger'd  thefe  women  are— what's  this  my  ho* 
neft  boy  ? 

Euft.  A  proof  that  the  Danes,  befides  heads  on 
their  (houldisrs,  brought  money  in  their  puries. 

Gog.  My  pretty  lad  go  out  and  divert  yourfelf 
every  week  day-'-and  we'll  all  be  merry  on  Sunday. 
I*m  a  man  that  loves  to  be  merry,  (jbaking  ity^^ 
£ullace,  fome  poor  foul  has  died  for  this— ah !  it 
will  add  another  bunch  to  Blanche's  portion. 

Bert.  Now  Gog  don't  you  confent  Eufiace  ihall 
have  our  daughter  Blanche  ? 

Gog.  Certainly,  no  man  more  willing  than  I  to 
marry  off  his  daughter,  when  its  the  ion  in-law  pays 
the  dowery, 

Euft.  Thanks  my  dq^r,  dear  Bertha,  {kiffes  her 
hand) 

Oogf  Be  quiet.  I  want  no  journeymen  at  that 
^ork.  Euftace  you  (hall  be  a  bridegroom ;  oh, 
its  a  pretty  thing,  how  I  ihbvi'd  li)(C  to  be  a  bride- 
groom. 

Bert,  What  Gog,  wilh  to  have  another  wife  ? 

Gog.  Oh  \  no,  dear  fpowfy^T-onc  wife  is  full 
enough.  Come,  don't  be  apgry,  yo^  know  I 
took  you.  tho'  I  might  have  married  the  rich 
young  lady  that  fell  in  love  with  my  dancing. 

Euft.  But  Where's  my  fweet  Blanche  ? 

Bert.  Aye,  Ihe  loves  you  Euftace-^ihe  wou'd 
go  look  for  you  all  thro'  the  dangers  ■ 

Gog.  Let  a  handfon^ie  young  icllow  run  to  the 
devil,  he'll  alwayj  find  a  woman  to  run  after  him. 

Enter  Blanche, 
£«/?.  Blanche !  you  fcem  faint  my  love-^-What'^ 

the  matter  f 
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Bla.  Only  a  little  weary.  (Jhe  kans  on  ^ujlate^ 
they  walk  up) 

Gog.  [looking  out)  Lord,  lord,  here  comes  the 
£arl^  and  ail  his  tram  r 

£nfer  EarlBvKKunjy,  atl:en4^d. 

Earl  B.  Mytiew  falconer's  fkill  is  beyond  what 
I  cou'd  have  imagined — but  where  is  this  gallant 
Swcno? 

Gog.  My  Lord  you  are  right  welcome  to  the 
dwelling  of  Gog ;  and  yoyr  Lordlhip  is  come  mod 
timely  to  let  the  benediftion  of  your  Grace  fliine 
out  on  the  folemnity  of  our  aforefaid  weddings 
(^bows) 

EarlB.  Aforefaid  wedding  !  whp  are  to  be  mar- 
ried. Eh  ?.   • 

5^r/.PIeafcyourLordfhipourdaughterBlanche-^ 

Gog.  Will  you  hold  your  tongUe  wife — Y^Sj  Sir, 
as  Itold  you  our  daughter  Blanche  to— — r 

Bert.  My  hu{band's  journeyman. 

Cog.  Shut  your  mouth,  and  keep  your  teeth 
warm.  Yes,  Sir,  as  1  faid  to  my  journeyman,  he^s 
the  handfomeft — cutter  of  red  cabbages. 

Earl  B.  B\it  is  this  a  time  for  joy  when  your 
country  is  drowned  in  forrow 

Gog.  Sorrow  \  wife  bring  a  ftoop  of  wine. 

[Exit  Bertha  itfto  the  houfe. 

EarlB.  A  hofpitable  peafant !  \  confentto  this, 
wedding. 

Gog.  You  confent !  you  might  have  waited  till 
it  was  alked  :  now  this  bl uttering  Baron  1  war- 
rant is  meek  enough  before  his  betters— aye,  he 
that  is  proud  in  one  \^^\x(c  is  generally  a  fycophant 
in  another,  {ajhle)' 
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Re-enter  Bertha,  mth  wine. 

Bert.  Will  your  Lordfliip  honour  this  flagon 
Tvith  your  noble  mouth. 

Earl  B.  drinks)  Yoii'Il  make  her  a  good  huf- 
band.    (to  Eujlate) 

Cog.  Aye,  and  me  a  good  grandchild. 

Enter  Sweno. 

Ilarl  B.  Ha  !  my  trufty  falconer,  here  drink  to 
the  happinefs  of  that  young  couple.  (Sweno  drinhy 

Gog.  Why  this  is  a  Dane— eh,  he  may  cut  my 
throat  whilft  IVe  the  cup  to  my  lips — Euftace 
when  I  drink  watch  and  be  my  furety  and  then 
when  you  tipple  I'll  be  your  guard  and  pledge  you, 
as  13  now  the  cuftom  when  Danes  land  Engiiib 
drink  together,  {apart) 

Sweno.  By  heavens  my  wood  nymph  again— -flic 
the  bride  !  oh,  oh — (afide)  My  Lord  in  your 
commendations  of  my  trifling  fkill  you  promis'4 
your  favor,  and  left  me  to  name  how  you  cou'd 
beftow  it :  here  the  means  oflfer ;  yon  fair  damfei 
is  betrothM  to  me.  (pointing  to  Blanche) 

Etift.  (advancing)  How  ! 

Gog.  Why  you  moft  portentous  brock,  Ihe  never 
faw  you  before. 

Sweno.  Speak  my  love,  is'nt  lhi$  the  dear  pledge 
of  your  aifedtion  that  with  your  own  lily  hand  yoa 
threw  round  my  unworthy  neck  ?  (Jhews  the  fear f) 

Euft.  The  very  fcarf  I  gave  you  !  ob  Blanche  ] 

Bla.  My  fenies  are  loft  in  furprife  and  indig- 
nation. 

Eujl.  Treacherous  girl !  with  my  own  will  Til 
never  fee  you  more.   ,  [^Exit. 

Gog.  Wijl  he  never  come  back  ? 

Bla. 
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Sla.  Oh  Euftace  !  (weeps) 

Bert.  Euftace  !  {calls) 

Gog.  Hufli  wife,  I  owe  him  fix  weeks  wages. 

Earl  B.  Til  have  this  marriage  Solemnized  aC 
Corfe — here  is  the  bridegroom— (^r^y^«//«^  Sweno) 

Gog.  That!  my  daughter's  mine,  IVe  faid 
Euftace  {hou*d  have  her,  and  whilft  I've  a  leg- at 
liberty  Til  kick  any  varlec  that  dares  take  her 
againft  my  will. 

Earl  B.  So  ready  with  your  leg!5.  (afide)  Well, 
well,  I  admire  your  fpirit,  you  certainly  have  sC 
right  to  give  your  daughter  to  whom  you  pleafe. 

Gog.  Your  I^ordfbip  is  very  good,  I  hope  you're 
not  offended,  {bows)  I  ihou'd  be  forry  that  the 
Iblid  wedge  of  your  genteel  kindnefs  Ihou'd  be 
knocked  away  by  the  mallet  of  my  rufticability. 

Earl  B.  You're  a  very  clever,  induftrious  me- 
chanic. 

Gog.  His  Lordfliip  is  mighty  civil,  {ajide)  why 
i  don't  boaft  of  genius,  but  my  foolifh  bram  has 
hit  upon  tolerable  improvements  in  my  trade. 
.  Earl  B.   Did  you  make  all  thofe  implements 
yourfelf  ? 

Gog.  Aye,  and  moreover  invented  many. 

Earl  B.  What  is  the  ufe  of  this  ?  {pointing  to  a 
fair  of  Jiocks)         ^ 

Gog.  That,  Sir,  is  to  bind  refraftory  people  by 
the  legs  i  it  is  to  be  put  before  the  church  porch 
next  Sunday. 

Earl  B*  Compleat,  ho  doubt,  btit  I  don't  com- 
prehend the  principle  of  the  mechanifm. 

Gog.  Oh,  very  pimple  !  I'll  Ihew  you,  my  Lord 
— Suppofe  moft  noble  Baron,  you  were  a  public 
difturber  and  I  the  beedle ;  I'd  fay — "  Sit  down 
you  vile  ruffian"— -there  he  fits,  {Jitsy  put  in  your 

hinder 
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limder  paw,  you  noify  dog— (^///i  bis  Jeg  in)  now 
my  Lord  you're  the  bcedle — ^look  zt  me  as  (oft  as 
a  hand  £aw — ^very  well,  turn  that — ^there  the  cul- 
prit's faft. 

Earl  B.  So  now  the  offender  can't  get  out  ? 

Gog.  Oh  no,  Gog  don't  make  his  work  fo  flight 
as  that.  If  I  was  ac  this  moment  to  fee  a  hawk  fun 
away  with  one  of  my  chickens,  I'm  the  man  that 
here  mud  fit. 

EarlB.  Ver}'  well— now  Sweno,  take  your  blufli- 
ing  helpmate,  {to  Sweno  who  feizei  Blanche) 

Bta.  Oh  father  \  Euftace  ! 

Gog.  My  daughter ! 

EarlB.  Bear  her  toCorfe  CaKlle.  There  the  pious 
Auftb^  ipy  Chaplain,  fhali  join  your  hands. 

[Sweno  carries  her  off^ 

;B^r/.  Blanche  !  my  child.  [Exit. 

Gog.  Murder!  thieves!  and  the  devil!  The 
hawk  has  got  my  chicken — I  can't  even  get  one 
leg  out  to  hop  after.  (Jlruggling} 

EarlB.  "  Oh  no,  Gog  don't  make  his  work  fo 
flight  as  that— -you're  a  man  that  there  muft  ftay.'* 
So  farewell  moft  ingenious  mechanic — fit  quiet— ^ 
and  contemplate  on  the  viciflitudes  of  fortune. — 

[Exii^ 
fhe  Scene  clofes  on  Gog. ,        . 


SCENE  IIL 

King  Alfred' J  Camp^  near  Wareham. 
Enter  Odune  and  Anlaff. 

Odu.  Well,  you  like  the  terms  > 
Anl.   No— but  we  perforce  muft  fubfcribe  t% 
them. 

Oiu. 
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Odu.  You  Danes  have  taken  rather  too  mucti 
trouble,  to  fail  here  merely  to  be  conquered. 
•  ^nl.  Aye,  fcofF  now,  but  fortune  may  yet  be* 
friend  us. 

Odu.  Then  you  defign  to  break  the  treaty  ? 

j4nL  Oh   no -not    till  occaiion  offers. — ♦— 

{Grand  Jlourijh). 

Odu.  Here  come  Alfred  our  vidtorious  King^ 
and  Hubba  your  beaten  General,  to.lignit. — ^--«^ 
{Fhurijh). 

Enter  at  oppojtte  fideSy  Alfred  and  Saxons— «• 

Hubba  and  Danes. 

,  Alfred.  Cruel  and  pitilefs  Dane  !  So  thou  art 
beaten,  and  now  come  to  fue  for  peace ;  for  thy 
unprovoked  ravages  upon  our  happy  ifland,  thy 
rapincj  and  thy  murders  the  avenging  hand  of 
Heaven  ,hath  ftruck  thee  down  I  Yet,  vanquifti'd 
as  thou  art,  had  the  contention  been  for  thine  own^ 
I  ftill  would  fay — Hubba,  thou  haft  fought  nobly* 
Hub.  Alfred,  when  your  Sixon  anceftors  invaded 
Britain,  did  they  then  fight  for  their  own?  But 
poflTeflion  giveth  right. 

Alfred.  Then  why  difpute  ours  ? 
.  Hub.  We  are  no  ufurpers ;  we  come  not  hither 
merely  to  fnatch  the  crown  from  Alfred's  head — 
we  are  here  s^ainft  Eng,lancl. 

Alfred.  Therefore  do  I  oppofe  "you.  My  enemy  1 
regard  not — Supine  and  paffive  tho*  I  bear  a  pri- 
vate injury,  I  (hall  be  ever  adive  to  revenge  a 
public  wrong. 

Hub.  We-  marchM  to  the  field  for  war — but 
hither  are  we  come  for  peace— Say,  is  ii  granted 
W? 

Alfred.  Danes  and  Saxons  hear  the  terms. 

Odu. 
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Odu.  (reads)  ^<  The  Danes  Ihall  reftorc  the  for- 
*!  trellcs  they  have  taken,  aqd  inftantly  evacuate 
**  the  dominions  of  Alfred.'* 

Hub.  What  on  our  fide  P 

Anl.  (reads)  ♦'The  Saxons  fliall  not  interrupt 
'^  the  Danes  in  the  conqueft  of  any  other  part  of 
«  the  Ifland/' 

Hub.  Take  notice,  Danes,  on  thcfe  conditions 
peace  is  hereby  ratified  with  our  natural  enemy. 

Alfred.  Natural  enemy!  expreffion  moft  unnatural! 
— Away  with  fuch  diftinftions  among  men  !  If 
the  afFeftions  for  our  families  fhould  be  exceeded 
by  that  for  our  country,  let  the  circle  ftretch 
i-ound  the  globe.  The  falacious  and  execrable 
policy,  couched  in  fuch  a  phrafe,  is  the  fource  of 
inceflant  variance.  Nay,  what  is  even  our  ftiining 
patriotifm,  but  the  centre  of  a  narrow  prejudice, 
that  only  contra6ts  the  mind,  and  (huts  it  up  from 
the  glorious  flame  of  univerfal  brotherhood. 

Odu.  Our  warlike  fpirit;.  King, ,  well  might 
prompt  us  to  fign  this  bond  in  blood. 

Alfred.  But  we  are  Chriftians,  therefore  in  milk 
be  it  fubfcriby — pure  and  white  as  my  intent  to 
keep  it.  {Jgns) 

Hub.  {J^gns)  The  chance  of  war  compels  and 
tere  I  fign. 

Enter  Oswald,  haftily. 

Ofw.  Where's  the  King  ?— my  liege,  the  fea  off 
Puibeck  b  cover'd  with  a  new  arrived  fleet  of 
Daniih  fliips  1 

Enter  ijl  Danijh  Solpier. 

I  ft  Sol  Joy,  noble  General !  {to  Hubba)  the 

feinforcepsents  uiKier  your  colleague  Halting^,  the 
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Briton,  have  already  landed — fomearenowon  their 
march  to  our  relief;  the  frighted  Saxons  fly  before 
them. 

Hub.  Alfred,  there's  your  treaty  of  peace — 
{tears  the  bond)  and  thus  your  beloved  England 
Ihall  we  fcatter  to  fragments  !  where  now  is  your 
boafted  hand  of  Heaven  ? — Come  Danes — ^adieu 
Saxons;  farewel  gentle  King  you  may  fow  in 
peace,  but  we  will  reap  in  conqueft.   (flourijh) 

[Exit  with- Danes — Saxons  oppojite. 

Alfred.  Perfidious  enemy  ! 

Enter  Eustace,  richly  habited. 

Euftace  !-— fay  how  has  the  coaft  been  guarded-— 
where  was  Earl  Burrhed's  care  ?  this  his  viligance  ! 
his  fcouts  from  Corfe  did  they  fleep,  or  were  they 
bribed  to  treachery  ?  And  Euftace  where  haft  thou 
been  ? 

Eujl.  My  King  !  I've  bafely  trifled  away  the 
time  that  ftiQuld  have  been  devoted  to  your  fjrvice 
— difguis'd,  I've  laboured  like  a  fervile  hind  to  win 
a  peafant  beauty. 

Alfred,  {with  feverity)  Pleafure  may  be  the  hap- 
pinefs  of  vice,  but  happinefs  is  the  fure  pleafure  of 
virtue.  Thefe  are  no  times  for  dalliance.  {Jhouts 
and  alarms  without)  The  Danes  approach  Ware- 
ham — We  muft  cut  our  paflage  thro*,  {going) 

EuJl.  Hold  ! — Alfred's  liand  can  only  grafp  one 
fword,  whilft  his  life's  a  fliield  for  millions. 
•  Alfred.  And  that  life  fliou'd  not  be  refign'd  but  to 
the  comrnand  of  Heaven  that  gave  it — Tell  Odune 
quickly  to  repair  to  Devonftiire  ;  his  holds  are 
there  ftrong  and  impregnable.  The  Barons  too— 
they  muft  preferve  communication  from  their 
caftles  till  we  can  mufter  ftrength  to  oppofe  our 

barbarous 
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barbarous  foe.  But  hold — Know,  Euftace,  the 
hoftile  leader  of  this  expedition  is  like  yourfelf  a 
Briton — this  is  not  the  moment  for  doubt — une- 
quivocally declare™ do  you  with  me  refift  Haftings 
your  rebel  countryman,  now  leagued  with  our 
invaders,  or  will  you  raife  a  weapon  againft 
England  ? 

Eujl.  Oh  'Royal  Alfred  !  far  dearer  to  me'than 
ray  natural  parent — the  tears  for  whofe  death  thy 
kind  adoption  hath  wiped  away— thou,  the  indulgent 
guardian  of  my  youth— the  ftar  of  fcience  and 
virtue  that  illumined  my  early  mind  —never  will  I 
forfake  thee,  {they  embrace)  {Jhouts  encreafe)  My 
liege  under  the  femblance  of  a  peafant— look 
yonder  {points  off)  '  the  garb  I  wore  in  my  truant 
ramble—  clad  in  that  difguife  you  may  pafs  the 
Danifh  hoft  in  fafety. 

Alfred.  Cqme  then'--- juft  providence  pour  every 
hardihip  on  me,  but  let  me  live  to  fave  my  country  ! 
{alarms  without) 

[Exeunt  Alfred  and  Eujlace  hajlily. 


SCENE  IV- 


The  IJle  of  Purbeck. 

Enter  Hastings  and  Danifh  Soldiers. 

Haft.  No — ftill  keep  under  arms — Oh,  Britain  ! 

where  firft  I  drew  my  breath,  do  I  come  to  thee 

an  enemy  ?  as  I  approach'd  thy  much-loved  coaft, 

whilft  that  thought  drew  colour  into  my  face,  ir 

feemed  that  thy  pale  cliff  blulh'd  with  the  refledion 

'  D  D  a  from 
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< 
from  my  glowing  cheek— ^re  ftiy  impious  foot 

trampled  on  thy  green  bofom,  why  didft  not  thy 
ilony  limits  dafli  my  (hip  in  pieces,  and  thy  white 
virgin  mound  grow  truly  red,  ftained  with  a  traitor's 
blood  !— but  I  am  fworn  to  aflift  the  Dane* 

Enter  Hubba  and  Danes. 

Hubk  Oh  welconte  Haftings !  wekomd  my  noble 
Auxiliary ;  a^c  all  your  forces  landed  ? 

Haft.  Yes,  every  man  a  phalanx  in  himfeifj 
his  foul  a  flaming  brand  i  his  body  a  mighty 
javelin — Bat  you  have  had  a  defeat  ? 

Hub.  Only  trading  In  blows,  took  tiiore  than 
we  gave— you  plaguy  Britons  are  pretty  liberal 
dealers  in  that  fort  of  barter;  but  all  our  ill-fortune 
is  owing  to  that  daftard  Sweno,  who  at  the  firft 
onfet  difappeared  with  our  magiclc  fta.Adard  j  had 
this  battle  been  fought  under  the  aufpices  of  the 
Sacred  Reafen,  we  Ihou'd  as  heretofore  hay?  been 
crown'd  with  viftory.     (trumpet  without) 

iiajt.  The  trumpet  of  the  enemy. 

Enter  Eustace,  H^rax.d>  Soldiers,  &f^, 

Eujl.  I  come  from  Alfred— When  he  granted 
the  peace  you  implored,  why  renew  your  ab- 
horred work  of  devaftation  ?  Why,  (ungrateful 
to  the  power  that  fpated,  when  it  might  have 
crufhed)  do  you  appear  ready  again  to  ftain 
thole  hands  in  blood  that  have  been  newly 
Waih'd  with  the  tears  fallen  from  the  hclplefs  vic- 
tims of  your  ruthlefs  fury  ?  Alfred  alks,  why  you 
have  broke  the  treaty  ? — and  requirer,  that  in  comr 
pliance  with  its  terms,  you'll  ihftantly  depart  his 
territory. 

Hub.  England  is  ours— — 

EuJl. 
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•    Eujl.  Yours  !  by  what  tenure  } 

Hub.  This !  [touches  his /word) 

Haft.  Inform  your  King,  a  Briton,  who  fled  to. 
Denmark  from  Saxon  ufurpation,  now  returns — 
Say,  that  Haftings  comes  to  drive  Alfred  from  the 
field  of  his  fathers. 

Euft.  I  alio  am  a  Briton  ;  but  learn,  country* 
men,  from  me  that  the  liberal  mind  expands  beycmd 
the  narrow  bounds  of  local  afiedtion  ^  what^s  in  4' 
word,  a  found  of  breath— no  matter  how  pronoun* 
Ced — Briton,  Dane,  Gaul  or  Saxon?  Alfred  is  a 
man,  great,  becaufe  he's  good ! 

Huh.    (furveying  Eujiace  with  contempt)    Oh 
I've  heard  of  this  ftripling  when  a  babe — fbi^nd, 
as  'tis  rumour'd,  in  an  eagle's  neft ;  and  fofter'd 
here  by  Alfred 

Haft,  {agitated)  Indeed  ! — the  peculiarity  of  thii 
circumftance — So  ere  my  precipitate  retreat  from 
Britain,  my  infant  boy,  my  Euftace,  was  loft* 

Euft.  How! 

Haft.  It  may  be — I  would  wi(h  to  think  it  fo — 
Tell  me,  young  man,  what  truth  is  there  in  this 
ftory  ? 

Euft.  Do  I,  at  this  fir  ft  meeting  with  a  parent, 
behold  his  fword  raifed  againft  my  Sovereign,  my 
youth's  proteSor  ? — {Haftings  and  Euftace  embrace) 

Haft.  My  fon  ! 

Hub.  Why  wafte  the  precious  moments  in  cant 
and  whine  ?  Suppofe  you  arc  fon  and  father-— 
What  are  kindred  ties  ? — Knots  of  ftraw,  to  the 
burning  ardor  of  a  loldier's  fury. 

Euft.  Oh,  father!  thefe  the  monfters  you  have 
leagued  with,  againft  the  generous  Alfred  !  You 
are  human,  this  a  brutal  favage,  whofe  pafljons 
are  bis  law.     Prevail  on  them  to  keep  the  facred 
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oath  they  have  taken,  rather  than  become  a  party 
in  the  deftru6lion  of  that  country  which  nature 
and  juftice  urg^  you  to  protedt. 

Hub.  Eh !  why  ii4s  prating  boy  has  daggered 
our  trufty  prop. 

Haft.  Euftace,  prove  you  arc  my  fon,  and  fol- 
low the  Danilh  ftandard — meet  Alfred  as  a  foe. 

Euft.  Never  ! — whilft  I  revere  a  parent,  let  mc 
Bot  forget  chat  gracitude  is  the  iirli  boxKl  of  hu- 
manity ! 

Hajl.  He*s  right — Shou'd  the  firft  precept  of  a 
father  teach  treachery  to  a  friend— —Euftace,  let 
me  not  warp  your  purpofe — throw  your  (hield  be- 
fore Alfred  ;  but  as  1  came — I  am,  his  enemy  !— 
Yet  hold — father  and  fon  opposed  in  battle  I— — 
Boy,  give  me  thy  helmet ;  b^  this  exchange  we 
may  avoid  each  other  in  the  field,  {they  tbauge 
helmets) 

Hub.  You  warriors !  giving  parting  tokens,  like 
a  bafe-born  ruftic  and  a  dairy  wench  1  Nothing 
but  talk — to  ad  ion  !  Inftantly  fct  fire  to  the  caftlc 
at  Wareham  !  {to  the  Soldiers) 

Haji.  An  example  which  I'll  follow  at  Corfe. 

Euft,  My  father,  you  may  attack  the  noble 
Alfred ;  but  my  fwotd  Ihall  teach  yon  boafting 
Dane,  that  to  defend  the  opprefs'd  is  the  genuine 
glory  of  a  foldier !  [Exit. 

Hub.  Come,  let  us  pour  like  a  torrent  on  the 
head  of  Alfred. 

Haft.  This  is  lofing  a  wild  beaft  on  a  man — 
No — ril  lead  my  forces  againft  Wareham,  you 
attack  Earl  Burrhed  at  Corfe.      [Exeunt  Jeverallj. 


END    OF   THE    FIRST   ACT* 
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ACT    II. 


SCENE   I. 

Injide  of  Corf e  Caftle. 
J^nter  Blanche. 

Blanche. 

X  HIS  IS  a  fine  caftle;  but  to  force  one  into 
finery,  is  putting  rich  trappings  on  a  filly.  Thac 
malicious  wretch,  Sweno,  to  fay  I  gave  him  the 
f carf  1  Euftace  thinks  me  falfe — Oh  that  I  cou*d 
but  fee  the  Lady  Albina— (he's  good,  and'  Vm  cer- 
tain wou'd  let  me  run  home  again.  They  may  kill 
me,  but  marry  Sweno  I  never  will. — ^Eh— here 
comes  my  Lord's  jefter. 

Enter  Hollybush,  tvitb  a  Friarh  Drefs  on  his  arm* 

YouVe  the  Earl's  fool  ? 

Holly.  Yes,  Tm  the  fool,  for  I  live  well  and  do 
nothing.  Very  ftrange,  that  the  only  wit  in  a 
court  flhould  be  a  fool  1 

Bla.  What's  your  name  ? 

Holly.  I  don't  remember  being  chriftened  ;  but 
let  any  man  fay,  "  Hollybufh,  take  this  horn  of 
"  wine,  and  Vm  the  man  that  drinks  it." 

Bla. 
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Bla.  But  if  any  man  fays,  "  I  want  to  give  Hoi* 
lybufh  a  beating — where  is  he  ?*'  are  you  the  man 
that  will  fay,  here  am  I  ? 

Holly.  Who'ci  be  fool  then— ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Bla.  How  unfortunate  that  the  Lady  Albina  is 
abfent — (he  would  not  fufFer  her  wicked  Lord  to 
tear  me  from  my  dear  Euftace,  and  my  forrowful 
parents.    What's  that  ? 

Holly.  The  cowl,  ftolc,  and  all  that  of  Father 
Auftin.  Tho'  I'm  a  fool  and  he's  a  friar,  yet  one 
of  us  two  is  my  Lady's  Confeflbr. 

Bla.  How  (hall  I  efcape? — Eh,  isn't  that  the 
villain  falconer  that  brought  me  here  ?-— ( />^«y^i) 
By  what  I  heard  from  Sweno  himfelf,  he  can't  read 
— ha,  ha,  ha!  I'll  try,  (^^^) — {tears  paper  from 
ler  pocket  book  and  writes)  Hollybufti,  give  thi«  tp 
<Sw€no.  Mind  don't  fay  you  faw  me ;  tell  hixn 
that  was  fen t  from  Gog's  houfe ;  this  will  be  doing 
a  very  good  deed— there's  money,  {cj^ers  money) 

Holly.  It's  only  a  knave  muft  be  paid  for  doing 
good,  but  I'm  a  fool.     Keep  your  money, 

Bla.  Lend  me  this  cowl ;  {^takes  the  drefs)  and  if 
Sweno  afes  you  to  r-ead  that  paper  for  him,  be  fiire 
you  don't.  [Exit. 

Holly.  I'm  very  kind,  really  I'm  a  worthy  crea- 
ttirc — my  generofity  is  that  of  the  lion  j  whereas 
in  general  human  kindnefs  is  of  a  cat-like  difpofi- 
jtion — Call  it,  it  turns  tail  and  walks  away  ;  don*t 
feejoa  to  want  it,  and  it  comes  purring  about 
you. 

Enter  Sweno* 

S'Stkno.  Wlierethe  plague  is  my  fwoct  Blanche? 
—Hollo  1  fecai'k'ye,  fellow  !       ' 

*     '  Holly. 
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^    Holly.  You  my  fellow  !     Oh  then  the  Earl  has 
jgot.a  new  fool !  (furveying  him) 

iSweno:  Eh— why,  niy  friend,  youVe  rather  fa- 
tirical. 

Heily.  Moft  people  would  be  fo,  Sir,  were  they 
tiot  afraid  of  Satire.  I've  been  looking  for  you 
thefe  three  hours,  to  give  you  that ;  it  was  fent  to 
you  from  Gog's  houfe.  {giv^s  the  note) 

Sweno.  Read  it. 

'Holfy.  Can*t  you?  Let  my  fpcech  teach  you 
' — to  read  naturally,  and  fpcak  coirrcftly,  read  as 
if  you  were  fpeaking,  and  fpeak  as  if  you  were 
heading. 

Sweno.  But  I  nevet  learned  to  read ;  I  was  a 
iiatural  wit;  now  they  taught' yoU  becaufe  you 
were  a  fooL 

Holly.  Theft  the  difference.  Sir,  between  you 
bnd  me  is,  I'm  a  fool  and  yoti'rc  a  natural  ? 

Siffeno.  Why  you're  clever^ 

Holly.  Am  I  fd.  Sir  ?     Good  bye,  (^going) 
'    Swenoi  Stop— I  want  you; 

Holly.  You  do  not.  When  a  man  extols  our 
labilities  in  our  hearing,  it*^  a  fign  he  does  n't  ftand 
in  need  of  them. 

Swem.  Pftiaw  1  I  Want  to  hear* 

Holly •  You  (hall  hear,  Sir^ — Hollo  !  {bawls  very 
loud).  [Exit. 

Sweno.  There*s  an  impudent  varlet  t  Oh  here'i 
a  friar ;  he  (hall  read  it« 

,  Ent^r  Blanchb,  (difguifed  as  a  Friar). 

Bla.  Now  if  I  can  but  efcape,  and  for  retarlliation 
toake  Sweno  himfelf  guard  me  home,  (ajide) 
Sweno.  Holy  Father,  read  that  fpr  roe. 

Vol.  IV.  E  E  Bla. 
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Bla.  Invention  befriend  me.  {afide)  {reads  in  a" 
fqgned  voice)  "  Kind  Sweno— Tho'  hid  by  my 
^^  terror,  my  love  for  you  is  much" 

Sweno.  Why  this  muft  be  from  Blanche; — ^lovc 
for  me  !  Excellent !  But  how  could  this  come 
from  her  father's  and  (he  here  in  Corfe  ? 

Bla*  (reads)  *^  Your  caftle  was  fo  dreadful,  I 

found  means  to  get  to  my  father's,    where  I 


€6 


**  now  am" 


Sweno.  Fury  !     How  did  fhe  efcape  ?• 


Bla.  {reads)  **  Come  to  me ;  there's  a  friar  m 
**  the  caftle,  coax  him  along  with  you.  If  you 
*'  delay,  my  father  gives  to  Euftace  your  affec- 
"  tionate,'  •*  blanche/' 

Sweno.  Oh  joy ! — FU  be  vJith  her,  and  bring  a 
friar  too*  (ajidej  looking  at  Blanche — takes  the  note) 
Why  my  young  (aint,  there  feems  very  little  writing 
for  the  number  of  words  you  read, 

Bla.  Oh  that  is  becaufe  its  writ  in  Laconian 
charader.     I  am  now  going  to  chriften  a  babe. 

Sweno.  Stop Marriage  fliould  come  before 

cbriftening— therefore,  you  muft  firft  marry  me 
to  a  beauty.— — ^You  muft  go  with  me  to  Gog*s 
faoufe. 

Bla.  Charming !  {ajide)  I  cannot  go  with  you 
— 1  walk  now  to  a  holy  well,  round  which  I  fcram- 
ble  twelve  times  on  my  knees.  I  (hall  proceed 
in  fear,  left  I  be  met  in  my  way  by  any  of  thofc 
pagan  Danes,  they  have  little  refpedt  for  our  holy 
order.  Yet  the  duty  of  my  function  calls,  and  if 
even  murdered,  I  (hall  die  a  martyr, 

Sweno.  V\\  be  your  defender. 

Bla.  You  are  yourfelf  an  infidel. 

Sweno.  On  my  life  Tm  a  true  believer — for  I  dd 
moft  iincerely  believe,  if  you  refufe  to  go  with  me 

this 
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this  inftant,  I  fliall  the  next  fend  you  up  to  Hea- 
ven^  with  your  head  under  your  arm.        [Exeun^ 

EnUrEarlBuKRWLEVy  Albina,  ^»i Atteitdants. 

Earl  B.  But,  Albina,  why  contradift  my  plea- 
fure,  when  it  is  an  honorable  matcli  'twixt  Sweno 
roy  fi^lconer  and  this  ruftic  maiden. 

Alb.  Nay,  my  Lord,  think  lefs  of  your  falconer 
and  aimifements  abroad,  and  give  me  your  thoughts 
and  your  coifipany  at  home. 

Earl  B.  Very  true,  my  fweet  Lady-— where  is 
Friar  Auftin  ? 

Enter  Hollybus|I, 

Holly.  Juft  walked  out  of  the  caftle  with  Sweno 
— thedamfel,  Blanche,  has  run  away  with  Father 
Auftin's  caflbck.  {ajide)  My  Lady,  when  you 
want  the  friar,  you*ll  find  him  all  fanftity — a  nut 
without  a  flielK 

Alb.  Reflcdt,  my  Lord,  the  Danes  expefted 
every  hour  to  attack  the  caftle— flay  to  defend  your 
lands,  your  property — nay  more,  your  wife,  whp 
loves  your  tenderly.  Yoq  would  not  at  home  be 
expofed  to  greater  dangers  than  thofe  you  daily 
encounter  in  the  perilous  pleafures  of  the  chace. 
Have  I  been  remifs  in  tenderdefs  of  affedtionat^ 
duty.  Why  this  cruel  indifference  ?  Come,  my 
Lord,  prepare  to  repel  the  expefted  invaders— 
your  Albina  wou'd  be  your  ihield — I  wou'd  receivq 
the  fhaft  gim'd  at  the  heart  I  fear  nq  longer  mine. 
(weeps) 

EarlB*  Nay  my  dear  Lady— indeed  I  love  you 
well— (^/^i  her  hand)  and  fo  adieu,  I'll  fee  you  pre- 
iently,  don*t  be  melancholy ;  here  you  dull  fx)ol, 
why  don't  you  divert  your  Lady  ?     [Exit  af tended^ 

EE  ^  Holly. 


Holh.  If  fhe*s  to  be  diverted  only  by  a  dulj  foalji 
four  lU  fuccefs  makes  me  afraid  to  attetppt  the 
trial. 

Gog.  (withottt)  Tell  not  me  of  crofsbow^  an4 
pott-euUis's,  I  will  have  my  daughter. 

yilbi.  Who  is  that? 

Holly.  Gog  the  carpenter. 

Jlii.  Call  him  hither  ? 

Holly.  Hither,  no  Lady,  TU  ca^  him  by  his 
pame— -Gog ! 

'Enter  Qoc. 

What's  the  matter  ? 

Gog.  The  matter — J'm  angry. 

Holly.  Angry  before  a  woman^— wear  my  foor$ 
cap  till  the  fit*s  over, 

Gog.  Clap  me  in  the  ftocks  1  Vm  a  man  that*$ 
induftrioujj.  Yet  like  an  idle  fellow  there  I  ftuck 
in  my  own  work.  But,  madam,  my  lord's  wife 
Chall  know  it  all— -where's  the  Lady  Albina? 

Holly.  Why  that  is — '^{Albina  maktsjigns)  ha, 
ha,  ha !  oh,  oh,  oh  ! 

Gog.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  oh,  oh,  oh!  what  the  devil 
do  you  mean  ? 

jilb.  (ajide)  I  may  know  more  by  not  being* 
known  myfelf— ^id  you  want  our  lady  ? 

Cog.  Madam,  I've  had  a  heavy  lofs. 

Holly.  Heavy!  wrong  in  your  phrafe ;  if  you 
have  loft,  youVe  the  lighter. 

Gog.  Oh  if  I  ha4  that  gobbling  turkey,  the 
Baron's  falconer,  Sweno  here,  how  1  wou'd  dance 
ppon  his  breaft  bone — Madam,  Tve  been  fo  ill 
ufed. 

Holfy.  Wrong  again,  to  have  people  ufe  you 
well  ijLever  tell -them  you've  been  ill  ufed  by  others ; 
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your  firft  complaint  is  liftened  to,  your  fccond  is 
thought  troublefome,  and  for  your  third  you  are 
defpis*d — Kick'd  down  ft  airs, 

Gog.  What's  that  ? 

yilb.  Come  tell  me  your  grievance,  and  PU  lay 
it  before  my  Lady. 

Gog.  I'll  let  my  Lord  know  Tm  an  old  Briton-*' 
my  veins  f\VelI  like  blue  ropes  with  the  blood  of 
the  great  Cara£tacus — ^and  tho'  Tm  an  humble 
carpenter  I  can— — 

holly.  Throw  the  hatchet. 

Alb.  Nay  be  calm,  fo  much  do  I  know  of  my 
Lady  Albina's  heart  that  I  can  aflure  you  ftie  will 
feel  moft  fenfibly  for  any  miferies  brought  upon  her 
vaflals  by  the  mifdeeds  of  an  injurious  and  opprei^ 
five  Baron. 

Gog.  Madam,  Earl  Burrhed  took  my  daughter 
Blanche  frpm  a  young  man  that  loved  her,  how 
wou'd  he  like  to  have  his  wife  taken  bv  another  ? 

Mb.  In  truth  he  deferves  fomcwhat  of  that  by 
way  of  puniftiment. 

HoUy.  Lofe  his  Lady  !  punifliment  indeed — fuclv 
a  good  Lady,  fo  beautiful,  fo  charming ! 

Gog.  I'm  a  man  that  loves  thedamlels  myfelf, 
but  \  never  thought  of  fuch  claw  work— Fll  tell 
you.  Madam — fool  liften — one  Eaftcr  Tuefday^ 
this  very  Lord's  father  bringing  all  the  company 
from  the  caftle  down  to  our  green,  we  danc'd  be- 
fore them,  at  firft  they  laugn'd  in  a  fort  of  flout, 
but  at  length  their  hearts  got  fo  merry,  they 
coudn't  keep  their  own  illuftrious  timbers  quier^ 
but  needs  muft  join  in  our  dance.  Here  they 
went,  and  there  they  went,  {mimicks)  Swept  ai^ 
fwam  with  fuch  grade  and  ftatelineft  that  they  put 
ps  all  out.   However  the  Lady,  my  partner,  was  fo 

taken 
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taken  with  my  footing  it  up  to  her,  that  foon  her 
languilhing  eyes  faid,  1  wifti  you  and  I  were  partners 
for  life — So  Gog  never  went  about  the  bufh,  b\it 
put  the  queftion  fo  plump,  that  on  the  fpot  (he 
promised  to  marry  me. 

Alb.  Well,  and  Ihe  did  marry  you  ? 

Gog.  Oh,  no  !—  my  father  fent  me  the  next 
morning  to  finifli  a  job  in  the  North  j  and  I*ve 
never  heard  any  thing  of  the  Lady  from  that  blefled 
hour  to  this. 

Holly.  Madam,  join  in  my  joke,  and  you  Ihall 
have  revenge  on  your  noble  indifferent  hu{band. 
i^apart)  Well,  Gog,  this  is  the  ftrangeft  aJfFair! 
the  Earl  has  taken  your  daughter,  and  you  have  a 
moft  excellent  opportunity  for  vengeance. 

Cog.  How  ? 

^Ib.  Ay,  how,  good  Holly bulh  ? 

Holly.  Why  the  Baron's  lovely  wife,  our  great 
Madam  Albipa,  is  that  very  identical  Lady  you 
dancM  and  fell  in  love  with,  on  the  green. 

Gogy  What's  that ! 

Holly.  Come,  Ma-am,  yOu^rc  my  Lady's  favorite 
confidante— Sure  you,  as  well  as  myfelf,  have  heard 
Lady  Albina  mention  this  circumftance. 

Alb.  Excellent  fool !  (^apartj  Is  it  poffible  this 
can  be  the  charming  youth,  her  rural  pa,rtner,  that 
my  Lady  fo  often  fp^aks  tp  me  of  with  fuch  rap- 
ture? 

Holly.  It  is  this  ^ery  dumfy,  aul^ward,  ftupid 
looking  dolt :  but  the  fancy  of  women  !  every  eye 
makes  a  beauty — Come,  Ma'am,  now  do  tell  poor 
Gog  what  the  Lady  Albina  faid  of  him- — '. — 
^  Gog.  {ruminating')  That  fweet  young  creature 
Lady  Albina — then  after  dancing  with  me  Ihe 
mwfl  have  married  my  Lord, 

Alb. 
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Jib.  *^  Oh  friend" — faid  ihe  to  mc  no  later  thaa 
yefterday — •*  though  my  pcrfon  is  wedded  to  the 
^  Baron,  my  foul  is  united  to  my  firft  and  only 
**  love." 

Holly.  Then  Gog  flie  really  pron:iLd  to  marry 
you  ? 

Alb-  Yes ;  but  what  arc  promifes. 

Holly.  By  King  Alfred's  new  law,  they  are  folemn 
oontrads.  ' 

Gog»  (paufes)  Solemn  contraft  ! — ^Was  her  bare 
promife  fo  very  binding ! — it  was — The  Baron  has 
married  my  wife — She's  my  betrothed. 

Alb.  Oh,  no  no 

Holly.  1  fay  aye,  aye — Lady  Albina  is— Mrs^ 
Gog. 

Gog.  You're  right,  fool,  (he  is  Mrs.  Gog — ^to 
all  intents  and  purpofcs.  Aye,  one  of  the  Mrs. 
Grog's,  I  was  forgetting  my  poor  Bertha.  ^  Til  have 
my  Lady — I'll  claim  her  of  the  Baron. 

Alb.  Delightful !  {apart)  Now^  Hollybulh, 
what  wicked  mifchief  are  you  railing.  Don't  think 
of  fuch  a  thing,  {to  Gog) 

Gog.  I  will — What  do  you  prefume  to  advife  a 
man  about  his  wife  !  Go  brulh  your  Lady's  toilctp 
Madam  Prattlechops. 

Holly.  I'll  lay  this  noble,  that  if  you  do  claim 
her,  ihe  quits  the  Baron,  and  goes  home  with  you. 

Gog.  He  took  my  child,  and  I  will  have  his— 
no,  my  wife — And  as  for  my  old  fpoufe.  Bertha, 
fhe  ihall  be  my  befom  ;  I'll  (weep  the  houfe  with 
her,  if  (he  dares  to  talk,  (traverfes) 

Alb.  Well,  I'd  wi(h  to  fee  my  Lord  puniflied  for 
his  flights,  and  alfo  my  Lady  happy;  but  after 
fo  long  a  fcparation,  ihe  (hould  fee  you  better 

attired* 

Holly. 
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Holly.  She  (hall  too — I  know  the  way  t6  thd 
wardrobe,  tho'  a  yeoman  youihall  look  a  Knight. 

Gog.  Alfred  is  a  juft  King,  he'll  give  her  to  me 
— if  he's  beat  out  by  the  Dane,  the  Dane  will 
give  jier  to  mc — if  the  Dane's  beat  out  by  the  for- 
tune of  war,  Ym  a  man  that  will  beat  the  Baron, 
and  take  her  herfelf.  [Exit. 

Alb.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  thanks  for  this  device — it 
may  reform  my  negligent  Lord  into  an  afiedtiooate 
huiband. 

Holly.  Aye,  my  Lady ;  when  he  fears  to  lofc^ 
he'll  drive  to  hold  you* 

Alh.  That  Gog  may  not  know  me  again,  1^11 
drefs  mod  magnificently  ;  and  as  a  pretext,  a  ban* 
quet  muft  be  ordered. 

Holly.  And  Ihou'd  the  Danes  vifif  us,  nothing 
Hke  jovial  cheer,  to  put  ill  tempers  into  good  hu- 
mour«  [Exeutu 


SCENE  IL 

4  wild  Country^  and  dijlant  View  of  the  Coafi.-* 

Scattered  Cottages  on  firei, 

^nter  Alfred  {in  Eustace'j  Peafant  Drefs). 

Alf.  In  this  humble  garb  I  am  thought  too  mM 
a  prize  to  be  purfued — no  gems  or  ftudded  anus 
to  tempt  the  fpoiler.  Thofe  ruffians  that  fell  like 
wolves  on  yon  defencclcfs  village,  muft  have  been 
an  harafling  party,  detached  from  the  main  body 
of  banal  Hubba's  force — Ha !  I  knew  not  I 
was  wounded — my  limbs  fail  me — '^(^leans  againfi 
a  tree) 

Enter 
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Enter  Hastings,  with  a  drawn  fwordy  and  Hani fh 

Soldiers. 

Hafi.  Diforderly,  Ihameful  conduft  !  This  is 
not  the  march  of  an  army,  but  the  irregular  ram- 
bling of  freebooters.  On  pain  of  death,  no  Dane 
fet  fire  to  another  cottage.  In  chace  of  the  lion 
Alfred,  and  delay  in  the  flaughter  of  flieep !— ^ 
See  !  the  unhappy  peafants  fly  their  blazing  hovels  ! 
• — I've  workM  myfelf  into  a  fever,  by  haftening  to 
their  refcue — and  this  burning  deflblatc  plain  af- 
fords nor  (helter  from  the  fcorching  ray,  nor  ipring 
nor  refrefliment — Oh,  you  have  found  water. 

Enter  Daniflj  Soldier  [with  water  in  a  helmet). 

How  difficulty  creates  value.  The  moft  fparkling 
juice  of  the  richeft  grape  never  look'd  half  fo 
tempting — now  for  luxury — every  drop's  a  liquid 
gem.  {going  to  drink) 

Alfred,  {not  feeing  them)  Oh — I — faint 
Hafl.   {in  a  low  tone)   Who's  this  ? — a  Saxon 
peafant, 

ift  Sol  One  of  the  bafe  herd  that  dar'd  to  pre- 
vent us  from  plundering  their  myd-built  hovels. 
Haft.  Soft !  ( puts  the  Sotdiers  afide) 
Alfred.  The  torments  of  extreme  thirft  ! 
Hajl.  Thirft! — poor  fellow— rhis  greater  necef- 
fity  has  banifh'd  mine-r-PU  firft  allay — but  hold  ; 
my  flinty  companions  woq'd  deride  piy  weaknefs, 
and  call  pity  cowardice--(<z^^)  March  on,  whilft  I 
queftion  this  wretched  boor ;  by  promifes  ot  threats 
I  may  extort  fome  ufeful  information. 

[Exeunt  Soldiers. 

VOL.  IV.  r  F  {Haftings 
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(Haftlngs  looks  after  thtm^  then  turns^  raifes  Alfrett 
head^  and  holds  the  helmet  to  his  lips).  Here,  flake 
thy  parched  throat.  (Alfred  drinks)  '  Don't  thank 
me,  'tis  I  that  have  received  the  greater  pleafurc. 

[Exit. 
Alfred.  A  Dane  ! — Kind,  generous  barbarian  I— 
That  a  friend  to  man  (hould  b^  an  enemy  to  Al- 
fred.  Now  refrefli'd,  1  may  find  ftieker  from 

the  llorm  that  overwhelms  my  unhappy  fubjefts. 
I'm  uncertain  as  to  the  fate  of  Euflace.  Can  be 
have  deferred  me  1  Thofe  Barons  too,  my  inti' 
mates,  who  ihared  with  me  the  cheerful  ray  of 
courtly  funihine — where  are  they  now  ?  In  the 
height  of  our  jocund  moments,  when  we  chufe 
our  gay  companions,  it  were  well  to  thro?/  a 
thought  on  the  real  fr^nd,  who  wou;ld  alfo  par- 
take with  us  the  trying  hour  of  forrow^        \Jfy}U  ' 

SCEN2  III. 

A  Banqueting  Roam  in  Corfi  Cafiig^ 
Dijlant  Alarms. 

Enter  Hollybcjsh. 

Holfy.  Very  many  dangers  without — ^therc  they 

arc Many  comforts  within,  here  I  am. — ^Well^ 

thefe  are  rare  times,  when  a  hundred  wife  men  arc 
fent  out  to  fight,  to  keep  one  fool  at  home  in 
fafety,  h?^,  ha,  ha !  Sweno  takes  Blanche  home, 
without  knowing  he's  fo  kind— Euftace,  fword  in 
Imnd^  flouriflies  in  hercj^  to  prote<ft  the  damfcl, 

little 
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little  thinking  that  he  only  defended  my  all  worth- 
lefs  Lord,  who  ran  away  with  her.  But  Euftace 
beating  the  Dane  from  the  caftle,  has  left  me  and 
my  lady  a  clear  ftage  for  our-  merry  play  upon  the 
Baron.  Oh,  here  he  ftruts,  crowing  at  the  vic- 
tory, tho*  he  hid  himlelf  whilft  the  work  of  death 
Was  going  on. 

Enter  Earl  BtTRRilED,  Knights,  &fr. 

* 

Earl  B.  I  think  we  gave  our  uninvited  vifitors 
fuch  expreffive  hints  of  their  no-welcome,  that 
they'll  not  again  come  here  till  fent  for. 

I  ft  ij//gv?;/*i  Euftace  purfued  the  routed  troops 
too  far. 

Earl  B.  If  he  falls,  PU  take  the  merit  of  the  vie* 
lory,  (ajide)    Yes,  Euftace  was  indeed  fool-hardy. 

Holly.  You  had  it  between  you,  my  Loid,  he 
was  hardVf  and  you  were— H:ol,  loU  lol.  (^Jings) 

Earl  B.  Ha,  my  Lady  wife !  (looking  out) 

Holly.  And  bravely  attired.  I  think  Gog  can^t 
know  her  again,  {a  fplendid  banquet  firved) 

Enter  Albina  {richly  drefifd)  and  Attekdaitts. 

AW.  My  dear  Lord,  are  you  (kfe  ? 

Earl  B.  Why  how  now.  Lady  mine !  did  you 
predidt,  that  my  fimple  efforts  in  your  defence, 
were  to  give  a  moft  brilliant  occafion  for  fcaft  and 
fplendourf 

Holly.  Yes,  my  Lady,  m  fight  my  Lord  is  a 
moft  valiant— looker-on.  {afide)  Here's  to  .the 
honor  of  my  viftory  !  (^drinks) 

Earl  B.  Why,  'twas  I  that  beat  the  Dane. 

Holl^.  Well  i  didn't  1  drink  to  the  fool's  vidorjr. 

F  F  a  Sari 
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EarlB.  How,  firrah! 

,Holly.  Tm  filent — Thofcwho  are  empty  of  irfeas 
talk  much  and  very  loud — a  drum  makes  a  great 
noife. 

Earl  B.  Let's  have  mufic. 

Holly!  rU  give  you  the  vocals. 

Earl  B.  You  ! 

Holly.  Nay,  my  Lord,  Vm  fure  Tve  as  fine  a 
voice  to-day — as  I  Ihall  have  to-morrow,  {they  Jit 
'^^muficians  play) 

Holly.  Stop — let's  have  morality— The  firft  glafs 
of  wine  we  drink,  after  what  is  neceffary,  is  a  fid 
againft  heaven  (drinks)-^tht  fecond  againft  nature 
(^r/«^i)— and  the  third  againft  reafon  (^r/«^5) — 
that's  my  morality. 

Earl  B.  Eh  !  Where's  my  new  falconer,  Sweno? 
{rifes) 

Holly,  {apart  to  Albina)  Madam,  here  comes 
Gog;  havn't  I  drefs'd  him  very  fine,  and  to  give 
him  courage,  Tve  primed  him  with  a  couple  of 
bottles.  Now  if  he  ftands  but  buff  to  the  claipi 
we  have  made  him  believe  he  has  a  right  to  make, 
my  Lord  will  know  how  to  value  you,  my  good 
Lady. 

Enter  Goo,  (^dreft  ridkuloujly  fumptuous) 

Gog.  Every  man  fit  down  by  his  own  wife  (Jits 
hy  Albina)  eh ! — Lord,  (he's  very  grand,  I  am 
almoft  afraid — but  an't  I  grand  myfelf.  (jifide) 

Mb.  How  now.  Sir  Knight  who  are  you ! 

Gog.  Who  are  you! — why  you're  my  Sunday 
wife  ! — matter  Baron,  you  fet  me  down  this  morn- 
ing leg-lock'd  in  the  ftocks ;  this  evening  I  fet 
myfelf  down  hand-lock'd  to  my  Lady,  {takes  htr 
band) 

Earl 
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Earl  B.  If  this  is  gambol  mummery,  it  affords 
but  coarfe  divertion — be  gone  !  > 

Gog.  Man  and  wife  are  one,  he  bids  me,  and 
confequently  you  go,  Lady — Come. 

^/^.  Who  are  you  that  dare  accoft  me  with  fuch 
infolence  ? 

Gog.  Look  at  this  face — no  recolle6lion  of 
the  charming  youth  ? — true,  *cwas  my  dancing 
ftruck  her — Here,  don't  you  remember  this 
{dances)  for  a  hop  on  the  grafs  that  foot  is  the 
daify- cutter* 

yillf.  Heavens  ! — can  it  be — my  early  long  loft 
love  !  (^affe£ling  furprize) 

Gog.  I  thought  that  fliuffle  cou'd  never  flip  her 
memory*  (dances)  That's  the  caper  for  the  mutton 
—that  cuts  up  your  feather,  {lays  bis  hand  on  Earl 
Barrhsd*s  head) 

£jr/ fi.  Retire ! 

Holly.  Retire  ! — Oh  my  Lord,  to  a  merry  gueft; 
Where's  your  hofpitality  ? 

r  EarlB.  Well,  regale  in  the  buttery  with  my 
fcrvants. 

Gog.  In  the  bedchamber  with  thy — my  wife  ;• 
for  mine  ftie  is — and  before  you  and  all  I  claim  her. 

jllb.  Ah !  my  Lord  who  cou'd  forefee  this  heavy 
hour  ?  Noble  Knights  mark  ! — this  man,  I  muft 
confefs,  had  my  plighted  faith,  '  ere  the  Baron 
woo'd  and  won  me  ;  therefore,  on  this  unexpeded 
fight  of  my  true  hufband,  I  confider  myfelf  now 
but  as  the  Baron's  widow,  free  to  return  both  heart 
and  hand  to  my  firft  lawful  lord  ;  here  he  ftandsr 
And  however  gricv'd  I  muft  be  to  tear  myfelf  from 
you,  {to  Earl  Burrhed)  I  am  only  his,  if  he  demand 
mc.    {pointing  to  Gog) 

.    Gog. 
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Gog.  I  do  demand,  and  I  command  thee.  What 
the  devil,  isn't  a  man  to  be  matter  of  his  owa 
wif  *  ? 

Earl  B.  Ha  !  now  I  know  thee.  Have. 

Gog.  I  am  the  Have  of— dimples.  You  lhou*d 
confider.  Sir,  that  for  this  time  back  you  only 
borrowed  my  wife  ;  you  might  have  had  the  man- 
ners to  aik  whether  I  would  lend  her  or  not  ? 

Earl  B.  (^fuppr effing  bis  refentment)  A  pleafant 
jeft  this. 

Knigkt.  Jeft  call  you  it,  my  Lord  !  A  moft  feri- 
ous  affair.  And  if  this  man  was  aftually,  as  the 
Lady  Albina  declares,  betrothed  to  her  before  your 
marriage,  I  doubt  not  but  the  King,  from  his 
ftrift  love  of  juftice,  would  ratify  the  claim. 

Alb.  Oh,  yes;  Alfred,  ever  impartial  in  hit 
decifions,  where  eqviity  is  the  point,  'twixt  th« 
peafant  and  the  noble  knows  no  diftindiod. 

Earl  B.  Why,  true  ;  yet  though  he  exads  obe- 
dience to  the  laws  with  much  rigour  ;  and  to  keep 
the  common  herd  honeft,  even,  hangs  golden 
bracelets  on  the  trees,  which  no  paffenger  dares 
touch  ;  yet  the  facred  right  of  a  Baron  to  his  own 
property — Alfred  meddles  not  with  that — Oh, 
no — this  is  but  talk. 

Gog,  My  Lord,  your  awn  will  ftiall  fettle  this 

affair. Either  my  buxom  dame  fhall  trot  up 

here  to  you,  and  your  Lady  walk  home  with  me ; 

or  yoli  go  live  in  my  bouie  with  Bertha,  and  i 

ftay  here  in  yciur  caftle,  with  the  fwect  Aibina.—*- 

That's  all  fair,  I  give  you  your  choice— Isn't  it 
fair  ? 

Holly.  Oh  very,  very  fair. 

Earl  B.  But,  Albina,  why  not  mention  to  me  this 

promife— Pfhaw  !  its  all  nothing. ^Thc  King 

wou'd 
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wou*d  never  take  my  wife,  and  give  her  to  a  bafc 

fcum 

yilb.  How,  Sir !  (of ended) 
Gog,  Neither  fcums  nor  dregs — V\\  (hew  you  a 
pedigree,  a  tree  of  genealogy  ftems  and  brandies^  ^ 
iineal  and  collateral,  ramifications  of  uncles^  and 
aunts ;  and  I  myfelf  hanging  from  it  like  a  golden 
pippin. — ril  venture  a  fcratching  with  the  Danes 
and  bring  my  genealogy,  (going) 

Alb.  Permit  me  to  fee  you  to  the  gate,  dearcft 
lover  (takes  his  hand) 

Earl  B.  Shamelefs  woman ! — tremble  mifcreant ! 
Gog.  Stop — an  angry  man  th  t  ca  d  mble 
his  paffion  has  a  glals  face,  thro'  which  the  devil 
ilares  and  frightens  every  body. — Come  Albina  — 
my  Lord,  till  I  return,  don't  dare  even  to  kifs  her 
little  finger ;  and  I  aflure  you,  I  won't  give  one 
kifs  to  Bertha — 1  won't  upon  my  honor. — Wife 
(hew  trje  to  the  wicket  of  the  great  portal,  at  the 
outward  gate — tol,  lol,  lol — goodbye. 

[^Exeunt  Gog^  Albina^  and  Knights. 
Earl  B.  Seize  them  1    Clofe   the   gates  there ! 
{calUfig  off) 

-HoUy.  I'll  tell  you  the  caufe  of  thiy  import:- nt 
change. 
Earl  B.  Well,  quic' — fpeak. 
Holly.  What  a  fet  ot  bufy  idlers  wer.e  the  philo- 
fophcrs,  to  tjike  and  give  fo  much  trouble  and  after 
all,  tell  us  that  the  end  of  knowledge  is  only  a 
beginning  to  know  that  they  know  nothing. 

£jr/ 5.  Infolent  caitilfF!   (draws)  (Holljbupjruns 
off)  Keep  up  the  draw-bridge  there.  lExit. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Infide  of  Gog's  Cottage.     A  fin  on  the  hearth. 
Enter  Blanche,   (/»  Friar^s  drefs)   and  Sweno. 

Sweno.  Hot  fighting  work  yonder — lucky  our 
Danes  didn't  know  me— Well,  holy  friar  havn't  I 
brought  you  fafe  to  the  houfe  of  Gog,  my  father- 
in-law  !  now  you  muft  marry  me. 

J?/^.  Marry  him  !  Sure  he  does  n't  know  me 
(afide)''^Son^  a  bride  is  neceflary  on  thefe  occafions. 

Sweno.  Oh,  Tve  one  already  at  hand  ,  but  where 
is  my  fweet  Blanche. 

£la.  I'm  confeflbr  to  her  mother  Bertha,  and  at 
her  Ihrift  yefterday,  I  left  my  breviary  in  that 
room.  [Exit. 

Sweno,  The  friar,  Blanche,  and  I  ready  at  the 
caftle,  yet  fhe  muft  fcamper  off  hereto  be  married:, 
fo  whinnfical,  in  one  wife,  I    (hall  have  all    the 
charms  of  variety,     (Blanche  in  her  own  drefs  un- 
perceived  re-enters  from  the  clofet  and  goes  oH-  at  the 

Enter  Eustace,  (unfeen')  with  bow  and  quiver. 

Eufl.  I've  almoft  fpent  my  quiver,  but  many  a 
Dane  hath  bled.  By  the  fools  account  of  Blanche's 
cfcape  from  Corfe,  I  muft  have  wrong'd  her  in  my 
furmi{e  of  her  preferring  Sweno.  My  love  is 
l^ere — (fees  Sweno)  what  the  falconer  too;  and  here 
Ihc  trips  towards  him  with  fmiles.  (^retires) 

Reenter  Blanche. 

]^la.  Oh  Sweno  { 

Sweno. 
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Sweho.  Ah,  my  love,  ai  your  dear  letter  ordered 
me,  here  I  am,  and  have  brought  a  pretty  litttle 
hxAy  friar  too. 

£la.  I  fear  you  think  me  very  forward  in  fending 
for  you. 

Euji.  Sent  for  him  !  (afide) 

Sweno.  That  you  coudn't  help— a  little  love  is 
in  your  hearty  a  great  deal  in  mine,  and  the  needle 
muft  fly  to  the  magnet,  (^embraces  her) 

Eujl.  Shall  I  with  one  Ihaft  unite  them  foreveh 
[afide f  (points  an  arrow  then  drops  it)    , 

Sweno.  Come  my  dove  now  for  your  promife 
you  know  we're  to  be  married  immediately. 

Euft.  Promife  to  marry  him  !  (he's  loft !  then 
Love  for  a  worthlefs  girl  give  place  to  afFedtion  for 
my  King. 

[Exit. 

Bla.  But  a  prieft  is  ufually  prefent  on  fuch  an 
occafion. 

Swend^  Egad  that'^  jufl:  what  the  little  friar  faid 
about  a  bride*  But  to  bufinefs-^HoUo  !  little 
prieft,  have  you  got  your  book  ?  {calling  in) 

Bla.  That*s  my  mother's  room. 

Sweno.  Then  it  contains  a  holy  man,  that  (hall 
make  me  father  to  the  children  of  your  mother's 
daughter — Hollo  !•— Oh  but  I'll  bring  you  out — 
ftay  praying  in  there,  {goes  in) 

Bla.  {runs  and  locks  the  door)  Now  ftay  you  in 
there  ^nd  fay  your  prayers  ;  I'll  teach  you  to  run 
away  with  young  girls  againft  their  will,  {ajide) 
Heavens,  my  dear  Sweno!  here's  my  father  and 
Euftace,  they  have  fuch  an  averfion  to  a  Dane, 
they'll  kill  you,  fo  don't  come  out.  I'il  call 
you  when  they  are  gone,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  {runs  off) 

VOL.  IV.  G  G  Enter 
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Enter  Alfreb. 

/tlfred.  {calls)  Ho!  who  dwells  here?— mjr 
wound  is  ftaunch'd,  I  feel  fomewhat  ftronger,  and 
cou'd  go  on  ;  but  where  ?• — My  rude  enemy  has 
feared  peace  even  from  the  cottage,  yet  (he  fecms 
ftill  to  have  a  dwelling  beneath  thefc  oaten  eyes. 
When  the  man  is  weary  this  indeed  is  a  feat  for 
a  King,  {fits)  Of  life  the  paft  has  faded  into 
nothing  ;  the  future  we  know  not ;  the  prefent  is 
ours,  but  that  in  a  moment  becomes  a  paft, 
northing,  or  future  uncertainty  ;  what  then  is  all 
our  anxious  preparation  for  enjoyment ;  climbing  td 
the  height  of  a  pinnacte,  which  no  fooncr  gained 
than  we  flip  from  it 

EnUr  Bertha,   (with  a  large  dough  cake  on  a 

•  plate.} 

Berl.  Very  well,  Blanche— ^j;/)^^it/«^(?/)  fo  glad 
the  child  is  returned  lafe— My  hufband  fliall  have 
a  comfortable  fupper,  and  fomefweet  new  wheaten 
bread.  My  poor  Gog  to  run  about  out  of  the 
houf^  in  fuch  a  fury. — If  any  of  the  Danes  meet 
him— (y^^j  Alfred f  lays  down  the  cake)  Eh!  who 
are  you,  pray  f 

Alfred.  Tbat*s  not  a  queflion  to  be  anfwered. 
{afide) 

Bert.  Who  bid  you  walk  in  and  fit  down  here  ? 

Alfred  Nay,  Dame,  I  came  in,  for  your  door 
was  open — fat,  becaufe  weary. 

Bert.  Marry  then,  if  my  chair  gives  the  tra- 
veller reft,  I  thank, my  door  for  being  open. — 
Whither  going  ?  Want  a  place  ?  have  you  a  trade  ? 

Alfred.  Yes  ;  but  they  won't  let  me  follow  it  now. 

Beit.  What  trade  ? 

Mfred^ 
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Alfred.  Its  called  a  Sovereign.  I  make  law*, 
mnd  work  by  rule. 

Bert.  Rule !  a  carpenter,  raayhap  ?  Since  our 
lad  Euftace  runs  about  among  the  battles^  my 
hufband  Gog  wants  a  man i  he  Ihall  employ  you; 
Eh,  what  fayft  thou.? 

Alfred.  I  would  willingly  be  employ'd-'-ril  day 
ivith  you  but  I'm  poor. 

Bert.  If  poverty  don't  fink  you  in  the  opinion  of 
the  good,  nevermind  what  the  reft  of  the  world 
thinks  of  you.  {trims  the  fire j  and  lays  the  fake  on 
the  hearth)  Til  run  and  fee  if  hufband 's  conaiag  j 
but,  d'ye  hear,  don't  let  that  cake  burn;  watch 
and  turn  it  till  I  come  back.  [EAit^ 

Alfred.  But  for  the  trifling  check  J  g^vc  the 
Danes,  they  might  alfo  have  pillaged  this  cottage^ 
Should  they  yet  come,  I  have  no  weapon,  and  I'm 
now  bound  to  defend  this  hofpitable  abode,  for 
the  ftielter  it  has  fo  timely  afforded  me.  Here  is 
genuine  kindnefs.  What,  when  I  had  power,  have  I 
done  for  the  poor  ? — Aks  ! — Benevolence  is  man's 
work ;  riches  are  his  tools ;  and,  with  fuch  tools, 
woe  to  the  idle ! — Eh  !  a  bow  and  quiver,  (taies 
iiem)  The  emptin^fs  of  the  one  proves  the  other 
has  done  fervice, 

J^erenter  Bertha. 

Bert.  Hufbaqd  Gog  comes,  aqd  merrily  too, 
Alfred.  Without  any  fword  in  cafe  of  attack — 

this  may  do  foniething}  but  then  for  a  fupply  of 

arrows.  {Jils  and  adjufts  the  bow) 
fiert,  Blefs  me !  (looks  at  the  fire)  my  cake  all 

burnM  on  one  fide  !    Sat  down  to  divert  yourfelf ! 

Is  this  the  way  you  mind   what  I  fet  you  to?    I. 

G  G  2  war- 


M 


«36  ALFRED; 

warrant,  when  nicely  baked,  you  wou*d  be  ready 
^  enough  to  eat  the  cake  ;  and  yet  cou*d  not  give,  a 

hand  to  turn  it.  You  idle  lazy  dolt,  get  you  gone 
1^  out  of  my  doors,    pujhes  him) 

Enter  Gog,  behind. 

Gog.  Ay,  here's  my  poor  every  day  wife,  I  hope 
(he  hasn't  yet  heard  that  I've  got  a  Sunday  wife. 

Alfred.  Pardon  this  my  firft  offence,  kind  da.mp 
—  my  good  woman,  {takes  her  hand) 

Gog.  Who  are  you  that  dares  c^U  my  wife  a  good 
woman  ?     Slie's  not  a  good  woman— -that   is,    to 
*  any  body  but  me. 

Bert.  La  !  Gogj^  how  fine  you  arc.  {Surveying 
him) 
'  Gog.  I'm  fine  enough  without  your  prnamenting 

my  forehead. 

Bert.  Go  along,  [to  Alfred) 

Gog.  He  flian't'goalong. 

Bert.  Then  day,  honeft  man, 

Gog.  He  fliant  ftay  ;  I  dont  know  what  the  devil 
you  mean  by  thefe  compliments,  hpneft  man  and 
good  woman  ;  yes,  I  fee  its  a  love  affair,  by 
ti.eir  t    ling  lies  to  one  another. 

Alfred.  Friends,  rather  than  occafion  any  con- 
te;  tion  I'll  d  \  art.  My  only  requ.ft  is  thefe 
weapons. 

Re-enter 'Evsi AQiE.  hajiily. 

Euft.  Where,  where's  my  bow  and  quiver  ? ' 
Gog.  Here's  another ;   fo  when  I  catch  them 

coming  about  my  wife,  the  excufe  is — my  bow  and 

quiver. 
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Eufi.  {fees  Alfred^)     My  gracious  Lord  I 
Alfred.  My  friend  !  my  warrior ! 
Gog,  Lord!    Warrior!  ay,  they're  come  forno 
good,  by  their  telling  lies  to  each  other. 
Bert.  Hufband,  look,  its  Euftace  1 
Gog.  Our  fon-in-law. 

Eujl.  Not  fo,  good  mafter,  I  flalter'd  myfelf 
-Heaven  in  me  gave  Blanche  a  hufband ;  but  fhc 
wou'd  chufe  one  for  herfelf  from  the  other  place. 

Gog.  Yes,  that  falconer  Sweno  certainly  was  the 
hell  of  a  fellow  :  but  eh,  boy  killed  one  of  thofe  fo- 
reign beafts,  and  roH'd  yourfelf  up  in  his  fkin — But, 
ph  dear  1  true,  my  dear  lady  wife,  I  muft  get  my 
pedigree.     Ay,  here  in  the  black  oak  cheft. 

Bert.  Stop,  flop,  hufband,  Blanche  fays  Father 
Auftin  is  there  faying  his  prayers. 
Gog.  I  will  go  in. 

Bert.  You  (ha'n't.  {^they  retire  wrangling) 
Eufi.  Oh  I  my  Liege,  how  rejoic'd  to  find,  and 
give  you  notice  that  the  Danes  repylfe  from  Corfe 
brings  no  fafeiy  here. 

Alfred.  Can  I  reach  again  the  Ifle  of  Athelney ; 
whence  like  an  enragM  tyger  1  may  dart  upon  my 
cruel  hunters^  but,  no,  I've  proved  the  fuccefs  of 
of  a  difguife — {paufes)  Yes,  under  the  appear- 
ance of  a  wandering  minftrel.  Til  this  night  enter 
the  Danilh  camp,  and  take  a  furvey  of  their  opera- 
tions. 

Eufi.  But,  my  Lord 

Alfred.  Aflemble  the  Barons,  and  our  fcattcred 
forces  in  Selkvood  foreft ;  keep  my  defign  upon 
the  Danes  a  fecret — Euftace,  you  may  think  me  a 
boafter,  but  vanity  becomes  glorious  enterprizc 
when  effort  is  crown'd  with  fuccefs — I  yet  will 
drive  the  fpoilers  out  of  Britain.  \Exeunt. 

Goo 
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Gog  advances. 

Gog.  Now  I  will  talk  to  Father  Auftin  (kith 
epin  the  door^  enter  from  it  Sweno,  with  Friar^s 
I)refs  in  his  Hand.)  Another  for  the  bow  and 
quiver. 

Sweno.  If  the  friar  went  up  to  Heaven  by  the 
window,  he  caft  bis  gown,  to  make  him  fly  the 
lighter. 

Cog.  Where's  my  daughter,  Crrah  ? 

Sweno.  Come,  don'^t  be  fo  rough  with  your  fbii- 
in-law,  for  fuch  I  will  be,  and  with  Blanche*s  con- 
fent  too.  [fearching  his  pockets)  Eh  ?  where  is  her 
letter  that  the  friar  read  for  me  ?  There,  there's 
your  daughter's  promife  to  marry  me,  under  her 
own  band,  (gives  the  note) 

Gog.  {reads)  **  I  thank  you,  good  Swcno^  for 
•^  bringing  me  homej  and  now  that  I  have  no 
••  more  to  fay  to  you,  you  may  go  about  your 
•*  bufinefs.'*  And  this  you  call  a  promife  of 
marriage  ? 


Sweno.  I  fee  it— For  this  trick  i*ll  bring  a  bevy 
that  fliall  fire  your  houfe  about  your  head. 

Gog,  [fnatches  up  a  hatchet)  i  II  make  your  head 
fly  out  at  window,  if  you  don^t  this  inftant  maix:h 
out  of  my  door. 

Sweno.  Then  know  me !  Vm  not  the  fcouft- 
drel  falconer  to  your  cowardly  Baron,  but  chief 
ftandard  bearer  to  the  Generali(5mo, 

Gog,  Well,  you  are  a  very  great"  General  I  be- 
lieve ;  but  for  the  prefent  Fm  your  trumpeter,  and 
found  a  retreat  {trumpets  thro"  bisfingei's)  March  J 

Swena. 
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S^eno.  Tremble  !    rm  a  JDane  !    And  if  I  hud 
but  any  fort  of  weapon- 


■«•<■* 


Gog.  You Ve  no. weapon,  and  a  Dane  ?  Conne, 
I  fee  the  point  of  a  broad  fword  peeping  fo  fly  from 
under  your  doublet — ■ — 

S^JDtno.  I  havn*t  fo  much  as  a  penknife. 

Gog.  YouVe  my  prifoner— refift,  and  I'll  ^tvtko^ 
lifh  you — fellow* 

Sweno.  {xifide)  So  Blanche  has  trap'd  me  h^c 
conipktely.  No  hopes  of  the  young  jilt — If  Idti 
not  return  to  my  poft,  and  am  taken,  I  (hall  be 
hang*d  for  a  deferter — What  had  I  beft  do — If  ( 
can  but  again  find  our  magic  flandard  in  the  bnOx 
where  I  hid  it — '— 

Gog.  ril  fecure  him  in  the  flocks,  till  I  bring 
help — but  I  fear  they  won't  fit  him.  How  -dare 
you  have  fuch  big  legs,  you  villain  ?  I  have  him 
here  in  the  net,  like  a  great  filh,  and  I  don't  know 
whai  to  do  with  him — Can  you  ranfom  yourfclf, 
fellow :? 

Sueuo.  I  once  took  a  Briton  piifoner,  and  was 
generous  enough  to  releafe  him  without  ranfom. 

Gog.  Generous,  indeed !  Releafed  him  witlioul: 
ranfom  1  Why,  your  condaft  was  inimitable — ^ 
Pay  me  this  inftant,  fellow.  Lady  Albina,  my  new 
wife,  has  prefentcd  me  with  fifty  pieces  of  gold,  I 
mufl  maki  it  up  a  hundred.  The  other  fifty,  and 
youVe  free — Your  ranfom,  fellow  ! 

Sweno.  Well,  Sir,  there's  the  money,  {givei 
money) 

Gog.  ^reckons)  Now  you* re  at  liberty,  fellow, 

Sweno.  {paufes)  Sir — in  my  way  to  my  own 
camp,  fame  other  Briton  may  meet  and  take  mc 
again.     See  me  back,  Sir — 'twill  be  but  kind. 

Gog. 
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Gog.  Well,  I  will  juft  fee  you  to  the  ikirts  of 
your  camp.  But  I  muil  firft  get  my  genealogy, 
and  other  credentials,  to  ftrengthen  my  claim  to 
Lady  Albina.  A  long  way,  I  muft  ride.  Boy, 
laddie  old  Bengy— Fellow,  Til  give  you  leave  to 
walk  by  my  hoifes  fide  all  the  way. 

Sweno.  Thank  ye.  Sir — you're  very  good.  Sir — 
£h  !  cakes  well  toafted,  faith. 

Gog.  {taking  it  from  him)  Stop — in  eating,  as 
well  as  drinking,  I'm  toaft-mafter .  here— — Come, 
fellow. 

Sweno.  Yes,  Sir,  [Exeunt^ 
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ACT    m. 


SCENE  I. 

Outjkirti  of  the  Dftuljh  Camp, 

i 

SwENo.  (wUboui) 

jL  his  way.  Sir — ^let  us  walk  about  a  little. 

Gog.,  (without)  Stay  you  there  fafe  tied  to  that 
tree,  old  Bengy* 

Enter  Gog  and  Sw£Ko>  tuitb  the  Standard. 

Gog.  Well,  haven't  I  brought  you  fafe  within 
the  very  lines  of  your  own  camp— eh,  fellow  ? 

SweHo.  Thanky,  Sir,  Vm  now  (afc  in  my  own 
camp. 

Gvg.  And  wasn^t  it  fortunate  that  a  man  of  fo 
much  honor  as  I  took  you  prlfoner  ?  becaufe  your 
money  is  fo  well  beftowed  upon  me— eh,  fellow  ? 

SzOeno.  It  was  Sir. 

Gog.  Well,  there  I  leave  you  ;  good  bye  fel- 
low,  (going) 

Szveno.  Hold — my  dear  Sir,  you  took  mt  pri- 

,foner  on  your  grounds,  to  return  the  compliment 

1  now  take  you  prifoner  on  mine  :  I  honeftly  paid 

you  a  ranfom  for  my  liberty  now  you  muft  pay 

^nie  a  ranfom  for  yours — fellow ! 

VOL.  IV.  H  H  Gog* 
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Gog.  Pay  !  pho  !  pay  you  ranfom  !  what  the 
devils  fort  of  talk  is  that — here  I've  brought  you, 
and  here  I  leave  you.  (going) 

Sweno.  Stop-r-how  will  you  like  to  be  hung  up 
on  the  next  tree ;  eh,  fellow  ?  hollo !  piquet 
guard — here's  an  Englilh  fpy  in  the  Daniih  Camp. 
Gog.  Hulh,  Sir,  oh  my  poor  precious  lite ! 
(kneels)  there  Sir  is  my  ranfom— (^/t;^j  money) — 
let  me  go  Sir — 

Sweno.  This  is  only  mine  that  I  gave  you — »in- 

ftantly  pay  your  own,  fellow 

Gog.  Ton  my  foul,  Sir,  I  haven't  another  bit 
of  coin  about  me,  gold,  filver,  or  brafs. 

,  Sweno.  You  have   the  latter,  by  denying  you 
have  the  firfl: — Come,  come,  I  remember  the  fifty 
pieces  Lady  Albina  gave  you. 
Gog..  Oh  curfe  your  fine  memory  I 
Sweno.  Guard  !   {calls) 

^og.  [terrified)  Here,  here,  Sir;  I  muft  be  fo 
.  polite  as  to  fee  him  fafe  back  and  the  black  devil 
to  my  manners. 

Sweno.  Now  you  may  go  fellow,  and  *^  fortunate 
that  you  fell  into  my  hands  your  money  is  fo  well 
l)eftow'd/' 

Gog.  It  is  Sir,  good  bye.  Sir  (j;oing  returns). 
But  you  know.  Sir,  how  civil  Tve  been  to  you ; 
be  fo  kind,  in  return,  as  to  fee  me  fafe  back. 

Sweno.  No,    "  for  your  conduft  was  inimita* 
ble'*— go  ftllow. 
/    G':'^'. -I  thought  you  woudn't,  then  you'll  own 
Sir  that  my  politenefs  exceeds  joUrs— that's  ono 
comfort  for  my   empty   pocket.     Npw    1*11   ride 
home  J  Old  feei^gy  will  find  me  lighter  by  fomc 
'pounds — gobd  Bye,  Sir. 
^Jiu^eno.  Dare  to  touch  that  brute  fellow— and— • 

Cog.  ^ 
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Gog.  What  isn't  a  man  to  ride  home  on  bis  own 
horfe  ? 

Sweno.  No  fellow.  I've  contradts  to  make  for 
the  army  ;  this  affair  is  juft  in  my  way  Tm  a  kind 
of  horfe-dealcr. 

Gog.  ypuVe  a  kind  of  horfe-ftealcr — Suffer 
myfelf  to  be  robbed  !  This  my  Britifti  valour ! 
but  I'm  a  m^n  that  has  courage  when  put  upon— 
return  me  my  money  this  inftant  or  I'll  murder — 

Swem.  What? 

Gog.  Myfelf — but  I  had  better  not — this  wou'd 
be  an  empty  world  if  at  every  huff  we  receive,  we 
might  open  the  door  and  walkout  of  it.  (^goir^ 
returns)  Give  me  my  money — (^bullying) 

Sweno.  Guard!  (calls)  [Exit  Gog  terrified. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  !  fo  I  have  made  a  purfe  by  my  Englrlh 
excurfion — But  never  again  to  behold  that  lovely 
girl !  ah  no,  I  muft  forget  the  girls  and  return  to 
my  duty.  I  have  been  a  fad  truant,  but  delightful, 
diat  thro'  all  perils  Tve  preferv'd  our  precious 
banner  this  will  procure  my  welcome  and  pardon — 
what  Blanche  here  again !  fortune  befriends  me. 
(retires) 

Enter  Blanche; 

Bla.  Where  can  my  father  have  gone  ? — I  wifh 
my  mother  had  come  to  look  for  him  herfelf — my 
danger  this  morning  might  have  warn'd  me  not  to 
ramble  fo  far  from  home.  Here  are  tents  and 
foldiers,  but  they  don't  feem  drefs'd  like  ours. 

Sweno.  {^advancing)  Then  bleffings  on  you,  holy 
father  Auftin  ! 

* 

Bla.  The  falconer  again  !  undone  if  I  can't 
diffemble.   {afide)  My  dear  Sweno !  Lord  I'm  fo 

glad  to  fee  you - 

HH  2  Sweno, 
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Swino.  Glad— ha,  ha,  ha !— that's  very  good- 
Whatever  brought  you,  I  have,  and  fliall  not  part 
you  again. 

Bla.  Oh,^  Sir-— had  I  thought  you  would  have 
parted  with  me,  I  ihoudn't  have  come  after  you, 
I  can  aiTuire  you. 

Sweno.  With  your  cowl  and  beads,  to  play  me 
fuch  an  infernal  heavenly  prank  !  Then  to  throw 
me  under  your  father's  hatchet ! 

Bla.  Lord,  how  can  I  help  my  crufty  father  ? 
But  are  not  you  and  he  good  friends  ?  and  didn't 
yoa  leave  our  cottage  together  ?•— Why  blefs  you, 
Swcno,  I  only  brought  you  home  that  time,  that 
we  might  be  wedded  there,  and  with  father's  con- 
lent— If  without  it  you  had  married  me  at  the 
caftle,  you  wou'd  have  loft  fo  much  money,  that 
he  has  laid  by  to  give  with  me  as  a  portion. 

Sweno.  Oh  then  you  are  a  fortune  ?— -<hat  is  the 
reafon  Euftace,  your  father's  man,  courted  you. 

Bla.  To  be  fure  it  was.  I  defpife  him,  I  hate 
him,  1  deteft  him  for  it.  I'm  a  girl  of  fpirit.— 
Why  do  you  kno\y,  Sweno,  that  I  was  the  belle 
of  the  vill^^e. 

^weno.  Yes,  and  your  tongue's  the  bcll-clappen 

Bla.  How  (hall  I  get  away  from  him  ?  (^ajide) 

Enter  Holly  bush,  in  helmet  y  hreajl  plate^  ^c.JIjort 
/words  and  daggers  Jluck  in  his  belt.  . 

Holfy.  {not  feeing  Sweno)  Blanche,  my  Lady 
Albina  is  your  father's  wifc-^fhe's  gone  from  her 
old  caftle  to  your  new  cottage,  and  has  fent  me 
after  to  proteft  you— Eh  ! — {lays  his  hand  on  his 
fwordy  and  blttjlers  up  to  Sweno ^  who  Jlamps  and 

fjozvnT 
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frowni^^HolVfhuJh  fiaru  bad) — ^Now'lhou'd  I  d^w 
a  brace  of  fwords— What  a  pity  it  is  a  man  can't 
conquer  without  fighting,  {ajde)  Blanche,  yonder 
is  your  horfe  tied  to  a  tree. 

Sweno.  Aye,  my  love;  and  as  he's  yours.  Til 
prefer  him  from  the  waggon.  Old  Bengy  (hall  be 
my  war  horie. 

Bla.  No  hope  in  my  proteftor*s  fword  or  wit — 
Oh,  for  another  ftratagem— Hollybuih  !  (jbeywhif- 
per  and  point  to  the  Jiandard) — Sweno,  dear,  what 
is  this  fine  flag  ? 

Holly.  On  the  fine  pretty  flag !  {walks  round  It) 

Sweno.  The  Danifti  magic  banner,  wove  by 
Hubba*s  three  fillers,  fair,  ladies,  famous  in  the 
black  art:  that  raven  workM  on  it  is  our  ora- 
cle; whilft  we  follow  this  banner  we're  invjn* 
cible. 

Holly.  Invincible !  I  thought  fo  by  your  being 
cudgeled  from  Wareham,  and  fwitch'd  from  Corfe. 

Bla.  HoUybuih  !  {^makes  Jigns) 

Holly.  Hem  !  but,  Sir,  can  all  your  foldiers  fee 
this  fine  raven  at  a  diftancc  ? 

Sweno.  From  any  part  of  the  field,  in  the  heat 
of  aftion,  they  muft  keep  an  eye  upon  .that.  Stand 
you  both  there.  Til  take  a  leap  on  Bengy,  and 
you'll  fee  me  flourifh  the  flag  with  a  noble  flip 
and  a  flap 

Bla.  Let  me  give  it  a  flip  and  a  flap 

Holtf.  ril  fl^and  here  and  judge. 

Sueno.  What,  mount  horfes  and  break  your 
neck? 

Bla.  Dear — Bengy  knows  me  very  well ;  1  have 
fb  often  fed  him  out  of  my  hand. 

« 

Sweno. 
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Sweno.  Well,  I'll  hold  the  bridle— Hollybulh 
ilay  there,   and  bawl  out  how  fine  you  fee  it. 

Bla*  No  love,  if  the  poor  fool  is  left  alone  fome 
of  your  foldiers  may  furprize  and  kill  him,  and  I 
wou'd  not  have  the  poor  fool  hurt,  as  he  came  to 
guard  me. 

Holly.  Do,  Sir,  flay  and  take  care  of  the  poor 
fool. 

Sweno*  What !  a  coward  with  all  your  fwords 
and  daggers ! 

Holly.  Every  man  is  a  coward,  Sir,  the  volant 
fight  for  fear  of  Ihame— -Go,  child,  and  let  us 
fee  you— — 

£la.  Now  behold  how  famous  Til  flourini  it, 
(^fakes  the  Jiandardy  and  exit ;  they  look  after  her) 

$weno.  There,  girl,  fit  up   boldly — Why,  old 
Bengy  is  as  tame  as  a  cow — now  walk  him  towards 
jne-— that's  from  me — turn,  don't  trot  him* 
•     Holly.  Try  a  canter,  {calling  off) 

Sweno.  Why,  (he  gallops - 

Holly.  Yes,  Sir,  for  old  Bcngy  is  as  tame  as 
a  cow. 

Sweno,  She  will  be  out  of  fight  in  five  minutes. 
(going) 

Holly.  Stop,  Sir,  (holds  him,  paujes)  there,  Sir, 
flie  is  out  of  fight. 

Sweno.  Blanche!  the  ftandard  !  ruin,  undone— . 
But  you,  curfed  varlet.  Til  murder  you  ! 

Holly.  Dear  Sir,  what  fymparhy  between  us-'-I 
^'as  that  moment  thinking  of  murdering  you— -ay, 
good  wits  jump— (5ze;^«o  Jiczes  HoUybtiJb,  whp 
jkrieks) 

Enter  Hubba  /?«^  Danish  Solpiers. 

Hub.  Thou  caitiff!  (to  Sweno^  who  kneels) 

Holly. 

/ 
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dolly.  Oh,  *^  you  curfed  varlet !"  {draws  and 
fiourijhes  his  fword  over  Swen6*s  head. 

Hub.  Where  haft  thou  been,  mifcreant  ?— De- 
ferted  1 — ran  away  ! 

Sweno  No,  Sir,  I  only  retired. 

Hub.  To  you  I  owe  my  defeat — whereas  your 
precious  charge,  the  facred  banner  ?   Speak  flavc— 

Sweno.  It  IS'-" its^ 

Holfy,  Flying  about  the  ears  of  old  Bcngy4 

Hub.  Bear  him  to  inftant  death  ! 

Sweno.  Don't  let  a  tnan  perifti  that  eftcems  you; 
noble  Hubba-^ 

Hub.  Efteem  me ! 

Sweno.  I  fwear  I  do,  as  I  hope  to  be  (avedk 

Hub.  You've  given  mcjuft  caufe— let  liim  die  ! 

Sweno,  But  more  generous,  to  let  me  live;  and 
if  generofity  is  to  be  admired,  you  (hou'd  rather  ap* 
plaud  me,  forgiving  you  an  opportunity  of  (hew- 
ing it.     {Trumpet  withaut) 

Hub.  There  viftorious  Haftings  returns  trium- 
phant 5  and  I  covered  with  eternal  ihame-— 

Sweno.  Haftings  has  conquered  without  the  ma- 
gic enfign. 

Hub.  Hang  him  on  the  next  tree  ! 

Holly.  That  fpreads  over  the  river;  and  if  the 
poor  fellow  falls  in  he'll  be  drowned. 

Hub.  Away  with  him. 

[^Ex^unt  Soldiers,  hurrying  off  Sweno — Hubba 
$ppoJtte. 

Hotly.  Wife  meti  ufe  fwords,  fools  have  other 
.  weapons,  {pointing  to  his  forehead)  [Exit. 
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SCENE  IL 

Hast  i  hgs's  Tent,  in  the  Danijh  Camp. 
Enter  Hastings  and  Anlaff. 

Hajl.  Stop  to  breathe,  viftorious  Danes.  Now 
let  the  Saxon  know  what  the  Briton  felt,  when 
thicy  rudely  difltlrbed  the  tranquility  of  our  happy 
Ifle,  That  was  a  brave  and  tough  Captain  who 
llruck  me  down,  but  for  you  Anlaff  I  had  been 
taken— -I  faw  not  Euftace  in  the  field.  I  am  forry 
Tve  loft  his  helmet.  I  feel  fomewhat  fatigued,  fleep 
'may  refrclh  me.  {harp  'Without)  A  minftrel !  call, 
and  let  him  touch  the  inftrument  gently.  (Jits  on 
a  couch) 

Anl.  A  miferable  wretched  looking  old  man. 

Haft.  Send  him  hither.  [Exit  Anlaff » 

No  matter  for  his  playing — he  is  poor — Kind- 
nefs  exercifed  at  a  venture  is  moft  likely  to  pro-^ 
mote  the  ends  of  benevolence.  By  looking  out 
for  proper  objedls,  we  may,  from  felf-interefted 
motives,  make  it  the  price  of  pitiful  adulation, 
or  the  wages  of  corrupt  fcrvices*  {reclines  as  to 
refi) 

Enter  Alfred,  difguifed  as  a  Minpely  cautioujly. 

Alfred.  VVcll  performed,  my  minftrclV  habit, 
to  bring  me  fafe  through  the  Daniih  camp,  {takes 
out  a  paper)  I  have  here  made  a  tolerable  plan  of 
their  difpofuion,  and  the  number  of  th(:ir  forces. 
{looks  round)  This  tent  muft  belong  to  one  of  the 
Daniih  Generals — but  which  ?  I  know^the  perfop 
ox  Hubba — Haftings  I  never  faw— Ha !  there  Ties 

the 
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|lie  owner.  It  rs  not  Hubba,  it  mull  be  the  Briton 
Haftings.  The  Danilh  hope  now  refts  on  hitti 
ilone.  Here  were  kn  opportunity,  by  the  opening 
of  a  *(ingle  vein,  /to  Feftbre  health  to  England— 
(goes  over  io  him)  This  the  dreaded  warrior!— 
Where  tlhe  ferocious  lineatnents  that  fpeak  the; 
man  of  bipod  ?  If  in  fleep  the  foul  w:a^ders  froi^ 
the  body>  by  th^t  countenance  hi$  n^uft  be  now 
lyith  ^ngel?-— or  does  it  hover  round  tp  wr^i!^  ^ 
\iplifted  arm  of  hiis  murderer — {^taking  out  a^agg^f 
'4rops  the  pa^er)  for  fuch  I  ftand,  to  flay  th<^  b?lp- 
Jefs^Yet  his  death  brings  peace  to  JBci^i/)— riWoldl 
^}iere  are  rip  o(^ds — Pll  wake,  fight,  ^ad  perhaps 
fairly  kill  hini.  But  hi^;  guards  cat;ch  jtJie^aUrnEiy 
f>efore  I  have  time,  Tm  overpowered, ^i)d  o«;pag(j|i 
is  left  fdr  ever— Then  for  a  toward  a^l:,  to  if rce 
Ail^ipn,  and  ftain  the  niipe  pi  ■!  {^oitifg  li^Jfrikf^ 
^drfs  back)  Ha !  by  Heaven !  it  is  !  the  gi^a^foixs 
i^kliefi  who  lufFered  the  rage  of  burning  thirft, 
rather  then  fee  his  humble  fellow  creature  perilh ! 
Then  England  down^  ere  Alfred  props  thy  fall  by 
bafe  ingratitude,  (puis  up  the  dagger^  retires  playing 
in  his  harp—Hafiings  wakes) 

Haji.  Where  is  he  ?     The  minftrel. 

Enter  Anlaff  und  Soldiers. 

The  Iweeteft  ftrain  ! — My  dream  was  difturbed, 
yet  methought  I  was  in  Heaven:  {Harp  heard  wit b^ 
4lit,  the  found  dies  gs[vay  by  d^gre^s) 

AnU  Why,  he  does  indeed  play  and  civiunt 
moil  excellently.  ^ 

Hajt.  Ha !  what's  this  {pch  up  tU  papfr)  a  plan 
of  our  camp  !  {afide)  who  was  in  my  tent  while  I 
flept? 

^«/.  T^^one,  Sir,  but  the  minftr<jK 

vol.  IV*  II  Hafi. 
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HaJ.  Where  is  he  ?  call  him — I  wouM  wifli  to 
)icar  that  air  again  [Exit  Anlaff* 

moft  coned  (looking  at  the  paper)  here  has  been 
rome  ftratagem  of  the  enemy.   . 

—     -  ■  •    '    '  ' 

-        ,     Re-enter  Alfred,  playing. 

Oh  moft  wily  harper,  {pews  the  paper) 

"    Alfred.  My  plan  loft  !  by  negligence  undone— pr 

then  England  feels  no  Ibfs  in  Alfred,  (j^^^Vi/ii 

agitated) 

-fifii/.   Honeft  Saxon,  ftpall  qccafion  thus  to 

iiazini  your  life  by  prowling  thro'  my  camp  in  the 

dangerous  charafter  of  a  f py  ;  had  I  known  your 

•matter  Alfred's  mind,  wou'd  mvfelf  have  fe'nt  him 

the  model  of  our  plan,  and  number  of  our  force 

•—But  here  you  take  it  to  him— ^walk  thro*  our 

'lines  iii  fafety,  reckon  our  men,  and  let  Alfred 

come  to-morrow  and  conquer  if  he  can. 

[Exeunt  feveral^* 


SCENE  la 

Injide  of  Gog's  Houji. 

Enter  Alb  in  a. 


Alb.  So  now  Tm  in  the  dwelling  of  my  new 
hufl)and — I  wonder  will  my  Lord  follow  me;  his 
fix'd  infenfibility  compels  me  to  carry  my  plot 
beyond  my  firft  purpole.  Tho'  he  thought  he  had 
loft  me— his  mind  to  turn  again  upon  his  hawks 
and  hounds  !  But  I'll  not  upbraid  him,  any  ex- 
pedient 
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pedient  is  preferable  to  domeftic  bickerings— -as 
words  once  left  us,  can  never  be  recallM — it  is 
well  to  prefcrve  the  priviledge  of  reproach  ftill  in 
our  own  power. 

£arlB.  {without)  Albina! 

Alk  (looking  off)  Sure  that  is  my  Lord.  Come 
after  me— have  I  at  length,  by  this  innocent 
whim  of  running  away  with  Gog,  rouz'd  him 
into  jcaloufy— that  is  the  (hadow  that  proves  the 
ifubftance  of  love  ;  till  one  comes,  the  other  may 
be  doubted; 

Enter  Earl  Burrhed.  , 

Earl  B.  Albina  ! 

jilb.  (not  minding  him)  Here  I  (hall  have  a  poor, 
but  then  a  loving  hufband.  Let  me  trim  up  my 
dear  little  cottage,  to  chear  his  return.  The  fun* 
citure  is  neat,  but  placed  without  order  or  fym- 
xnetry.  (mifplaces  the  things) 

Earl  B.  Elope — ^fly  from  your  home  I 

Jllk.  The  Earl  !-^Pray,  my  Lord,  retire.  Its 
not  confident  with  my  reputation,  for  Gentle- 
men to  come  into  my  houfe  in  my  huiband't 
abfence. 

£arl  S.  Pho,  pho  !  this  trifling  is  very  filly. 

-///^.  Moft  likely.  Sir—but  now  I  muft  conform 
In  nund  and  manners,  to  my  prefent  humble  fitua« 
tion. 

Earl  B.  Madam,  I  defire  and  command— 

Alb^  Sir,  were  my  hufband  at  home,  you  might 
command  whatever  the  houfe  affords. 

Earl  B.  Come,  come  Albina,  1  intreat  you  to 
give  up  this  ridiculous  jefl,  and  inftantly  return 
with  me  to  the  caftle. 

I  I  a  Jib. 


4I&.  Oh  here  comes  Gog*s  real  wife,  to  heighten 
the  jift.  {afide)  ^Tahs  work^Jits  andfings — Earl 
funked  walks  up  in  a  rage) 

Enter  Bertha. 

J?er/.  My  hu(band  rynning  after  his  prifoDer^ 
and  {iate  affairs— the  work  all  neglefted— even  the 
•  itocks  here  that  he  broke  pulling  his  bandfome  leg 
9ut,  not  finifhed  mending  yet.  {^looks  round)  £h  I 
the  things  feem  all  in  confusion !  {^Albina  fim^) 
What  fine  Lady  is  this  ? 

Alb.  Any  bufinefs  here,  gopd  woman  ?' 

Bert.  Ha,  ha,  lia  !— why  yes^  Madam;  ^Y^^l? 
|>ody  has  fome  bufinefs  in  their  own  houfes. 

Alb.  Then  your  are  at  home  here? 
.    Bert.  I  think  I  am  at  home. 

Alb.  Oh,  my  husband's  fervant  maid,  pcrhtEMfi 
{Jmg$-^Jlill  working) 

Enter  Goq. 

Gog.  Plague  of  my  politenefs — ^lofe.  my  hori^ 
l^nd  my  money ! 

AUb.  What,  my  dear  hufband  come  hos^. 

Gog.  My  perplexities  made  me  forget  I  was 
ipiarried  to  a  Lady— Come  to  my  arms,  my  cbaroi-^ 
ing  wife,  (/e  Alhina— -Bertha  runs  to  him} 

Alb.  Well,  upon  my  word,  this  b  pretty  decent 
before  one's  face  1 

Gog.  Oh,  true —  I  forgot  my  every  day  wife 
— Bertha,  it  was  my  Sunday  wife  1  {poke  to 
then. 

Earl  B.  Madam,  it  is  my  defire  you  come  iiv 
ilantly  to  Corfe.   (takes  her  hand) 

Gog.  Let  go  my  Sunday-wifej  my  J^ord,  or  by 
Heavens,  Tm  a  man  that  will  be  highly  affronted. 

Bert. 
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Birt.  Ph  !  my  poor  hvrfband  is  certainly  mad. 

Gog^  Hark  y(5  mafter,  my  Lord  Baron,  any  one 
pan  know  when  to  ufe  u&  ill^  but  its  only  ourielves 
can  ceach  him  when  to  ftop. — You  come  making 
a  noife  h,ere  ;  go  to  Selwpod  fqreft,  with  the  reft 
pf  the  Nobje^^  to  nieet  the  King^  as  he  ordered 
you. 

Earl  B.  Slave !— What  ufe  for  fuch  reptile 
traih  ! — We  have  caftles  to  defend  us.  Heaven's 
nofole  work— but  a  good  peed  for  the  Danes  to 
fire  fuch  grubs  as  you,  Uk^  yermin,  from  your 
Dcfts 

Alb.  Even  then.  Sir,  we  (hou'd  be  rather  fmo- 
thered  like  induftrious  bees,  to  rob  us  of  our 
honey. 

Gog.  Well  faid,  my  queen  bee.  Get  thee  gone, 
fwaggering  drone. 

Bert.  Hufband,  are  you  crazy  ?  Where  is 
our  daughter  Blanche,  that  I  fent  after  you  ? 

Alb.  And  where  is  the  fool,  Hollybuih,  that  I 
fent  after  Blanche  ?       . 

Gog.  {^flopping  his  ears)  Dear,  dear  two  womcns 
tongues  to  one  pair  of  ears.  My  Lord,  you  fecm 
diftreft  for  a  wife— here  I  have  one  to  fpare.  (j>re- 
fents  Bertha) 

Bert,  {curtjies)  My  Lord,  at  your  Lordfhip's 
fcrvice. 

Earl  B.  {ftamps)  Hell  and  fury  !  prefer  a  bafe* 
born  wretch  to  her  wedded  Lord ! — {^throws  him^ 
felf  on  a  feat  near  tbejlocks) 

Enter  Boy* 

Byi.  Oh  Mafter  here's  Blanche  come  fafe  home 
pn  the  back  pf  old  Bei^ ! 

Gog, 
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Gog.  (looking  out)  My  horfe  and  my  daughter  \ 
oh  jo}— hut  for  revenge  in  kind,  to  frighten  my 

noble  gueft — {afide)  1  have  it (^unfeen  hy  EaH 

Burrhed  Jhuts  down  the  upper  part  of  the  Jloiks 
on  his  leg)  What's  that  you  faid.  Boy  ?  the 
Danes  fet  fire  to  roy  houfe  !• — undone!— oh  ter- 
rible !•— Come  fweet  wives,  don't  kt  us  be  fired 
like  grubs  and  vermin  from  our  nefts.  {Jee  tbi 
thatch  blazes) 

Earl  J9.  How  ! — releafe  nie,  firrah  !  {firuggUs) 

Gog.  Oh  no,  fit  (till  and  quiet — we  do  fuch 
few  things  well,  that  there  is  very  little  time 
roifpent  in  doing  nothing.— This  way  dear  wives ! 
There  ftay  and  contemplate  on  the  viciffitudes  rf 
fortune. 

\  Exit  with  Bertha. 

Alb.  Myhufband!  (^runs  and  kneels  to  free  him) 

The  Scene  clofes.  ^ 


SCENE  IV. 

^  Foreft, 

Enter  Odune,  Os\vali>j  and  Saxon  Soldiers, 
HoLLY*BUSH  walking  before  them. 

Holly.  Come,  follow  me. 

Odu.  If  this  is  the  place,  why  is  not  Euftaco 
here,  as  he  promifed  to  meet  us. 

Ofw.  How  think  you.  Nobles,  may  not  th^ 
Royal  Alfred  now  reap  in  death^  the  glorious 
harveft  of  his  wintry  life ! 

Knight* 


p. 
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Knight.  Aye,  if  the  King  is  dead,  what  for  us 
but  again  to  ihrink,  like  rabbits,  into  our  bur- 
rows, afraid  to  peep  upon  the  light,  left  we  be 
devoured  by  thofe  Danifli  dogs. 

Odu.  But  friend  are  you  fure  this  is  Selwood 
fqreft?     (to  Holly.) 

Holly.  You  know,  here  I  met  you  all,  you  were 
all  aftray.  You  faid  you'd  reward  him  that  wou*d 
bring  you  to  Selwood  foreft— If  you  thought  you 
were  there  already,  the  honed  man  would  lofe  his 
reward,  . 

Ofw.  Certainly— rwe  fliou'd  not  pay  for  know- 
ledge we  had  already.  . 

Holly.  No— -Then  you  are  fome  miles  from  that 
fame  foreft;  To  follow  me,  Fm  your  guide — thq*^ 
by  the  l^ord,  I  am  quite .  aftray  myfclf.  (^afide)'^ 
{Goes  round  the  trees,  and  brings  them  to  the  jdm$ 
place).  ■.■■',-.-' 

Odu.  Were  not  we  in  this  fpot  but  juft  now  ? 
Holly.  Very   well— I'll    pleafe  you  if  I  can— . 
follow  me.    (Leads  them  round ,  and  again  tothi 
fame  place)     Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Ofw.  Why,  you  laughing  mifcreant,  you  only 
bring  us  round  and  round  1 

Holly.  Then  1*11  be  fquare  and  fquare  with  you 
•--How  Ihall  I  get  home?  (afide)  .Gentlemen, 
if  you  don't  like  to  follow  me,  I'll  follow  you 
^that's  all  fair. 
Odu.  You  a  guide— you're  a  rafcally  rogue. 
Holly.  You're  right,  Sir,  to  put  your  bad  words 
out  of  your  mouth— for  if  you  fwallow  them, 
they  may  poifon  you. 

Ofw.  We  deferve  this  for  taking  a  clown  for  our 
guide. 

Odtfk 


»S<  At' 


•  » 

Odu.  An  impudent  villain,  to  pretend  to  ^zl 
you  know  both ing  about. 

tjhliy.  Imptadcnt  villain  !-— If  you're  in  the  mihd 
to  fcrutaniie,  prayi  Siri  cbliVert  yotir  Widdow  intoi 
looking  glafs. 

Odui  Ha! 

Holly.  Lordi  Sir,  why  fllould  you  l^e  an^ry?^ 
ttave  not  I  walk'd  you  abqiit  f6  neatly  on  the 
grals  ?  1  believe  you  don't  confider  What  grafs  i^ 
-=-<jTafs  is  man's  carpet,  th6  earth's  cloak;  the 
lark's  houfe^  the  lamb's  douch,  the  iiorfe's  break- 
faft,  and  the  bees  workftiop.  Conie,  give  rpe  thd 
nioncy,  the  honeft  mdn's  rcWard---Conie;  I  beg^ 
my  noble  £arl,  youll  give  itte  foniething;  if  its 
ohly  a  groat; 

Odu.  It  doth  n6t  becbmfe  a  iioble  Earl  i6  give  i 
groat; 

JFioify.  Well  then,  give  the  a  piece  of  jgold^ 

X)dui  It  doth  not  become  a  beggar  to  aft  a  piece 
lof  gold,  {harp  heard  ^itkom)   ^roVing  thinftrcU 

» 

EiiUY  Alfred,  inhrs  I^ifguip. 
Holty.  Coriie,  pHthee  ^ilay^^iireirt  lis;    {AJ^M 

Of^i  Is  this  a  time  to  trifle  wkh  otir  gricife  f 
Afid  the  f«di«int  jfun  o?>li  oiH*  hopes,  oUr  beloVed 
Alfred^  is  perhaps  fet  for  ever! 

Hal^  Stir  yoiir  fingers  nimBly,  a  tri^ng  ftrdin; 
to  fet  even  otir  hearts  a  dancing.  (Alfred  piays} 

Odu.  {ftrHkes  the  harp  mt  vf  his  hand)  Begone  1 
thpii  trembling  dotard-^  {Alfred  difcovers  hiMfeif) 
Hoyal  Alfttd  !*^h€  King--*-*-- 

[Hollybujh  fneaks  eff* 

•    Alfreds 
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Alfred.  Yes-^your  King,  partner  in  your  mif- 
fortunes,  (barer  in  your  joys — -joys  that  now  (hine 
at  diftance  thro^  the  glooni,  to  guide  our  doubtful 
fteps  ftrait  to  the  cheerful  hall  of  fweet  domeftie 
peace; 

£«/^r  Eustace; 

Oh  Inanks,  Euftace,  for  thtis  collefttng  our  fcat- 
tered  forces-^My  fword,  my  fliield,  my  bed  cdun- 
fel,  my.  ftatinch  defehdef ,  tiiy  friend ! 

Euji.  But,  my  Liege,  what  fuccefs  ?  Have  yofu 
obtained  a  plalj  of  the  Dattifli  camp  ?  S^w  you 
Haftings?  ^ 

Alfred.  Yes.^— He  ha$  ^Vithdrawh  himfelf  frotn 
the  barbarian  Hubba's  riotous  crew,  who,  returned 
from  Pagan  riteS,  are.  at  this  moment  wallowing 
in  wine— funk  in  fwinifli  debauch.  Little  glory 
thus  by  night  to  fteal  a  viftory — but  their  uipc- 
rior  numbers,'  their  treachery,  juftify  the  adV;  yVe 
muft  take  them  at  this. 

Eufti  Should  my  father  be  ftill  amongft  the 
Danes,  he  falls  amidft  the  general  carnage — Shall 
I  acquaint  Alfred  that  Tm  Hafling^s  fon  ? — No—* 
then  he  doubts  my  faith,  (ajide) 
I ,  J^lfred.  Up,  with  our  tents,  like  ferpents,  dart 
agdi  fling  the  foe.  But  let  us  be  feeret  as  our  pur- 
•pofe-^Be  it  proclaimed,  on  pain  of  death,  that  no 
lights  appear  throughout  the  camp.  [Exit  Officer. 
.  Eufi.  {not  attending)  Yes,  with  all  truth  to 
Alfrc^d,  Heaven  and  Nature  bid  xne  preferve  my 
fether.  [Exit. 

Odui  My  Lord,  Euilaee  feems  ftrangely  agi- 
tated  

Alfred.  Why  I  thought  he  did  not  take  my  or- 
ders with  his  wonted  alacrity.      Odune^  do  you 

VOL.  ly.  K  K  imme- 
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imn^diately  prepare ^Ha !  where  got  you  that 

hel^ict? 

Odu.  I^y  Liece,  tho'  it  is  ^ritiflb,  as  you  fee, 
yet  *t>^  tbc  fpoils  pf  a  very  valiant  Dane,  whole 
fword,  in  our  laft  engagement,  play'd  adroitly 
among  our  men.  He  fel}  on  bis  knee,  was  refcued, 
but  loft  this,  his  creft  in  the  fcuffle. 

Alfred.  A  Dane !— this  belonged  iO'^{examin€$ 
if^  This  is  the  very  helmet  I  prefented  Euftace— 
when  I  frankly  gave  Yi^m  his  choice  did  he  then 
only  feem  to  take  my  part,  the  better  to  affift  my 
enemy*— Impoflible ! — ^No  matter — I'll  conceal  my 
fufpicions,  tliey  may  wrong  him.  {afide)  {Sprightly 
mujic  andjinging  at  a  diftance^'^Alfred  lets  the  helmet 
fall)  Hark  !  the  Danes  in  choral  joys  of  ruffian 
clamour — This  awful  moment  is  the  criiis  of  £ng« 
land's  freedom— the  word  is  iilence,  darknefs,  cau* , 
tioh.  [Exeunt  foftly. 

Re-enter  Holly  bush*  {eating  fiuit) 

» 

Holly.  Now  here  might  I,  by  prefenting  my 
duty  to  my  Sovereign,  in  the  (hape  of  a  few 
blackberries,  have  received  high  honors— but  be 
humble,  Hollybufti— Humility  is  the  fafeft  path, 
for  none  will  attempt  to  (hove  you  out  rf  it. 
Honor  is  walking  on  the  top  of  a  wall,  froth 
which  you  may  tumble — It  gets  dark— I  muft 
not  lofe  fight  of  them.  —  Ifn't  that  my  friend 
Gog  the  carpenter  yonder?  {Jlumblet  over  the 
helmet)'^Ehi\  a  fine  b^niet — was  the  owner 
under  it,  thus  wou'd  I  put  foot  to  head,  (treads 
on  it)  Here  now  fome  great  warrior's  creft-tallen. 
Sure  I  may  for  once  wear  a  general's  cap,  as  many 

a 
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a  general  wears  the  foors  cap.  {pitts  it  on)  Now 
am  I  arm'd  cap-a-pee— Hem!— (^r/r/r^^/frijr;>^ 
without— 'he prinks  terrified)  [Ej^it. 


SCENE  V. 

^he  J^ngUJh  Camp — Night. 

EtJstACE    in   TeHt-^ — writing. 

Enter  Alfkzd  wrapt  in  a  Cloakj  and  Odune. 


I,  > 


Alfred.  {In  an  under  tone)  Has  the  proclamar 
tion  been  made,  that  whoever  brings  in  the  Reafeiu: 
the  Danilh  magic  banner^  (hall  be  rewarded  to  bis 
own  wi(h,  and  our  power  ? 

Odu.  It  has  my  hege.  : ; 

Alfred.  Whilft  the  Danes  poffeis  that,  th^ir  cnr 
thufiaflic  ardor  baffles  all  efforts  to  fubdue  them-^ 
but  the  time  approaches  for  our  momentous  enter* 
prize — ril  continue  my  walk  thro'  the  tents,  and 
Ice  myfdf  how  we  are  prepared — All  darknefs  hi- 
therto,    {walks) 

Odu.  A  light  in  yon  tent ! 

Alfred.  My  orders  dtfobeyed !  wh^o  can  the  traitor 
be  ?  {advances) — -Euftace ! 

Odu.  *Tis  my  Lord  {Alfred  beckons  Odune^ 
who  goes  off  cautioujly) 

Eufi.  With  whom  fliould  1  entruft  this  letter  to 
my  father,  now  I've  written  it.  {afide)  {reads) 
— **  Keep  your  purpofe — ^to  night  join  not  the 
*'  Dani(h  caroufal — let  Haftings  take  this  warning 

K  K  2  "  from 
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^Vfrom  6ne,  whp,  whatever  be  the  event  of  bat« 

CXV%  .i    -     ■  — -  4  .         r     - 

•'  .  ..     I  .  .  .  •  ^ 

Jjifred.  Dies  this  hou^— (^^^/Ty  takes  the  letter^ 
Euftace  rifes) — Ho,  there  !   (^calls) 

Re-enter  Ouviii^  and  Guakvs. 

This  puts  the  circun^ftaiiGe  of  the  helmet  beyond 
all  doubt— Euftace  !  the  hope  of  my  adoption — - 
Child  of  my  heart !  J^turnSy  and  conceals  his  face) 
his  holding'  a  fecret  correfpondence  with  my  enemy 
—is  a  crime  fp  bJack-itlhs^U  npt  ftain  his  memory — 
Pifobedience  only  be  the  pretext  {ajlde)  look 
{points  td  the  tent)  'twas  proclaimed  through  the 
camp,  that  whoever  had  a  light  fliou'd  fufter  in- 
ftant  deatli-^ftrike  the  tents,  begin  our  march — 
but  let  him  di^  within  the  hour.  [Exit. ' 

Euft.  So  firm  !  where  duty  of  office  obliges  one 
man  to  inflift  punilhment  ttpon  another,  the 
occafion  inflead  of  hardening  the  judge  to  feverity 
Ihould  melt  him  into  furrow.  Dilclofing  the  truth 
toany  other  might  fave  me,  but  juftice  is  Alfred's 
only  counfellor.  Odone  cannot  you  for  a  fetv 
hours  fiifpend  my  doom  ?  .     .  . 

Odu.YoM   heard   the  King,   {looks  a«/)-^Our 

army  is  already  in  motion,  and  that  fwift  too—let 

'  him  be  guarded  clofe,  till  the  mprning  determines 

if  even  Alfred  lives  to  fee  the  execution  of  his 

fentence.  [Exeunt  feverally^ 

I.  •  - 

Enter  Hollybush  and  ^Peasant,    witi^ 

a  Light. 

Peaf.  Aye,  let's  follow  our  men. 
Holly.  Yds,  for  a  little  plunder,  when  the  Danes 

are 
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ftre  dead,  they'll  not  want  money,  but  we  do,  be- 
paufe  we  are  jilive. 

Peaf.  Lord  Euftace  going  to  be  executedj,,  I 
wonder  for  what.;! 

Holly,  ril  tell  you,  hold  your  light  man  for 
the  poor  foldiers  to  fee  their  way  thro*  the  briars- 
Lord  Euftace's  only  crime  was — he  was  feen,  and 
by  the  King  himfelf,  he  ^was  guilty  of— don't  hold 
ygyr  torch  fo  near  me. 
•  Peaf.  Well,  there. 

Holly.  His  crime  was — shaving  a  |ighted  candle 
in  the  camp. 

Peaf.  Are  we  not  now  in  the  camp,  eh,  Hol- 
lybufh? 

Holly.  In  the  middle  of  it. 

Peaf.  My  good  friend  hold  that  flambeaux  ia 
your  hand  whilft  I  garter  my  (locking. 

Holly.  I  think  my  (locking  too  is  about  my 
heel.  {Peafant  puts  out  the  light) — What  the  devil, 
wl^at  a  felfilh  thing  to  leave  a  body  in  the  dark 
among  pegs  and  tent-ropes ;  but  we  have  bril- 
liant glow-worms^,  and  the  pure  flame  of  our 
own  clear  confciences,  an  honeft  man  may  fee  his 
way  if  it  was  as  dark  as  the  devil's  pocket  (^knocks 
agairtft  a  tree)— A  tree's  but  a  wooden  judge  of 
honefty  {Jhouts  without)  thofe  are  Engli(h  roarings^ 
weVe  victorious  ;  huzza  !  huzza  ! 

Peaf  Come  warrior  Hollybu(h,  with  your  fwords 
and  pikes  let's  join  the  battle.  [Exit  groping. 

Holly.  Pikes!  Danes  and  Saxons  are. the  belli- 
gerent powers.     I  am  the  arm'd  neutrality. 

[Exit  at  the  oppojite  Jide. 
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SCENE  VI:  and  lajt. 

IFareham'^Dawtt  of  Morning. 

% 

Shouts^  and  Martial  Mujic  without. 

^Hter  Alfred  in  triumph;    Trophies^    Banner s. 

Spoils^  &c. 

Alfred.  Joy,  my  countrymen !  viftory  Is  ours ! 
tie  tempeftuous  flame  that,  in  its  raging  courfe, 
fwept  deftruftion  to  the  palace  and  the  cottage  is  at 
laft  extinguiftied  :  yet,  whilft  the  heart  rejoices  in 
the  glorious  event  of  battle,  let  us  lament  that 
white- robed  peace  cou'd  only  be  led  to  us  but  by 
the  blood-ftained  hand  of  war ;  the  foul  of  many 
a  Dane  hath  this  night  thra'  the  wide  portals 
opened  by  our  fwords  fled  to  its  great  mafterT— 
from  him  may  they  find  mercy. 

Enter  GoG. 

Gog.  Sacred  Sir,  by  my  approaching  grandeur 
you'll  never  win  another  viftory,  becaule— you  will 
have  nobody  to  fight  with.  Come  Blanche,  flou- 
ri(h  your  conjuring  flag  about  in  a  magnificent 
manner. 

Enter  Blanche  with  the  Standard. 

— Shower  honors  on  your  father ;  already  I  have 
the  Lady  Albina*s  heart  as  to  being  a  comely  man ; 
but  when  Tve  dignity  ! — Child  make  me  a  Baron — 

no. 
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no,  ril  begin  with  KnigHthood— Pll  be  Sr  Gog 
MagDg. 

Alfred,  {examining  the  Jiandari)  It  is  the  ma- 
gic banner,  on  which  the  Danes  reded  all  their 
hopes  of  conqueft,  the  pofleffion  of  this  delu- 
lioa  is,  indeed,  the  very  fummit  of  Eqgland's  hap* 
pinefs. 

Gog.  Out  with  your  royal  blade,  Sire>  and  dub 
me.  {hieeli) — {Dead  March  without) 

Knight.  Euflace  qn  his  way  to  death. 

Enter  Ev STACK  (led  to  Execution') 

BUf.  Sir,  it  was  by  your  order  proclaimed,  that 
whoever  took  this  flandard  from  the  Dane  (hou'd, 
if  in  your  power  to  give,  have  what  he  aiked. 

Alfred.  Demand,  and  it  (hall  be  granted. 

Gog.  Stand  out  of  the  way,  will  you,  let  \\\% 
highnefs  have  room  to  draw  his  fword  with  a  noblo 
flourifli  over  my  head. 

BUi.  Royal  Sir — ^ 

Gog.  Well  faid,  child. 

Bla.  The  reward  1  require  is  that  you'll  grant 
life  to  Euftace. 

Gog.  What's  that  you  huffey — mind  all  of  you, 
I  don't  care  what  ihe  fays,  by  the  Lord  I  won't  rife ' 
till  I'm  dub'd. 

Alfred,  {to  Eu/lace)  Take  your  life,  but  be 
aflured  not  from  the  heart  of  Alfred. 

Eujl.  Perhaps  the  King  knows  not  yet  that  my 
fault  proceeded  from  an  attempt  to  prcferve  my 
father's  life  ? 

Alfred.  Father! 

£ujl. 


V. 
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Eufl.  Left  in  the  heat  of  battle  a  fon  (llou^d 
fall  by  his  hand,  or  I  become  a  paracide — ^to  know 
and  avoid  each  other  we  exchanged  helmets— 

-4^-^^.  Indeed!  then  it  muft  be  this  father  he 
f^aks  of  that  Odune  engag'd- — (qfide)  but  who 
is  your  parent  ? — where-*-how  difcover'd  P^— Came 
he  to  England  in  the  train  of  Haftings  ? 

Eufi.  My  Lord,  to  Haftings  himfelf.  I  owe  my 
being. 

Alfred.  And  have  I  condemned  a  fon  to  death  for 
endeavouring  to  fave  his  parent !  and  he,  the  ige- 
nerous  chieftain  whofe  felf-denial  recalM  my  fleeting 
fpirits — this  my  gratitude  too  to  Euftace  for  his 
attachment  to  me  contrary  to  the  original  ties  of 
nature  ?  Take  comfort  boy,  your  parent,  as  he  pro- 
pl)s*d  did  not  join  the  Danes,  by  my  care  he  lives— ^ 
Again,  my  friend  {takes  his  hand)  without  a  par- 
tial breach  of  the  laws,  your  miraculous  efcape 
from  death  has  awakened  in  me,  the  godlike  pri- 
vilege of  genuine  legiflation.  A  man^s  life  is  too 
facred  to  depend  upon  the  capricious  breath  of  an 
individual  (paufes) — Alfred  decrees,  that  hence- 
forth none  (hall  be  deemed  guilty  till  convidted  by 
twelve  of  his  peers  ;  and  from  this  happy  moment 
let  pofterity  date  the  glorious  bleffings  of  an  Englifli 
Jury  (all  kneel — Grand  Flourijh) 

All.  Long  live  Alfred,  the  father  of  his  peo- 
ple ! 

£«/^r  HoLLYBusH,  SwENO,  j«i  Bertha,  hand 

in  hand. 

Holly.  Novf  ftep  forward,  and  open  your  affaif 
to  the  King, 

'^        £weno. 
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SwenO.  I  will,  but  I'm  rather  awed^  {apart) 
Sir—-  {^advancing  timoroujly) 

Holly,  (^apart)  What,  are  you  afraid  to  go  near 
him  ?  Why  he's  only  a  man-*-Gads-bobs,  do  you 
take  him  for  an  elephant  ? 

Bert.  Sire,  my  hufband  Gog  is  dead—- — 

Gog.  Ehl  am  I 

Beri.  To  me — He  has  left  me  a  comfortable 
houfe  and  farm,  but  now  a  lonely  widow,  I  have 
chofen  a  help- mate,  (^pointing  to  Sweno)  But  as 
th^  man  is  a  Dane,  I  mud  beg  your  facred  leave 
to  marry  him. 

Sweno.  Sir,  our  hot-headed  General,  Hubba,  or- 
dered me  to  be  hanged  in  the  cool  of  the  evening, 
this  good  widow-woman  had  me  cut  down ;  fo, 
out  of  gratitude^  I  take  herfelf  and  all  her  chat« 
ties. 

G^S"  ift^^^^^^  ^P)  '  forbid  the  banns. 

Bert.  Gog  alive  !-— Lord  !  in  this  world  one  is 
ftire  of  nothing. 

Gog.  Ah,  I   fee  Bertha  has   been {makes 

Jigns  of  drinking)     This  comeS  of  fhutting  }  ouifelf 
up  in  the  clofet. 

Holff.  Friend  Gog— a  woman  that  retires  to 
tipple  in  fecret,  has  an  aflignation  with  the  devil. 

Gog.  So  you're  there  again,  fellow — marry  my 
every  day  wife,  you  villain.  I  faw  you  hanging 
up,  wou*d  have  cut  you  down — but  as  the  tree 
was  at  the  edge  of  the  river,  I  didn't  know  but 
you  might  have  fallen  in,  and  hung  yourfclf  up 
to  dry — fellow. 

Alfred.  I  heard  of  this  pleafant  ftratagem  of  the 
Lady  Albina,  to  recal  the  affections  of  her  carelefs 
Lord 
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Holfy.  That  pleafant  ftratagem  wiis  mine,  ^ir, 
it  has  melted  the  fnow  of  negled  into  tears  of  re- 
ttiorfc.  He  promifes  that  my  Lady  Ihall  no  more 
be  rivaPd  by  a  hawk ;  and  (he  engages  never  to 
quit  her  jay's  neft  for  the  rooft  of  an  owl. 

Gog.  So  Fm  a  man  that's  an  owl— my  Sunday 
wife  lay  that  ! — Well  then,  here  I  give  my  chick 
to  you  young  Chanticleer.  But  mindi  you  muft  cue 
me  Tome  more  red  cabbages.  {Giving  Blanche  to 
Euftace) 

Bla.  Ah,  Euftace !  much  you  wrong'd  me.*—* 
When  I  thought  you  but  a  fimple  peafant  I  wai 
yours;  and  even  till  death'  ft  ill' your  faithful 
Blanche.  ,        ' 

Alfred.  Euftace,  you  ftiall  have  a  wedding-cake, 
and  I  promife  dame  ^ertha  to  give  a  better  watch 
towards  the  baking  it. 

Bert.  Why  the  gracious !  (looking  at  him)  Oh, 
Gog  !  let's  run  for  our  lives ;  it  was  the  King  him- 
fclf  1  fet  to  turn  the  cake. 

Enter  Earl  BuRRifED  and  Albina. 

Earl  B.  My  Liege,  congratulate  me  on  my  nevr 
created  title  to  the  affedtions  of  my  Albina. 

Alh.  The  joy  is  mine,  in  regaining  what  I  fear'd 
I  had  loft  for  ever. 

EarlB,  Oh !  you're  there — -  {feeing  Gog)  Dread. 
Sire,  juftice  on  this  flave— 

Gog.    What  the  devil's  fort  of  noife  you  make. 

Hadn't  you  juftice -didn't  I  put  you  in   the 

flocks ! 

Holly.  Yes,  Sir — ^this  honeft  carpenter  watited 
a  job,  fo  became  a  ftock-jobber. 

EarlB.  I  fay,  you  mrfcreant {to  Gog) 


Eufi.  Peace,  peace,  my  Lord. 


Oo^. 


OR,  THE  MAGIC  BANNER.  267 

Grg.  Aye,  hold  your  tongue. — I'm  a  juftice, 
and  have  a  right  to  do  what  I  pleafe.  I  built  a 
gibbet  once  for  your  amufement,  my  tender- 
hearted Baron,  juft  before  your  caftle— employ 
me  to  cut  it  down ;  I'll  take  the  timber  off  your 
hands,  and  make  a  rare  pair  of  flocks,  for  you 
and  your  falconer  to  fit  together,  to  fee  which  way 
the  wind  blows. 

Alfred.  Euftace— ^ve*ll  have  your  wedding  fo- 
lemnized  here  at  Wareham;  by  difjfing  thofe 
comforts  we  enjoy  ourfelves,  the  wi(hes  of  a  happy 
people  fliall  be  ratified  by  the  Heavenly  Difpofer 
of  all  earthly  blefiings.  \ExiUHt. 


THE    END. 
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ACT    I. 

SCENE  L 
A  Rural ProffeQ*'-^ALZ^'ntiz*sHcufe  at  aDifiam^^ 

Enter  Fairly  and  Total. 
Fairly. 

Your  mafter's  a  rafcal !— ^unkiiown  to  tnc  mar- 
'  lying  my  daughter,  then  leaving  her  behind  him 
at  Canada,  apd  here  ftepping  into  all  the  vices  of 
London.  A  fingle  Gentleman,  forfooth  !  Denjr 
his  marriage  !^ — ^but  I'll  drip  him  of  his  new  goc 
wealth. 

fTotal.  Hufli !  that's  likely  to  happen  wtthouc 
your  help.  You  know  that  old  humourift  his 
uncle.  Colonel  Doimont^  wiftiing  to  avoid  the 
buttle  and  etiquette  of  rank,  gave  my  mafter  here 
the  enjoyment  of  his  fortune  ;  but  of  which  hearing 
he  makes  To  ill  a  ufe^  he  has  abfolutely  adverds'd 

in 
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in  the  news  papers^  to  find  if  he  has  not  fome  othef 
relations  living  to  transfer  it  to. 

Fair.  Then  he  has  another  relation,  hereabouts 
too,  and  to  find  him  is  what  brought  me  now  into 
Kent.    : 

Total.  What's  his  name  ? 

Fair.  I  won*t  tell. 

Total.  Me  you  may  !  Fm  Captain  Valentine*s 
fieward  to  be  fure ;  but  I  was  placed  here  by  his 
uncle  merely  as  a  guard  over  him ;  and  harkee, 
Mr.  Fairly,  you  know  the  Colonel,  from  being  fo 
long  abroad,  hasn't  feen  him  fince  the  height  of 
a  pen  cafe ;  I  told  him  tho*  of  his  deferting  your 
daughter,  and  all  his  profligate  exploits !  He*s 
lb  much  incens'd  that— here's  a  letter  in  his  own 
hand,  commanding  my  matter  to  refign  every 
ihilling's  worth  belonging  to  him,  without  beat  of 
drum  ihis  very  evening  to  march  out  of  his  houfe 
yonder,  and  for  the  firft  time  appear  before  him  on 
the  Parade,  St.  James's  Park,  to-morrow  morning. 

Fair,  (with  joy)  Then  he's  ruin'd  !  ha,  ha,  ha! 
good  Captain  Valentine  !  Isn't  that  he,  (^looking 
out)  cajoling  fome  iimple  country  girl  ?  And  hii 
wife — my  poor  child,  Loui(a !— ph  !  how  I  {hould 
like  to  break  his  bones ;  but  no  fword  or  piftol 
work  for  me;  no,  I'll  find  the  honeft  farmer  that's 
to  fuperfede  him  2  Til  teach  a.  Captain  to  wrong 
a  Lawyer.  [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Valentine  and  B£tty  Blackberry. 

AIR. — Valentine. 

*  Charming  village  maid  f 

If  thou  wilt  DC  mine, 
p[n  gold  aud  pearls  arrav'd. 
All  my  wealth  is  thine. 

If 
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If  not  Oiar*d  with  th«c, 
.    E'en  nature's  beauties  fade* 
Sweeteft  do  but  love  me,  . 
Charming  village  maid ! 

H^d  I  yon  (he'jJherdfs  care^ . 

Yon  lambs  to  feed  and  K>id, 
The  dog  ftpr  heat  Id  bear, 

And  winter's  piercing  cold; 
Well  pleas'd  I'd  toil  for  thee^^ 

At  harrow^  flail  or  fpadc 
Sweetcft  do  biit  love  me. 

Charming  village  maid  I 

This  morn  at  early  dawn 

I  had  a  hedge  rofe  wild, 
(Its  fweats  perfum'd  the  laWn, 

'Twas  fpbrtivc  nature's  child>) 
My  lovely  fair  fojr  thee, 

Tranfplanted  from  the  glade, 
Sweetefl  do  but  love  me, 

Charnfiing  village  maid  1 

knkLf  Farmer  Blackberry  (with  a  Milking  Tnil) 

Farmer  B.  Where  is   this  daughter  of  mine  ? 
Ah !  hey ! 

Betty.  I  vow,  your  honor,  all  chefe  fine  things 
ihou'd  make  me  yaftly  conceited^ 

Farmer  B.  Ah  !  ha !  he  won't  have  much  trou- 
ble to  do  that,  (^aji'de) 

FaL  My  adorable  apgeK 

^M^er  B.  I've  heard  fay  Fairies  are  good  at  it, 
bur|ll\^ril  fee  an  angel  milk  my  cow. 
«    Betty.  La !  father,  talk  of  a  cow  to  a  gentle«» 
hian  f 

Farmer  J8.  Yes,  and  Fll  keep  my  heifer  from  a 
gentleman.  {Gives  her  the  pail^  and  puts  her  off) 

Val.  Stop  farmer!  Yes,  I'll  propofc— -he  dare 
not  refufe  his  landlord^  {ajidc).  Blackberry,  I  (hall 
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deal  with  you  fair  aqd  open :  yoa?  daughter  Betty 
pleafes  me  ;  name  any  fettlemenc,  or  Til  iGgn  a 
Carte  Blanche.  You  know  the  world,  and  I  dare 
fay  underftand  me. 

Farmer  B.  Why,  yes.  Sir,  I  think  I  do  under- 
ftand you. 

VaL  Pm  inclined  to  be  your  friend — ^I've  com- 
pany waiting  at  home,  fo  your  anfwer  will  oblige. 

Farmer  B.  Pray,  Sir,  did  you  cyer  feel  the  weight 
of  an  Englilh  cud^l  ? 
.  FaL  A  what ! 

Farmer  B.  Only  a  twig  of  oak  like  this,  laid  on 
with  an  old  tough  arm,  pretty  ftrong  from  labour^ 
and  a  heart  ilung  by  honeft  r^fentment. 

Val.  Why,  ftUow!  I  fancy  you  forget  who 
you're  talking  to. 

Farmer  B.  Sir,  you  may  yet  be  a  parent,  then 
you'll  be  capable  or  a  father's  feelings,  at  the  cruel 
oflfer  to  make  him  »  party  in  the  proftituiion  of 
his  child. 

AIR.— Farmer  Blackberry. 

Ere  around  the  huge  oak,  that  o'erfliadows  yon  mill. 

The  fond  Ivy  had  dar'd  to  entwine 
Ere  the  church  was  a  ruin  that  nods  oa  the  bill 

Or  a  rook  built  her  neft,  in  the  pine, 

Cou*d  I  trace  back  the  time,  a  much  earlier  date. 

Since  my  fore  fathers  toil'd  in  this  field ; 
And  the  farm  I  now  hold  on  your  honor's  cftate. 

Is  the  fame'  that  my  grandfather  till'd. 

He  dying  bequeathed  to  his  fon  a  good  name. 

Which  unluUied  defcended  to  me; 
For  my  child  I»vc  prefcrv'd  it,  unblemilh'd  with  fhamc,     * 

And  it  ffill  from  a  fpol  fluU  go  free, 

[Exit 

Val. 
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Vai.  Cudgel !  A  reptile  fting  !  A  weed  dare  ta 
Taife  its  inlblent  head,  and  wag  defiance  in  my  face. 

Total,  {^advancing)  My  good  Sir,  hear  your  poor 
ileward  :  inftead  of  ill-will  to  the  farmer,  as  a  gen- 
tleman you  fliould  chcrilh  his  fpirit  of  a  yeoman, 

FaL  I  hadn't  a  thought  clowns  bad  any  feeling. 

Total.  Clown  !— he's  a  man  andafatbier.  For 
the  affront  you  offered,  your  honor  wouldn't  at  all 
fuffer  by  making  him  an  apology, 

FaL  Apology  !  Dem'd  impertinent  this !  {ajide) 
Total,  will  you  take  it  f 

Total  That  I  will.  Sir,  and  as  an  atonement,  I 
fuppofe  prefent  him  from  you  an  acquittance  for 
his  rent,  as  this  is  quarter  day, 

FaL  A  pretty  propdfal  I  but,  ha  P  ha  !  ha  ! 
fit  my  bufy  fteward  {ajide).  Come,  TU  write  a 
few  fines  of  apology,  you  draw  out  a  receipt, 
ril  enclofe  it,  and  you  (hall  take  it  to  him  im^ 
inediateIy--<-but  his  daughter,^  ijiy  bonny  Bet  !-** 
Total,  cm  yo«  blame  me  ? 


AIR,-^VALENTINEt 

mo  more  PU  court  the  town  br^  fair, 

Who  (hine  in  artificial  beauty  j 
Her  native  charms,  without  compret 

Claim  ail  my  love,  rcfpcft  and  duty* 

O  my  bonny,  bonny  Bet.  fweet  bloflbm! 

Were  I  a  king,  fo  proud  to  wear  thee, 
lirom  oif  the  verdant  couCh  I'd  bear  thee. 

To  grace  thy  faithful  lover's  bofom. 

Yet  aik  me  where  thofe  beauties  lie, 

I  cannot  fay  m  \x%\\\t  or  dimple, 
In  blooming  chetk  or  radiant  eye, 

*Tis  happy  nature,  wild  and  fimple. 
O  my  bonny,  bonify  Bet,  5cc. 
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Let  dainty  beaux  for  ladies  pipe. 

And  (igh  in  numbers  trite  and  commote  J 
Ye  gods :   one  darling  wi(h  be  mine. 

And  all  I  a(k  is  lovely  woman  ! 

O  my  bonny,  bonny  Bet,  &c. 

Come,  deareft  girl,  the  rofy  bowl. 

Like  thy  bright  eye,  with  pleafure  dancing  • 
My  heaven  art  thou,  fo  take  mv  foul, 
^ith  rapture  every  fenfc  enirancing. 

O  my  bonriy,  bonny  Bet,  &c.      ^Ex^ijni^ 


SCENE  11. 

Farmer  Blackberrv*sJ?o»/>. 

Znter  Farmer  Blackberry  and  Betty, 

'  •  >     .        • .  .      .  •  •  -  • 

Farmer  B*  There,  ftay  within  doors,  (ince  yoq 
pan*t  walk  out  vvithout  having  Gentlemen  after 
you, 

Betty.  La  !  Father,  the  Gentlen^en  arc  fo  tempt-^ 
ing,  ha !  ha !  ha  ! 

Farmer  B.  1  command  you  not  to  let  him  fpeak 
to  you. 

Betty.  If  a  Gentleman*s  going  to  fpcak,  wou*dn*^ 
it  not  be  very  rude  in  me  to  flop  his  mouth.   ' 

Farmer  B.  Then  always  get  out  of  his  way, 

Betty,  '^'hat  I  certajnly  i]:^all,  if  he's  pn  horfc* 
back. 

Farmer  B.  HuiTy  !  cou'dn't  you  turn  and  walk 
from  him  ? 

Betty.  So  I  did,  and  he  turn*d  and  walk'd  from 
Hae ;  but  t  oth  walking  on  all  round  the  field,  'till  we 
came  to  the  oppofite  fide,  there  we  met  face  to  face 
you  know.9  ^d  then ;  ha,  ha,  ha !  oli  precious! 

AIR. 
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AIR.— Betty, 

To  hear  a  fweet  gold^nch's  fonnet, 
Th  8  mornino  I  put  on  my  bonnet. 
But  fcarcc  in  the  meadow,  pics  on  it! 

When  thr  captain  appeared  iu  my  vicur. 
J  felt  an  o<Jd  Ibrt  of  fenlation, 
My  hrart  beat  a  ftrange  palpitation, 
I  bliiih'd  like  a  pink  or  carnation, 

When,  fays  he,  **  My  dear,  how  do  you  do?^ 

The  dickins  thinks  I  here  has  pop'd  him, 
I  thought  to  flip  by  but  I  llop'd  him, 
S9  iry  very  beH  cqrt*fy  I  dropt  him ; 

With  an  air  tnen  he  took  off  his  hat,  ^ 

He  feem*d  with  my  pertqn  enchanted, 
be  fqueez  d  my  ha  vd,  how  my  heart  pantpd. 
He  ask'd  for  a  kifs,  and  1  granted, 

An  i  pray  now  what  (larn]  was  in  that? 

Savs  I,  Sir,  for  what  do  you  take  me  ? 

He  fwore  a  fine  Lady  heM  make  me^ 

**  No,  dem  him,  he'd  never  forfake  me." 

And  then  on  his  knee  he  flop'd  down. 
H  s  ha  idkerchief,  la  I  fmeit  fo  fwectly. 
His  white  teeth  he  fliew'd  fo  completely, 
Hk  managed  the  matter  fo  neatly, 

I  ne'er  can  be  kifb'd  by  a  clown. 

Enter  Parmer  Stubble, 

Stubble.  Hey  !  Betty  !  my  ftep-fon  your  fwcct- 
heart  Jemmy's  without. 

Farmer  B.  What  Jenjmy  Jumps !  ecod  now  I'm 
liappy, 

Betty.  Pray  has  London  made  him  very  like  a 
Gentleman  ? 

Stubble.  Was'nt  it   for  that,    merely  to  pleafc 
you,  that  I  fenr  him  there?    {Jemmy  fings  withaut) 

Farmer  B.  Htre  he  comes,  gay  as  a  lark,  fine  as 
a  butter  fiv,  and  merry  as  a  cricket. 

Betty.  Ay,  here  comes  the  London  beau  ! 

EntiT 
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Enter  JtMiAY  Jumps,  dre/s*d  in  the  extravagance 

ofFaJhion. 

Jemmy.  Gemmcn  I'm  yours !  Mem  I'm  your 
moft.  Did  {apart  to  Stubble)  hope  you  did'nt  tell 
them  you  had  me  *prencice  to  a  flay-maker  in 
London. 

BetPf    Lud !  helooks  quite rakifli.  (admiriifg him) 

Jemmj.  Betty  Blackberry,  my  dear,  I  kils  your 
hand. 

Farmer  B.  Ecod,  if  you  go  no  nigher,  your  dear 
muft  (Iretch  a  long  arm. 

Betty.  Why  that  was  only  compliment,  what 
they  fay  in  London. 

Farmer  B.  Oh,  then,  in  London  faying  and 
doing  are  two  things. 

Stubble.  But,  Jemmy,  here's  neighbour  Black** 
berry. 

Jemmy.  Eh!  ah!  {looking  at  farmer  B*  through 
a  fiat  eye  glafs) 

Farm.  B.  Oh !  ho!  {takes  out  a  large  key^  and 
looks  at  Jemmy) 

Betty.  Oh,  Jemmy,  you  can  tell  us  all  the  nev* 
fafhions  in  town ! 

Farmer  B.  Ah,  what  price  does  com  bring  at 
the  London  market  ? 

Jemmy.  Corn  I 

Farmer  5.  How  are  oats  ? 

Jemmy  Afk  my  ponies.  Oats !  think  I'm  from 
Bear-quay?  I'm  a  Grentleman  of — ba,  ha,  ha! 
— Canaile ! 

Betty.  Indeed,  Father,   you  aflc  fuch  uncouth 

2ueftions,     Pray,    Jemmy,    what  makes   you  a 
rentleman? 

Jemmy.  My  Ihare  in  a  Pharaoh  bank,  my  boots 
to  fling  over  the  benches  in  the  play-houfes ;   a 

glafs 
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glafs  to  fquint  at  a  fstce  not  fix  inches  from  mine ; 
iriy  nag  to  kick  up  a  duft  in  Rotten  row;  ihorc 
waiftcoat,  long  breecbc5|  two  watches,  twenty- 
inch  cane,  umbrella  hat»  chin  beau*-4aih|  and  ihoe 
ilring. 
ML  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Mr 

AIR. — Jemmy  Jumps* 

Look,  dear  Ma*am  Pm  quite  the  thing) 

NatilKts  bey,  tipity  ho^ 
In  my  (boe  [  wear  a  firing, 

Tied  in  a  black  bow  fo; 
Card$  and  dice  I*ve  mondrous  luck, 
I'm  no  drake  yer  keep  a  duck. 
T^o'  not  married  I'm  a  buck. 

Lantberum  fwaih  qui  vL 

I»vc  a  purfc  well  flocked  with— braft, 

Chinkity  hey.  tinkity  ho ;  ^ 

Tve  good  eyes,  yet  cock  my  glafs,  , 

Stare  about,  fquintum  ho; 
In  twa  boots  I  boldly  walk, 
Piftoi,  fword,  I  never  baulk, 
MeeC  nay  man  and  bravely — talk, 

Pippity  pop,  coupee. 

Sometiines  I  mount  a  fmart  cockade, 

Puppydum  hey,  ftruttledom  ho^ 
From  Hyde  Park  to  the  Parad^ 

Cockymacary  kee. 
As  I  pafs  a  centry  box, 
Soldiers  refl  their  bright  firelocks. 
Each  about  his  mufquet  knocks, 
Rattledum  flap  to  me. 
♦ 

In  the  Mall  Ma'am  gives  her  card, 
Cafhady  me,  kifTady  fhe. 
Sit  before  the  flable  yard, 

Leggorum,  lounge  a  row; 
Pretty  things  I  foftly  fay. 
When  I'm  afk'd  our  chairs  to  pay. 
Yes,  fays  I,  and  walk—  away. 

Pennybus,  tartumh^l 

Rottet 
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Rotten  Row  my  Sunday  ride, 

TroCtledum  hey,  tumb'e  ofTO  ^ 
Poney  eightcen-pence  a- fide 

Windgall   glanderum  ho ! 
Cricket  I  fam'd  Lumpey  Nick, 
Dadles  fmouch  Mendbza  lick. 
Up  to  all  I'm  juft  the  kick 

AUemande  caperum  toe, 

Betty.  Oh,  Lord!  he's  quite  rakifli !  (enraptureJ) 

Stubble.  Then,  Jemmy,  I  warrant  on  your 
going  to  London  you  foon  got  up  flairs  into  Gen- 
tlemen's company. 

Farmer  B.  Ay,  ^  and  I  warrant  you  he  foon  got 
down  flairs  out  of  Gentlemen's  company,  ha,  ha, 
ha  I  {^making  a  motion  with  his  foot). 

Jemmy.  Sir,  I  belonged  to  a  coterie. 

Betty,  La !  what's  a  coterie. 

Jemmy.  Ma'am,  it's  a  club,  a  thing  we  efla-» 
l)li(h'd— fitted  up  a  houfe  in  ftile — feled — lo  be 
by  ourfelvcs  for  the  purpofe  of  play. 

J*armer  B.  Oh,  then  there  was  a  gang  of  you  ? 

Jemmy,  Gang  !  What,  do  ye  call ?  Party? 

— Men  of  fafhion— deep  play — Egad  the  rouleaus 
flew  about  like  fhuttle-cocks. 

Betty.  And  what's  a  rouleau  ? 

Jemmy.  A  parcel  of-— fh ill ings— neatly  rolled  up 
like — ^a— 

Farmer  B.  Ay,  like  a  pennyworth  of  tobacco^ 
I  fuppofe ! 

Jemmy.  Tobacco  !  *gad,  Sir,  you  fuppofe  the 
ftrangeft — what— eh  ? 

Stubble.  And,  Jemmy,  who  was  of  your  party  ? 

Jemmy.  I  and  Sir  Bruin  Vickery,  Marquis  Del- 
pini.  Colonel  Pimlico,  and  my  Lord  Piccadilly. 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha  1 

Jemmy 
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Jemmy:  (apart  to  Stubble)  Muft  bounce  a  little; 
Betty's  fo  upifh — likely  wou'dn't  hjlve  me  elfe. 

Farmer  B.  Right  neighbour,  we'll  have  Betty 
and  Jemmy  married  this  very  night-— then  ftie'll 
be  out  of  the  way  of  this  wicked  devil  of  a  land- 
lord, (ajide)  (Pipe  and  tabor  without)^— ^'Vxm^^  we 
have  won  our  cricket-match  to-day,  the  lads  and 
lafles  are  all  in  (uch  high  glee,  fo  your  wedding 
Aall  add  to  the  joy  of  the  day,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Jemmy  Jump^. 

Enter  Molly  MxYBtrsH. 

Molly.  Jemmy,  you  Ihan't  marry  Betty  Black- 
berry, you  know  afore  you  went  up  to  London, 
you  was  book-fworn  to  me. 

Jemmy.  I  went  a  clown,  and  Vva  come  home  a^ 
Gemman. 

"  Molly.  Ym  fure  all  the  difference  I  fee  is,  that 
gomg  you  had  brown  hair,  a  round  face,  and  an 
honeft  heart ;  and  you've  come  home  with  a  white 
head,  lank  cheeks,  and  an  ill-natur'd  foul. 

Jemmy.  As  to  the  head  and  face^— md  head— 
I'm  juft  the-^tippy  ;  and  as  to  foul-— that  is  with 
us.  Gents,  like  our  honor,  a  thing  we  know  no- 
thing about,  only  to  fwear  by  •,  as  •*  'pon  my  foul, 
"  Sir"— ^'  'pon  •my  honor,  Mem,*' — juft  as  you 
country  folks  fay,«  **  odfbodikins,"  "  gadzookens," 
and  "by  the  living  gingo." 

Molly.  For  fartin  my  father  can't  leave  me  quite 
fo  well  as  Betty,  we  han't  fo  much  corn  in  our 
granary,  but  I've  ten  times  as  much  love  in  my 
heart.  Jemmy. 

Jemmy.  Piping  for  me,  Molly,  is I'm  not 

comerat-able. 

Molly.  But  your  promife— — 

Jemmy.  Ke^  a  promife  !  What  do  you  take 
^ttie  for  ? 

VOL.  IV.  H  Molly ^ 
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JWb//y,  Did  I  think  you  ever  cou'd  forget  the 
day  you  left  our  village  ?  Don't  you  remember, 
as  you  were  ftepping  on  the  coach  roof,  as  I  flood 
crying,  you  with  one  foot  on  the  little  wheel, 
and  'tother  juft  on  the  boot;  your  right  handfyou 
ftretch'd  to  the  coachman,  and  your  left  as  1  held 
in  mine,  waftiing  it  with  my  tears,  the  poftman 
at  that  moment  founding  his  horn  :— Gee  !  up  ! 
fays  the  coachman,  and  I  foon  loft  fight  of  my 
Jemmy, 

Jemmy.  I  proteft  Fve  fuch  an  abfcnce  of  mind 
•—that — 

Molly.  You  muft  remember  your  promife  to 
marry  me — you  can*t  forget  the  horn. 

Jemmy.  Horn  ? — A  damn'd  odd  marriage  me- 
morandum you've  hit  upon,  Molly, 


Molly.  Oh  Jemmy  ! 

AIR. — MoLLV  MAYBtJSH. 

My  daddy,  O,  was  very  good, 

To  make  me  fine  he  fpar*d  no  pcl^ 

And  fcrape  up  money  all  he  cou'd. 
He'd  give  it  to  my  bonny  (elf, 

.    My  handfome  cap  from  Dover  came, 

So:tic  thought  from  France,  fo  gay  to  fee^ 
Tho*  figh'd  for  by  each  maid  and  damej 
'Twas  not  my  cap  was  dear  to  me. 

Blythe  Johnny,  O,  upon  his  mare, 
Adown  the  dell  his  horn  rang  fweet. 

To  me  prefented  pufs,  the  hare. 
That  o'er  the  wild  thyme  ran  to  fleet. 

Tho'  Ned  a  nofegay  for  my  breaft 

Had  brought  no  flower  more  fwcet  than  hcy 

And  warbling  Will  a  linnet's  neft, 
Nor  flowers  nor  birds  were  dear  t^mc* 


[Exit. 
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So,  foftly    O,  to  yonder  grove, 

The  moon  fo  kind  the  while  did  blink, 

I  ftole  to  meet  my  own  true  love, 
Yet  on  fkhe  love  I  fell  to  think. 

The  ruftling  leaves  encreafe  my  fears, 

A  footftep  falls !   who  can  it  be  ? 
Oh  joy,  my  Jemmy  now  appears, 

And  he  alone  was  dear  to  me.  {^Extt, 


SCENE  III. 

\ 

\ 

A  Green  before  Farmer  Blackberry*!  Houfe.*-^ 

Mujic  without. 

Enter  Farmer  Blackberry  and]^M'tAY  Jumps. 

Farmer  B.  Ah!  ha!  featlydone!  Jemrriy,  why: 
don't  you  take  a  dance  I 

Jemmy.  Me  fport  a  toe  among  fuch  clodhoppers! 
Ah!  ha!  dance  away  niy  Veftrisand  VetchellTs  1 

Farmer  B.  Well,  my  boy,  you  (hall  have  Betty ; 
then  no  fear  of  our  Squire  (<2/^f)— Hey  !  what 
can  his  fteward  want  I  (looking  out) 

Enter  Total, 

Total.  My  matter  is  now  forry.  Farmer,  for  the 
affront  he  offered  you,  and  requefts  you  11  accept 
here  enclofed  a  receipt  and  full  acquit  ranee  for  your 
quarter's  rent. 

Jemmy.  Something  towards  Betty's  portion— 
{afide^ 

Enter  Rundy. 

Rundy.  Why,  Lord,  Farmer,  the  Squires  men 
^re  got  driving  your  cattle  away,  and  they  fay  it*s^ 
for  your  rent. 

NN  z  Tot. 
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TfaL  What ! 

Farmer  B.  On  quarter-day — this  his  receipt ! 
V(Jal   Qh  !  foiiiC  miftake  of  that  fcuundrei  the 
bailift'! 

£nier  Bailiff. 

Harming,  what  c^o  you  mean  by  this  outrage  ? 

M.^  L  To  obey  Ma^fttr's  orders. 

To  al.  Orders !  Farmer,  open  that — or  here,  you 
young  fellow  {ta  Jemmy)  read  ak)ud  that  paper^ 
if  your  fchoiarihip  reaches  fo  far.  {Gives  the 
letter  exultingly) 

Jemmy.  IScaolarfhip  1  (^Conceitedly.  Opens^  and 
reads) 

For  golden  graip  I  bring  you  chaff, 
So  neighbours  at  the  bearer  laugh  V* 

Ha,  ha,  ha !  ^ looking  at  "Total)   how  d'ye  like  my 
fcbolarfhip  ?  (^reads) 

"  If  this  for  quarter's  rent  won*t  pafs, 
"  Why  then  the  reader  is—- 

l^undy.  (^fVbo  had  been  looking  over  himy  reads) 
**  An  Afs"— ha,  ha,  ha!   (lookit^  at  Jemmy) 

Farmer  B*  Poes  he  make  a  jeft  of  his  cruelty  ? 

yb/.  And  me  the  tool — be  affured.  Farmer,  his 
uncle  will  do  you  juftice  ;  the  Captain  won't  be 
long  a  landlord,     {walks  up) 

jE«/^r  Betty  Blackberry. 

jB^//y.  Oh,  Father!     Where's  Jemmy ?^ 

Farmer  B.  Jemmy,  I  muft  borrow  tkis  rent  from 
the  portion  I  thought  to  pav  down  with  Betty, 

Jemmy.  Borrow!  eh!  'qdfo! — it  happens  fo  un- 
iMcky,  but  I  now  'remember  I  promife<i  to  marry 
Molly  Maybuih,  and  dinner's  ready.   \  Exit finging. 

Betty.  There  now,  if  Jemmy  han't  gone  from 

me  I 

parmer 
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Farmer  B.  And  a  good  riddance  of  fuch  a  for- 
did rafcal :  but  there's  your  London  gcntlenun. 

Enter  Fairly. 

Fair.  Ay,  this  fhou'd  be  the  houfe,  and  you 
the  mafter :  Jet's  fee  my  inftruftions,  (^perufss  a 
faper^  Blackberry,  Mother -s  name — yes — I  hope 
here  my  fearch  is  at  an  end,  your  name  is  Black- 
berry, your  mother  was  niece  to  Edward  Timber-^ 
top,  Efq. 

Betty.  Yesi  Sir,  we  have  had  'Squires  in  our 
family,  {curtjies) 

Farmer  B.  Ay,  but  I  never  knew  any  good 
cn^,  but  to  make  you  conceited. 

Fair.  I  have  authority  to  inform  you,  that  by 
this  dcfcent,  you're  likely  foon  to  be  mafter  of 
thofe  very  lands  from  whence  your  cattle  were 
drove  by  yiSur  worthlefs  l?indlord. 

lotal.  Eh,  what,  Mr.  Fairly,  is  this  tnd«. 
Farmer,  are  you  really  related  to  Colonel  Dor- 
mant ? 

Farmer  B.  Wtiy  I  did  hear  of  feme  relation 
that  made  a  huge  fortune  in  America  by  army 
contracts,  or  fo,  but  I  know  nought  about'n. 

Fair.  To  prove  your  affinity  to  the  colonel,  and 
hear  what  he  intends,  you  muft  go  to  London; 
ay,  and  appear  in  fplendour  as  his  adopted  heir  ; 
ril  have  fuch  a  triumphant  revenge  on  that  puppy 
your  mafter,  for  his  ufage  tp  my  poor  Louifa, 
(To  Total.) 

Total.  But  had  we  not  better  fir  ft  apprize  the 
colonel  ? 

Fair.  What  d*ye  talk,   Pm  a  pcrfon  of  pro- 

{)erty,  and  if  he  difapprovcs  of  what  I've  done, 
ct  my  pocket  anfwcr. 

Total. 
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Total  Well,  fince  you're  refolved,  rilfnftantly" 
4t:Uver  to  my  maflcr  the  Colonel's  letter  of  dif- 
miffion — take  charge  of  every  thing  yonder,  and 
if  you'll  undertake  to  get  the  Farnier  and  his  fa- 
mily to  town,  I  transfer  to  them  my  duty  of  ftew- 
ard,  and  ftall  be  there  in  time  to  have  lodgings 
prepared  for,  their  reception. 

Fair.  My  good  fellow. 

Farmer  B.  I  live  in  town  *mongft  fmoak, 
noifc,  and  bacik-bitings  !  no,  no,  no. 

Fair*  And  inftead  of  Blackberry,  you  muft  take 
the  name  of  Timbertop. 

TotaL  But,  Farmer,  why  didn't  you  acquaint 
the  colonel  with  your  diftref^  ? 

Farmer  B  Diftrefs  I  never  knew  before  to  day; 
fo  I  never  thought  of  bruftiing  up  a  grand  rela- 
tionship for  fake  of  a  dinner  or  fo,  ^yhtle  here  I 
could  enjoy  my  homely  meal  with  the  fweet  fayce  of 
independence;  but  come  in  and  take  a  bit  of  mut- 
ton over  a  glafs  of  my  home  brew 'd  we^l  hear  this 
flory,  and  before  I  turn  a  gentleman,  you  (hall 
fee  what  a  jolly  fellow  is  an  Englilh  farmer. 

AIR. — Farmer. 

Let  Lords  invite  the  courtly  gucft. 

And  powder'd  lacqueys  wait; 
Where  friendlhip  feldom  crowns  the  feaft, 
I  fcorn  to  afk  a  man  to  dine, 
I  cannbt  pledge  in  hpneft  wine. 
Or  flatter  where  I  hate. 

No  gold,  or  marble,  deck  my  room. 

But  folid  Engliih  oak ; 
And  folid  fare,  with  me  Hep  home: 
A  pair  of  fowls,  or  may  be  three; 
A  chine  and  turkey,  ypu  may  fee 
Perhaps  a  firloin  fmoak. 

Tho' 
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■     Tiio*  plezity  greets  you  at  my  board. 
An  hearty  welcome  too; 
And  if  you'll  take  a  farmer's  word. 
To  every  jovial  honeft  gueft. 
The  honeft  farmer  gives  his  bcft. 
Without  a  venal  view. 

[^Exeunt,  manent  Bettj^ 

Betty.  To  London  ] — yes — ^inftead  of  Bttty 
Blackberry,  I  Ihall  be  Mifs  Eliza  Titnbcrtop^ 

Enter  Jemmy  Jumps. 

Jemmy,  {afide)  Old  Blackberry  fall*n  into  this 
houfe  !  and  greac  fortune  !  Oh,  I  mud  tack  About. 

Btity.  Yes,  we  (hall  have  a  coach. 

Jemmy.  A  coach  !^  {afide) 

Beity.  Precious!  1  fliall  be  fo  tafty  this  fum« 
merj  round  my  neck  I'll  have  a  charnnfing  thick 
barcelona  handkerchief,  with  a  beautiful  double 
gauze  one  over  it  j  a  marfella  quilted  peDtiooat, 
ftoUt  and  white  as  a  counterpane;  over  that  a 
rich  paduafoy  gown  that  Ihall  iland  an  end;  aad 
over  that  again,  my  choice  long  fattin  cardiad^ 
furred  with  cat's  Ikin. 

Jemmy.  {Afide)   A  cool  fummcr's  drefs  ! 

Betty.  In  my  calimanco  Ihoes,  Til  have  fijch  % 
thumping  pair  of  filver  buckles,  and  in  my  pink 
hat,  a  bunch  of  cherry-colour'd  ribbon  ! 

Jemmy.  Hal  my  Betty.--"rm  come  to  wilh 
you  joy! 

Betty,  Joy!    oh,  the  bellman! 

Jemmy.  Bellman  !  my  dear,  your  own  Jemmy 
Jumps* 

Betty.  Jumps !  now  what  is  this  perfon  talking 
about  ? 

Jemmy.  Hem  !  Mem !  may  I  prefume  to  beg — 

Betty. 
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Betty.  Beg!   I  havn't  got  no  fmall  change. 

[Exit  Jtately  and  offered • 

yemmy.  (Wbiftles)  Beg! — fmall  change  I  take 
me  for  a  beggarman!  Yes,  I  mgft  tack  about 
again— ^Molly  Maybulh — Ihc's  a  hundred  pounder 
—that,  and  a  little  credit  a^  Mancheftcr,  opea 
a  fmart  fhop — Yes,  get  to  town,  and  buckle  to 
bufinefs — Eh,  here's  Molly,  how  rejoiced  Ihe'li 
be  at  my  coming  back  co  hen 

Enter  Mollv  Maybush  and  Rundy, 

Rundy.  And,  Molly,  ben't  you  alham'd  to  leave 
<uch  a  true  loving  boy  as  I  be  ? 

Molly.  Yes,-  I  now  fee  Jemmy  courted  mc  all 
along  only  for  the  lucre  of  gain  :  Yonder  he  is, 
lei'&  laugh  at  him — I'll  pretend  not  to  fee  him. 

AIR.— Molly  Maybush. 

Send  him  to  me. 
Let  him  woo  me» 
Softly  breathe  each  tender  Vow : 
Why  forfake  me. 
Come  and  take  me> 
'Take  me  in  the  humour  now» 

In  my  cheeks  full  rofes  blowings 

Wilhes  twinkle  in  my  eyes; 
Oh,  what  joy  when  joy  beftowing. 

Yet  my  carelefs  Lover  flies. 

• 

Girls  don't  hear  him. 
Mock  him,  jeer  him  ; 
He'll  deceive  you, 
Kifs  and  leave  you. 

Send  him  to  me,  kc. 

Jemm^.  Your  moft  devoted,  lovely  Molly,  (bows) 
Rundy  vs^hat  brings  you  here  ?  (^Jiereely) 
Rundy.  To  fee  a  little  fun,  Sin 

Jemmy. 
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Jemmy.  Fun  ! 

Molly.  Ha,  ta,  ha  I 
^Rundy.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  (tbig  ftandecSthfideJi^  him) 
.  .Jemmy.  Molly,  I  left  y^u  cryingV    fc^ctiinks 
1  find  you, wond^rous  fri&y. 

,^oUy.  Yps,  S\x.  {curtjtes)  ■'    ^ 

liundy.  Yes,  Sir.  {hows) 

Jemmy.  Amazing  civill 

Molly.  Riindy,  lure  thiis  Is  a  jgentlemah  1 

Rundy.^  Is  it,  indeed  !     .  ,r 

Molly.  Oh,  yes,  for  his  foul  is  only  a  thing  to 
fwear  by,  as,  "/Pon  my  foul,  Sif  !  ^Poti  my  ho- 
nor, Mem  !'*  jnft  as  u^  cotnitry  folks  might  fay 
<^^  Odfbodikihs  !  aiid  by  the  living  gingo  1"  Ha^ 
ha,  ha  I 

Rundyh  Ha,  ha,  ha  !    -     -• 

JeHfimy.  {difconcerted)  Ha,  ha,  liiil  again,  if 
that's  what  you're  both  for ;  induced  Molly,  as  fc* 
cond  thoughts  are  beft,'  Til  return  to  my  firftde- 
iSgn  ?nd  have  you, 

M  iy.  No,  Sir  I  fure  you  wou'dn*t  ht  fo  good  ? 
{ironically)  - 

Jemmy.  Do  you  think  Td  break  my  cngage-^ 
inent  1  Molly,  1  claim  your  proinife. 

illolly.  **  I  keep  a  proaiifc  f  what  dVc  take  me 
for"? 

Rundy.  "What  d*ye  take  us  for  ? 

Molly.  Jemmy,  my  father  iias  engaged  nie  to 
Rundy  here,  fo,  "  I  am  not  com<^atablc.*'  There 
'-Ogives  Ruftdy  her  hand)  and  tjius  let  every  girl 
fcirve  the  fortune-hunting  chap  that  courts^  the 
heart,'  while  his  eye  is  on  her  pocket. 

Jemmy n  Havel  figured  in  London  for  this? 
the  tulip  of  Kenfington  Gardens  to  ^t  drifted  by 
a  cabba^e-fialk  !  Oh,  ye  gods  and  gocidefies, 
tag¥^  laces,  whalebone,  bu(ks  and  bodices. 

VOL,  IV.  oo  TRIO, 
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TRIO. — Jemmy,  Molly,  Rundy* 

Jemmy. 

Dear  oiadan^y  how  you  claclc  away. 
King  George's  EjDgliih  hack  away  : 
*  Go  pfefs  your  cheefe. 
And  feed  your  gteCc, 
Tuck  up  your  duds>  4nd  pack  away. 

Molly. 

G6  hopm^  pretty  Pet  aloiig  ; 

RuNDlr. 
•And  down  the  Dance  lead  Bet  along  i 

Molly» 

fiat  Rundy's  flicks 

RUNDY,         N 
Your  back  fhall  lick> 

Molly. 

YOU  fancy  monkey,  get  along. 

Jemmy. 

Ma  chere  Aiiil'tdttt  autre  chofe, 
Tho'  gentlenfmn,  of  bully  knows^ 

Lord>  nothing  yet. 

Before  my  Bet, 
I'd  kick  a  Shin  or  pull  a  nofe. 

Molly. 

Your  love  is  incompatible. 
Since  I  am  not  come-at-able  ; 

RUNDY.  , 


For  dance  we're  ripe. 
D'ye  hear  the  pipe. 
And  tabor  how  rattattable. 


Jemmy. 
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Jemmy. 


Pans  votre  lit,  fweet  Moll  adieu, 

RUNDY^ 

And  if  fo  be  what'^  that  to  you  ; 

Jemmy* 

If  e'er  we  meet 
In  London  Street 
rU  honor  you  with  how  d'ye  do. 

RUNDY. 

A  fig  for  you  and  your  how  d*yt  do. 

Molly. 

•JThat  for  you  and  your  how  d'ye  dp. 
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vinc'd  he  wouldn't  have  you  fee  your  hulband 
before  he  tries  the  fuccefs  of  a  fchemc  he  has 
plann'd  for  his  reformarion. 

lie-^enier  Landlady. 

Land.  Sir,  here's  your  country  family  arrived  ; 
Ma*am,  won't  you  make  ufe  of  my  parlour,  'till 
your  chaife  comes — Jenny  !  [CW/i,  and  Exit* 

Total.  M9dan),  you  had  better  remain  here, 
if  you  can  keep  out  of  your  father's  fight ;  in  the 
evening  I'll  give  you  convincing  reafons  for  poft- 
poning  your  journey  to  Kent.  The  colonel.  Ma- 
dam, has  heard  of  your  wrongs,  and  is  deter- 
mined to  punifh  his  nephew ;  he'll  teach  him  in 
the  fchpol  of  poverty,  the  ufe  of  riches. 

[Exit. 

Louifa.  Ah !  my  Valentine^  to  forfake,  to  deny 
me:  but  I'll  not  encreafc  the  colonel's  difpieafure 
by  feeing  him;  and  yet  ■ 

Enter  Landlady. 

♦ 

Land.  Madam,  whereas  that  old  gentleman? 
Here's  an  officer  below  faw  him  through  the 
window,  and  defires  he'll  follow  him  jnto  the  park, 

[Exit. 

Louifa,  P^n  officer  !  If  it  Ihou'd  be — {goes  ta 
the  window)  it  is  Valentine  !  Di (carded  by  his 
uncle— perhaps  diftrefs*d— Yes,  the  fteward  faid 
the  colonel  was  determined  he  (hould  learn  in  the 
fchool  of  poverty  :  No,  my  Valentine,  I  cannot 
fee  it.  {Rings) 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Richard/  that  gentleman — the  officer — follow, 
watch  where  he  goes,  and  inftanrly  bring  mc 
word — Quick  !  \Exit  Servant. 

Cruel  Uncle  !  to  abandon  him :  and  this  unfecU 
ing  ftcward  advife  mc  noc  to  fee  him — in  want! 
Heavens!— Ah  i  Valentine,  though  unkind  you 
have  been,  vou  are  ftill  my  hufband. 

iExlt. 


SCENE  II. 

St,  James's  Park. 

Enter  Total. 

Total.  Follow  you  to  the  park !  but  where-— 
{Looking  round)  Eh  !  Isn't  this  the  young  fcUoir 
thac  read  the  curious  receipt  for  me  ? 

Enter  Jemiax  Jumps,  with  a  parcel. 

Jemmy.  Eh !  it  is — Matter  (leward,  who  thought 
to  have  met  you  in  London  !  Well,  how  have 
you  left  Ploughman  Blackberry  and  his  clumpy 
family  ? 

Total*  True,  I  thought  you  were  to  have  had  hig 
dskughter  and  her  clumfy  fortune. 

Jemmy.  Have  me  !  certainly  they  were  all  upoa 
the  fcramble  for  me,  as  if  1  was  a  tit  bit  for  a  city 
fcaft,  I  was  fuch  a  neat — tol  lol !  hey  !  Betty  drcfs- 
cd  u  mc — ^Jenny  Ikimm'd  the  cream—Molly  rob- 
bed 
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bed  che  hen  rooft,  and  Sufan  baked  the  roiind 
little  hot  loaves  for  my  breakfaft— Becky  fung  td 
mci  Salhopp'd,  arid  Pol  bobbed  at  me ;  but  pooJr 
things  !  it  wasn't  on  the  cards — cbu'dn*t  bc-^ 

AIR.— Jemmy  Jumps. 

Gad  a  xn^rcy  1  devil's  in  me. 
All  the  damfels  wiih  td  win  me  ; 
Like  a  maypole  round  me  clufter. 
Hanging  garlands  fus  and  flufter. 

Jihing,  capering,  grinning,  fmirking^ 
Pootinj^  bobbing;  winking,  jej^king/ 
Cocking  bills  up,  chins  up,  perking, 
llite^  and  ^etti^s. 
Polls  and  Letties. 
All  were  doating  gentle  creatureSi 
On  thefe  feJitures*;^ 
Pretty  damfels. 
Ugly  damfels,  . 
Blade  hair'd  d^mftfisi 
Red  hair'd  damfels> 
Six  feet  damfds; 
Tlufec  feet  damfels. 
Pale-faced  damfelsj 
Plump-faC^d  danifeisi 
^  Small-leged  damfels^ 

Thick-kgcd  damfelsi 
^'  Dainty  damfels. 

Dowdy  damfels. 
Pretty,  ugly,  black-hair*d,  red-hair*dl. 
Six  feet>  Siree  feet,  pale-fac'd,  plump-fad*^/ 
Small  leg'd,  thick-leg'd,  dainty,  dowdy. 
^11  run  after  me.  Sir,  me ; 
For  when  pretty  fellows  We, 
Pretty  maids  are  frank  ind  free;   * 

Gad-a-^mercy  !  Devih  in  me. 
All  the  ladies  wiih  to  win  me« 

For  their  ftays  taking  meafure. 

Of  the  ladi6s>  Oh  the  pleaflire  r 


Wiftine  of  my  heart  to  mm  xA€\ 
pAt>  4nd  csji  ^ou  dLcvil  Jequn/i 
t'retty  ladies, 

Uglyfaiiw, 

Black-hair'd  ladies, 

Hedkair'd  Mieii 

Six  feet , ladies.  . 
\       V  T iree  feet  ladies, 

Pdle- fated  hdie?«, 

P]um]5-fae'ed  ladies^ 

Small-legged  ladies. 

Thick-legged  ladies, 

bainty  ladies. 

Dowdy  ladies. 
W^fty,  ugly,  blftck-kaif'd,  rdd-HaJr^d, 
Six  feet,  thtee  feet,  pale-faced,  plamp-&ced, 
Sifiall  legged,  chick  lagged,  dainty,  dowdy. 

All  run  after  lAe,  Sir,  me  ; 

Por  when  pretty  fellows  #c. 

Ladies  all  arc  frank  atid  frcfe« 

Old  otte,  la  the  cotmtry  I  was  a  gentleman — In 
town  rm  a  ftaymaker.  {^Feints  to  the  parcel) 

^utal.  A  ftaymaker  ! 

Jemn^.  I  never  faw  ^Squire  Valentine*— but 
ht^t  he  is  a  fine  flafhy  fellow!  one  of  us — ^^ha  I 
ha  !  I'm  about  fetting  up  in  bufine* fs— -wapt  only 
a  partner  with  a  little  ready— Molly's  penny  would 
have  been  apropos — railing  capital  is  difficult — 
I'm  going  now  after  a  perfon  who  advances  mo- 
ney— but,  my  old  ftcward,  you're  among'  the 
tnonied  men»  you  cou'd  put  a  body  in  the  way  of 
raifing  a  little  ca(h — I  can  give  undeniable  fecu^ 
rity. 

Total,  {paujing)  I'll  tfy  it— yonder  he  comes 

*— -it  may  bring  him  Into  greit  embarrafsment ; 

and  if  any  thing  can  reclaim  him,  extreme  necef- 

fity  muft  be  the  means,  {ajtde)  Why — I  do  know 

a  gentleman  that  does  thefe  things 

VOL,  iVt  p  F  Jjtmmy. 
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Jimmy,  (wbbj^y)  Where  does  he  live  ? 

Total.  This  happens,  lucky  enough — See  that 
gentleman  coming  llrait  from  Storey's  Gat v 

Jemmy.  What !  he  in  the  brown  coat  ? 

Total  No. 

Jemmy.  Oh  !  in  the  fmart  little  buckled  wig« 

Total,  Ffha  !  what  think  ye  of  that  red  coat ! 

Jemmy.  That  officer !  ha  !  ha !  ha  !  a  Captain 
lend  money  1  a  good  joke  ! 

Total.  He  is  agent  to  fifteen  regiments. 

Jemmy.  Is  he !  then  he  can  lend  me  the  king's 
money. 

Total.  There — ^you  fee  with  what  authority 
he  leans  againft  the  Treafury  Wall. 

Jemmy.  Like  a  prop  to  the  Treafury ;  a  rich 
fellow,  I  warrant :  If  you  know  him,  my  dear 
boy,  will  you  propofe  it  ? 

'Total.  Well,  I'll  fpeak  to  him. 

Jemmy.  Much  obliged  to  you— ^h^re  he  Is ! 

Total.  Be  you  in  the  way. 

Jemmy.  I've  only  to  drop  this  in  Fludyer-ftreet 
«-*-two.hundred  willjuft  fit  me — I'll  dothehand^ 
fomething — Houfekeeper's  fecurity — Premium 
to  you,  and  the  neateft  pair  of  dimity  jumps 
for  your  girl-^mum !  \Exit. 

Enter  Valintine. 

Val.    Total,    when    did   you   get  to  town? 

Whofe  houfe  was  that  I  faw  you  lounging  in 

in  Suffolk  ftrcct  ? 

Total.  Then  he  bas'nt  feen  his  wife,  {afide) 
Val.  Here  have  I  been  parading  this  half  hour, 

and  no  uncle  as  his  letter  appointed. 

TotaL 


I 
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Total,  'tou  doh^  know  hh  plerfdnvSif ;  perhaps 
^  he  has  been  parading  too,  and  {uwtfihg  yott.  '  "' 

Vah  ril  wait  no  longcr-^^I  difcard  him— talk 
of  me  1  he's  made  up  of  capriee  and  uticer*^ 
tainty. 

Total.  Why,  faith  he  is  a  Kttle  qucerifli.  Sir/ 
but  no  caprice— -no*  no;  curs'd  inflexible  in  what 
he  thinks  right — yes  he'll  certainly  fcttte  his  for^ 
tune  on  this  new-found  relation«—your  conduft' 
to  your  wife — that  aflfairof  diftraining  Farmer' 
Blackberry 

VaL  Give  me  a  tafte  of  life,  and  now  turn  me 
ldrift>  only  for  a  few  fafhionable  gallantries  !  I' 
got  a  dinner  party  to  pa(s  dice  tcx>' before  I  left 
home — hav'nt  one  guinea  in  my  pocket-— if  I 
could  but  raife  a  little  money  juft  for  an  outfee. 

Total.  Cou'dn't  fome  be  railed  on  your  com-^' 
miffion} 

VaL  Eh-— but  I  don't  know  any  of  thofe  n^o- 
ney  brokers. 

Re-Enter  Jimmy  Jumps,  fmiles  at  Total>  then. 

walks  up. 


Total.  Sir,  d'ye  fee  that  gendemea  ^ 

Val.  That  fellow  that  nodded  to  you  ?        . 

Total.  Fellow !  You've  feen  an  advertife.mjont 
of  a  perfbn  that  has  twenty  thouiand  lying  at 
his  banker's ;  that's  be  !  X.  T.  the  mpft  liberal 
xiAoney-^lendef  in  town«  .    .      .«       : 

Val.  Why  he  gave  you  a  very  fanfiiliar  nod, 
Total ;  fee  if  heMl  advance  the  calh  to, me, 

Total.  Y\\  try^tabout  two  hundred  will  do  ? 

Val.  Capital! 

TotaU  Sir,  \goes  over  to  Jemmy  ^  an4Jfeaks  apqr;t 
Ubim)  Hc'Udo't. 

pp  a  Jemmy^ 


V  '    4 


it 


Jmfif*  My  fl^ar:  fi^ifjad !  riwf  tp  %npw  the 

fum.  Jl  warn  and  ifte  Jfeurity  !«»  ^iv^  ^ 

f^/o/,  Alh  Swp  ta  wy  uvprn  b4r4-by  apd 
ril  bri  ghim  tpyw.: 

Jemmy.  Eh— ^thc  Rummer— the  '  andladyi^^i; 
CuftoQ^cr  pf  mKif,rf-Pi#  y9P  tbj»k  h^'W  h^ye  the 

Xi^/^A  1  fa*t  Pfi«M|i^ppnd'fl  Qv^r  tftis  w?y  f  Wp vt 
you  a  py^^fc  ^r.goo4  (Ifpng  p9cli;erfA^r  t|jk^.  c;i^(^ 
wbM  ypu  getitMoP  h§  ?(}i;Fayi^  Jendaipfftfti.  ^ 

Jtmmy.  I've  a  good  pocket,  but  no  pvrfr. 

J(>/#?,  T^kf  :nfvy  gJ^^ven-it  ii  flovt  Rj^rpIJkin— 

the  guin^^  will  \}^  KhfiH  f0  fPMg  ifl  th^  ftogers. 
-  Je*iH9*  And  iM  b4lt  guin«4S  <jrp^  |o,  pa?  i^  tht 
littljcunc/    ,,   .      , 

J'(8f^   y w*ll  hav»  y wr  caCh  b^twf  «p  fingf r 

Jemmy.  Snugasapinch  o'fnuff. 

T^/W   i^ihu4  ti^Vf^ifpAmX^\t  th<^  geiitlcrwa 

will  fee  you  at  the  Rummer  over  the  w^f^ 

Val.  {^bowini  to  Jemmy)  Sir,  I  fliall  attend 
you.        .     ^'  '  •       "   '^  -       .■'•*',-  •. 

Jemmy.  SirT—Qh  Sir.-^lafart  Uf  Total)  Acoun* 
try  family  juft  come  to  town^  over  in  Suffolkr 
ilreet,  inult  ft^p  and  take  meafiire  of  a  youhg 
lady,  Qcw  ^uji^omerii  bie  >^U^  yo^  ^f^  ^ive  mi- 
liutes. 

[Exit  hwng  t$  Vakn^ine. 

Totai.  Yes,  he'll-  lend  you  the  «|cjney. 

VaL  You're  a  d^v'lith  good  fellow,  Total. 

Total.  But  then  he^s  fp  ciir$'d  fond  qf  the  table : 
pothing  to  be  done  with  him  wjihout  giving  him" 
a  dinner,  and  he  drinks  Burgundy,  I  aiTure  you. 

Val  I'll  give  him  a  bottle  and  a  bird  with  all 
my  foul. I  Yonder 'S  Supple  and  Captain  Palaver  ! 

*  they 
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they  muft  have  heard  of  ray  misfortune,  for  they 
feech  to  avoid  me.— My  friends  ! 

Total.  Ah  1  my  good  Sir,  the  civility  of  the 
world  hanp^s  on  thefuccefs  of  the  moment:  and 
let  your  empty  pocket  now  convince  you  that  dif- 
trefs  is  the  touch ftone  of  friendfli^p.  Suppofe  to 
cut  a  flalh,  I  a(k  'em  to  the  dinner  you'll  be  obliged 
to  give  thi$  genMeman  ;  ha,  ha!  Sir,  to  carry 
jton  Vl\  defire  Mr.  X.  Y.  before  them,  to  feem 
as  if  you  were  the  lender^ 

FaJ.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  well  done  Total !  ha,  ha, 
ha  !  Hey  Counfellor  Flummery,  too!  (^looimgout) 
True :  I  owe  him  twenty  guineas. 

Total.  Well,  Sir,  you'll  now  be  able  to  pay 
him :  'Gad,  Sir,  he  can  draw  up  the  neceflary 
writings  between  you  and  the  gentleman*  I'll 
invite  him  too.  \ 

Val.  Run— "befpeak  a  g6od  room,  and  order 
dinner  for  fix.  {pufl^es  Total  of')  This  fupply 
will  fet  me  going— ^-I'li  let  uncle  fee  I  can  fhine 
without  his  dirty  acres,  but  without  houfe, 
chearful  home,  ability  to  entertain,  and  enjoy 
^he  focial  hour — ^ 

How  bright  are  the  joys  of  the  table, 

I  m^an  when  the  cloth  is  remov'd  ; 
Our  hearts  are  fail  held  by  a  cable. 

While  round  the  decanter  is  fh^v'd  ; 
The  ladies  all  rife  to  retire. 

We  ftand  up  and  look  very  grave, 
,    ^  bumper,  then  draw  round  the  fire. 

Determined  like  fouls  to  behave. 

}Ay  fervant,  he  knows  I'm  a  toper. 

Clean  glaiTes !   of  wine  a  recruit, 
Jie  brings  in  a  fix  bottle  cooper. 

And  places  it  clofe  at  my  ibot  j 

I  gin. 
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I  gingerly  take  up  a  bottle. 

The  fawdud  I  pbfF  from  his  coat» 
The  cork  out  he  fings  in  the  throttle^ 

Bat  Tweeter  than  Mara  his  note. 

* 
What  gentleman  coffee  now  chnfei  ? 

7  he  compliment  comes  from  thQ  fsiir  $ 
No  gentleman  coffee  refufes. 

But  not  a  man  ftirs  from  his  chair ; 
Tho'  Frenchmen  may  do  fo,  1  bar  it. 

With  Britifh  politcnefs  I  think. 
While  Monfieur  we  thank  for  his  clarctj^ 
-  He  never  ihall  teach  us  to  drink- 

-Gay  Hebe  now  (hews  in  Apollo, 

A  ftruggle  'twixt  claret  and  wit. 
For  Bacchus  inMs  he  fhall  fwallow 

Six  bumpers  before  he  may  iit ; 
Yc  fair,  why  fo  ill  fhould  we  treat  yo^. 

To  part  ere  the  battle  is  won  ? 
At  fuppcr  Apollo  fhall  meet  you. 

A4d  Shew  you  what  QaccHus  has  done. 


{Exii. 


SCENE  III. 


Farmer  Blackberry*s  Lodgings. 

Enter  pAiRi^y* 

Fair.  What  accommodations  has  old    Total 
jprovidcd  for  the  farmer  and  hib  family  here  ? 

Enter  Runpy  in  a  Livery. 

So  Rundy  you've  got  to  LondoOt 
Rundy.  Yes,  Sir. 

F(nr% 
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Fair.  Well,  and  hdw  d'ye  like  it  ? 

Rundy.  Ob,  hugely,  Sir;  I  think  sit  a  deadly 
fine  place.-^Mafter  thought  1  (hould  not  come 
M^ith  him,  but  he  was  fo  good  to  me,  that  to 
(hew  my  kindnefs  and  gratitude,  I  corned  up 
here  to  town  with  him,  becaufe  I  know'd  ( 
cou'dn't  better  myfclf. 

Fair.  Well,  and  you're  preferr'd  from  ttc 
plough  to  the  coach. 

Rundy.  Ay,  Sir,  Mifs  iBett  would  make  mafter 
and  ihe  go  all  round  the  town  in  chairs.  I 
walk'd  afore,  he,  he,  he  !  Mafter's  fo  grand,  and 
Mifs  Betty's  quite  my  Lady ;  my  Molly  is  her 
maid,  and  I  am  my  own  gentleman. 

Fair*  Tell  your  mafter  1  am  here. 

Rundy.  Tell !  why  in  London  one  can  tell  a 
body  from  the  top  of  the  houfe  to  the  bottom, 
and  from  bottom  to  top,  without  opening  one's 
mouth,  {rings  the  bell)  that  does  it. 

Fair.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  why  fure  you  don't  ring  for 
your  mafter?  ^ 

Rundy.  Why,  Sir,  he  rings  for  me,  and  one 
good  turn  deferves  another:  Lord  you  can't 
think  what  a  beau  I  intend  to  be  here  in  Lon« 
don. 

AIR.— RVNDY. 

ft 

A  fiaxen-hcaded  Cow-boy,  as  iimple  as  may  be. 
And  ncirt  a  merry  Ploug-boy,  I  whiftled  oc'r  the  Lea, 
Bat  now  a  fancy  footman,  I  ftrut  in  worfted  Iace> 
And  foon  I'll  be  a  butler,  apd  wag  my  jolly  face ; 
When  fteward  I'm  promoted,  I'll  fnip  a  tradefman's  bill. 
My  mailer's  coffers  empty,  my  pockets  for  to  fill ; 
When  lolling  in  my  chariot,  fo  great  a  man  I'll  be, 
You'U  forget  the  little  plough-boy  that  whiftled  o'er  the  Lea; 

I'll  buy  votes  at  ele£Uons,  but  when  I've  made  the  pelf, 
I'll  fiand  poll  for  the  Parliament,  and  then  vote  in  myfelf ; 

Whatcvcr'f 


Wliatcver's  good  for  mtJ,  Sir,  I  never  will  dpjrdft^      *" 
When  all  my  Ayes  are  fibld  ofiv  wky  tben  I'll  fell  flty  Kdes  | 
111  joice^  harratigoe  antd  i^aragraph,  with  fpeeches  charlii 

.  the  ear. 
And  when  I'm  tir'd  on  my  legs,  1*11  then  fit  doii^n  a  pcei- ; 
lit  cotrt  M  city  hofloar,  To  great  t.  man  Pll  he, 
Toa'U  forget  the  littk  Plough-boy  that  whilUed  oVr  the 
Lea. 

Mnter  Farmer  BLACUiRRt  and  BstIy,  drejfed. 

Fair.  Ah,  ha !  who  comes  here. 

Betty.  Sirg  I  have  the  honor  to  be  monftrotii 
proud  to  fee  you. 

Farmer  B.  Yes,  Sir,  you  fee  £hc  has  the  ho- 
nor to  be  monftrotis— - 

Fair.  She's  fafhtonable ! 

Farmer  B.  What  wiih  her  colUblack  hair  full 
of  brown  dufl-^  and  her  hat  all  on  one  fide^  as  if 
fiie'd  got  fuddled* 

Betty.  Fuddled!  oh,  fafliion;  jry,  Sir,  and 
Mrs.  Fallal,  the  milliner  fays,  I  (hall  fooii  fet  the 
falhions ;  (lie'll  be  afk'd  for  the  Eliza  cap,  the 
Timbertop  bonnet,  la!  we  improve  fa!  Sir, 
mufln't  I  learn  ^o  dance !  {dances)  and  play  mu^ 
fie  on  the  harp?  that  gentleman  in  the  Hay- 
Market  is  to  fend  me  all  the  new  fongs,  and  the 
laft  opera  in  fcore. 

Farmer  S.  Score !  Ko,  you  ffiall  not  run  ill 
debt,  daughter  1 

Betty.  He,  he,  he !  Oh,  Mr.  Fairly,  d'ye  hear  ? 
— we  have  been  (hopping!  bought  fuch  beau-* 
ties! 

Farmer  B.  By  Cad  but  I  believe  Vrt  fargqt  aH 
your  trinkums  in  the  chair  that  brought  me 
home— you  Rundy ! 

£nter 


THE  farmer;  |«f 


Efiter  RuNDY. 

Rundy,  whereas  the  chair?  {Rundy  reaches  a 
tbair,  ^aces  it  behind  Farmer  Blackberry y  theh  hows} 
Pho!  you  Blockhead!  I  mean  the  glafs  cup- 
board they  fwung  us  about  the  ftreet  m. 

Rundy.  Oh,  Lord,  Sir;  the  two  irifhmen  nia 
away  with  that. 

Betty.  How  provoking ! 

Fair.  You  know,  Rundy,  I  defired  you, 
whenever  you  took  a  chair  or  coach^  to  take  the 
ntlmber. 

Rundy.  Oh,  I  did ;  h^rc  it  is  your  honor, 
and  in  uice  brafs ;  I  cut  it  off  when  they  went  in« 
to  the  ale-boufc.  {Jhews  a  chair  number) 

Fair.  Ha^  ha,  ha  ! 

Enter  Landlady. 

Land.  A  perfon  from  Taviftock-ftreer,  Mifs. 
Betty.  Oh,  la  !   it's  the  ftay-maker  Mrs.  Fallal 
pronriifed  to  fend  me.     Do  fend  him  in. 
Land.  You  may  walk  up,  young  man.    \Exitm 

Ejtter  Jemmy  J vM?M. 

Jemmy.  Hem!  Mem!  pleafe  vour  Lady  (hip, 
Mrs.  Fallal,  of  Taviftock-ftreet,  lent  me  to  take 
txrealure  of  your  Ladyihip  for  your  Ladyfhip's 
new  days :  Vi\  fit  your  Ladyihip ,  with  a  waift 
neat  as  a  topfy-turvy  fugar-loaf. 

Betty.  Turn  me  topfy-turvy!  la!  is  that  the 
fafhion  i 

Jemmy,  (preparing  bis  meajure)  Now,  Ma'am ! 
{advances)  Betty  Blackberry! 

vol..  IV.  <i<i.  Betty 4 
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Betty.  Jemmy  Jumps !  What,  our  Londoii 
gentleman  only  a  ftay* maker  ! 

Jemmy.  I  proteft  this  is  the  moft  immenfely 
firange  !  I  came  to  one  Mift  Timbertop. 

Beity.  Then  I  am  (he,  Mafter  Timbertop.  {fat^^ 
ting  him  on  the  head  with  her  fan) 

Farmer  B  So  this  is  your  Rouleaus  and  your 
Cotei  ies !  a  (tay^maker !  oh,  you  make  no  ftay 
here. 

Jemmy.  Then  Pll  go — hey !  my — Mr,  Jumps's 
carriage — lal,  lal,  lal !  [Exit  Jinging. 

Betty,  La!  what  an  impudent  fellow. 

Farmer  B.  Ay,  girl,  beware  of  the  fops,  tho* 
while  youVe  youth  be  merry. 

AIR. — Farmer  Blackberry, 

Lovely  ladies,  fpriffs  of  fafhion* 
Smile  the  youthful  hour  away ; 
.  Welcome  now  the  tender  paffion^ 
,    In  my  funfliine  I  made  hay. 
Mufty  age  forbids  foft  wooing. 
What  themfelves  are  paft  the  doing. 
But  fage  reafon,  to  each  feafon, 
Pleafures  fuiting,  age  recruiting 
By  full  gla/Tes,  tho*  life  pafTes 
'  Wine  reft  ores  the  lamp  of  day.— 

The  fun's  love  potion> 

Jult  hits  my  notion. 

To  fet  in  ocean. 

Next  morn  rife  Ih owing, 

A  broad  face  glowing. 

In  youth  my  girl,  in  age  a  glorious  fla&^ 

So  live  fo  die  is  all  I  aj&« 

Enter  Total. 

'J}ftaL  Farmer,  the  Colonel  defires  me  to  con- 
duA  you  to  him.     He  has  fent  his  coach. 

Betty. 
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Betty.  Coach  !  Oh,  if  Jematy  Jumps  was  but 
to  fee  us  now  ! 

Fair.  And  pray  what  has  becotne  of  his  hope- 
ful nephew,  my  good  fon-in-law .' 

Parmer  B.  Ay,  where's  the  Squire  ? 

Total.  Now  at  the  Rummer  tavern,  and  foon 
in  the  hands  of  the  bailiffs. 

Fair.  Now,  Farmer,  you  and  1  will  have  a  com- 
pleat  revenge. 

Farmer  B-  Aye  Sir,  you  fhall  fee  an  honeft 
farmer's  revenge.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE    IV. 

/H  Room  at  the  Rummer  Taver^9  Charing-crofs. 

{Loud  laughing  without) 

Unter  Jemmy  Jumps,  Hatter,  and  ift  Waiter 

with  wine. 

Jemmy.  Very  well,  I  think  my  hat  aqd  boots 
will  do,  fo  ftep  down  and  call  for  a  glafs,  and  Til 
fend  the  cafh  down  to  you  prefently. 

{Exit  Hatter^. 
Oh,  the  gentleman  defired  you*d  call  me  out 
from  the  company,  and  he*d  fettle  the  afFair  with 
me  here  ? 

I  ft  Wait.  Yes. 

Jemmy.  Now,  I  (ball  po^rket  the  cafli, '  Oh  ! 
and  Jack,  if  your  miftrefs  fends  nie  up  her  flays, 
ril  take  them  home  with  me,  and  aher  them 
to  her  liking.  [£x/V  iji  ff^aiter. 

That  will  fliew  this  gentlemen  I'm  a  man  of  bu- 
finefs,  then  he  wo*nt  be  afraid  to  lend  the  cafli 
1  hope  he  has  it  about  him,  though  1  fhould  lik' 
he'd  fend  me  over  to  Drummond's,  it's  fo  prett® 

<L<^2  ty 
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fr^  thofc  Bankers'  clerks  {hovel  up  the  go'd  ! 
Vfxth  a  back  paw  Aide  a  handful  of  guineas  along 
tfift  counter,  then  tip,  tip,  tip  !  reckon  fo  ninnble. 
(mimicks)  With  this  n^oney  fuch  a  fjpoiart  (hop  I 
thall  open, 

.  Val,  {wijhoul)  Pplk  abput*  lads!  the  gentle* 
man  and  I  will  return  tq  you  inftantly. 
Jemmy ^  Oh,  hftrre  he  is ! 

Enter  Valentine. 

Vah  Well,  Sir,  are  not  my  friends  jolly  fellow^  ? 

Jemmy.  Very  jolly.  Sir,  afid  we'd  a  choice  fine 
dinner  !  but  there  will  be  <^  monfirous  great  bill  to 
pay! 

ViiL  A  vulgar  fellow  this ;  Til  touch  his  cafli, 
and  then  get  fid  of  him.  {q/ide)  Won't  you  pleafip 
to  fir.  Sir  ? 

Jemmy.  Now,  if  he  isn't  as  condefeending  as 
if  he  wasn't  worth  a  guinea,   (aftde) 

Val.  True,  Total  faid  he  loved  his  bottle. 
{afide)  Waiter,  a  hat^h  pf  Burgundy  here. 

Jemmy.  More  Burgundy!  my  fhot  will  make  a 
Vaft  hole  in  the  money  Tm  to  get.  (ajide) 

Val.  Sir,  I  cfteem  myfelf  fo  mufh  obliged. 

Jemmy.  Sir,  (^bows  and/miles)  what  genteelnefs 
to  me  that's  going  to  borrow  his  cafh  from  him. 
{afide)  Sir,  it's  what  I,  never  fljall  forgqt  the 
longcft  day  I  have  to  live. 

Val.  Thecivileftmoncy-lcnder  I  ever  met  with. 
{aftdti)  thu*  I  flatter  myfelf  the  fecurity  is  unex- 
ceptionable. 3 

Jemmy.  Security !  Sir,  I'll  have  two  of  the 
warmcfi  houfcke^pers  in  Norton  Falgate.— 

VaL  Norton  FaJgate !  really,  Sir,  1  don't  know 

any  body  in  that  quarter  of  the  town. r 

Jemmy. 
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Jmn^y*  Lord,  Sir,  it's  one  of  the  moft  fub- 
^antialids  and  thetnoft  opulentift  places 

VaU  1  hav*n't  a  doubt,  Sir — but  had  hopes  of 
giving  you  up  a  Lieutenant's  commifTion. 

Jemmy.  Give  me  a  commiflion,  ah,  ah,  ah ! 

Val.  Oh,  well.  Sir;  fince  that  is  not  agreeable 
f— if  Mr.  Total  joins  in  a  bond . 

Jemmy.  Sir,  I've  no  objcftion  to  a  bond,  if  you 
think  that  requifiie ;  aiking  Mr.  Total  to  join,  in 
it  is  a  libcrcv  that  I  cannot  expeft,  oh,  no  ! 

Val.  My  dear  Sir,  if  he  dare  rcfufe,  I'd  break 
every  bone  in  his  body. 

Jemmy.  Oh,  lord!  what  !  force  hioi  to  joiti? 
Oh,  Sir,  by  no  means.  He's  aimed  a  ftranger  to 
fne,  tbo'  he  has  fo  kindly  brought  about  this  buCu 
jnefs. 

Val.  Oh,  well,  Sir,  if  you  think  it  can  be  done 
between  ourfelves. 

Jemmy.  Sir,  {bows)  how  gpod  !  the  fum  I  fup- 
pofe  you  underlland  is 

Val.  Two  hundred  pounds. 

Jemmy.  Juft. 

Vol.  Sir,  won't  you  take  a  glafs  of  wine  ?  (filh^ 

Jemmy.  Sir,  won't  you  take  another?  {fills) 

Val.  Sir. 

Jemmy.  Sir.  {They  touch  glajfes) 

Val.  Ht^re  is  X.  Y.  againft  the  whole  alphabet. 

Jemmy.  A  new  toaft  among  the  money-lenders. 
{ajide)  Sir,  here  is  X.  Y.  in  the  alphabet,  {drinks) 

Val.  Now,  if  you  pleafe,  I'll  call  in  my  friend, 
the  lawyer,  and  well  (title  the  affair  at  once. 

Jemmy.  Sir — now  I  (hall  touch—  that  for  Molly 
Maybu(h*s  fortune,  {afide  and  fnapfing  his  Jin^ 
^ers) 

Val.   This  two  hundred  will  make  a  man  of 

me. 
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mc.    {afide)    Counfellor  Flummery,    come   into 
court. 

Enter  Counsellor  Flummery. 

Flummery.    Well,    gentlemen,    if  you're  quite 

agreed 

'  Val.  and  Jemmy.  Oh,  ves,  we're  quire  agreed, 
{JFlummery  takes  out  a  bond^  and  begins  to  read- ) 

Vcl.  P(ha  !  {^Jnatch'ing  ii)  we  both  know  the 
fum  and  terms,  fo  here  goes  to  fign  and  feal,  and 
airs  fettled,   {writes  and  gives  the  bond  to  Jemmy) 

Jemmy.  {Jtgns)  1  deliver  that  as  my  hand  and 
pen. 

-  Flum.  Your  hand  and  pen  !  oh,  my  dear  Sir, 
it's  your  aft  and  deed  you  mean.  Valentine,  I've 
drawn  out  a  bill  and  receipt  for  that  twenty  gui- 
neas, (apart) 

^  Fal.  My  dear  fellow,  I'll  pay  you  this  mo- 
ment, (apart) 

Flum.  Then,  now,  gentlemen,  nothing*s  to  be 
done  but  down  with  the  gold.  [Valentine  and 
Jemmy  Jland Jome  time  looking  at  each  other  with  ex- 
pedation) 

Val.  Here's  a  repofitory  for  the  two  hundred. 
{takes  out  a  purje) 

Jemmy.  And  here's  my  ramfkin  budget.  (Jhews 
the  glove) 

Val.  What's  that  for,  Sir? 

Jemmy.  To  put  the  money  in,  or  if  j^ou'll 
give  me  a  draft,  I'll  ftep  over  to  Drummond'^. 

Val.  What  draft.  Sir? 
\  Jemmy.  To  receive -the  ca(h. 

Val.  To  receive  !  1  rue.  Total  told  me  he  had 
always  twenty  thoufand  at  his  banker^s  (ajide) 
Tiien,  Sir,  Y\\  wait  here  'till  you  bring  the  money. 

Jemmy. 
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Jemmy.  Then  you'll  wait  a  long  while,  {afide) 
Lord,  Sir,  Drummond  wouldn't  give  his  daddy 
money  without  your  order, 

VaL  Really  Sir,  I  know  nothing  about  Drum- 
mond, or  his  daddy  ;  1  wait  for  the  money  that 
you — — • 

Jemmy.  Sir !— — 

^FaL  The  two  hundred  pounds  you're  going 
to  lend  me. 

Jemmy.  I  going  to  lend  you  ! 

VaL  Why,  Sir,  you  know  that's  what  brought 
you  here. 

Jemmy.  Oh,  Lord,  no  Sir;  no,  no.  I  came 
here  for  you  to  lend  me  two  hundred  pounds. 

Flum.  Ha !  ha !  ha  1  Ton  my  honour  here's 
a  fine  IriQi  bargain;  ail  borrowers  and  no 
lenders.— But  who's  to  pay  cofts  ?  As  you  don'( 
want  the  receipt,  Jonn  Doe  and  Richard  Roe. 

{apart  to  Valentine  and  exit. 

Enter  ill  Waiter. 

VaL  Sir !  who  are  you  ?  {to  Jemmy) 

\ji  Wait,  {giving  Jiays  to  Jemmy.)  Here  my 
miftrefs  defires  that  you'll  add  two  bones  to  her 
ftays,  and  bring  them  againft  to-morrow. 

VaL  Stays  and  bones  !  Pray,  friend,  do  you 
know  this  gentleman. 

tji  Wait.  Oh,  yes.  Sir ;  that  gentleman  is 
Mr.  Jemmy  Jumps  the  Stay-maker.  [Exit. 

Jemmy.  Yes,  Sir;  and  if  your  lady  Ihould 
want  me,  I  have  the  neateft  ftitch. 

VaL  Pray,  Sir,  are  not  you  X.  Y. 

Jemmy.  No,  Sir,  nor  P.  Q^  Pray  Sir  do  you 
prop  the  Treafury  ?  Oh  !  ^  lufpeft  here  has  been 
a  bum. 

VaL 
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Val.  Total  has  either  played  tnt  a  tricfc,  or 
made  fome  curfcd  blunder  here!  (^ajide)  Retires 
Jemmy.  Retire. 
VaL  Withdraw,  you  tafcal. 

Enter  2/1^  Waiter. 

9nd  Wait,  The  other  gentlemen  are  fiepp'd 
out,  and  deiired  me  to  bring  the  bill  up  to  you^ 
gentlemen,  {offers  it  to  Jemmy.) 

Jemmy.  Bill !  lord,  a  bill  to  me  !  Pm  nogen-e. 
tieman. 

Val.  {Jo  Jemmy)  Withdraw  you  rafcal ! 

2nd  fFait,  It^s  twenty  two  pounds,  ten— -> 

Jemmy.  Twenty-two  poilnds  ten  {looking  at  it 
m  the  fVaiter's  hand,)   "  Withdraw,  you  rafcal  !'* 

Enter  Hatter. 

Hatt.  Sir,  {ta  Jemmy)  as  my  mafter  keeps  no 
accounts  with  ony  body,  youll  be  pleafed  to  pay 
for  the  hat*. 

Jemmy.  Eh — oh — the  hat. 

Hatt.  Yes,  Sir,  I'd  be  glad  you'd  let  me  go 
home. 

Jemmy.  Do  go  home,  my  lad,  you  fhou'd  not 
ftay  out  fo  long  from  your  bufinefs. 

Hatt.  My  bufinefs  is  to  be  paid  for  my  goods, 
ay,  and  I  will  too. 

Jemmy.  To  block  a  new  beaver  and  jump  into 
fuch  coilly  cordovans  on  the  ftrength  of-rbor-* 
rowing ! 

VaL  This  infernal  old  badger  to  draw  me  into 
a  tavern  bill,  and  not  a  guinea  in  my  pocket. 
{aftde.)  Is  CounfcUbr  Flummery  gone  too  ? 

fVait.  Yes,  Sir,  but  he  has  left  a  bailiff  below* 
{ringing  without)  Coming  up,  Sir  J. 

Val. 
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Val.  A  BaiHff! 

Jtmn^.  A  bailiff!   oh,  lord  ! 

Val.  Well,  rii  go  with  hiiD. 

Enter  Landlord  and  WAiTEtt. 

Land.  You  won't  go  I  hope.  Sir,  till  the  bill 

k  fettled. 

Jtmmy.  But  I  will  if  I  can  tho\  {runs  ^) 
VaL  ConfufioD  I  Now  I  am  puni&'d  for  my 

cruelty  to  my  amiable  wi&^s   it  ppffibl^  my 

Louiia  in  £Agfamd  i 

fitter  Lpu3A. 

Loui/a.  Here,  Valentine;   (gives  him  afpcket' 
hook)  nor  blufh  to  receive  liberty  from  your  af« 
£e£i:iQn9te  Louifa. 

Val.  My  kind  1  my  generous  love ! 

Enter  Fairly  and  ToTALt 

Louifa.  My  father  1 

Val.  Mr.  Fairly,   I  have  wronged  you,   but . 
ihatl  make  atonement  here,  {to  Louifa.) 

Fair.  Do,  Sin 

Fal.  Total  1  ah !  you  old  humming  good  na- 
tured  fellow,  but  now  all's  forgivenels— love  and 
liberty  1  here  !  {calls} 

Enter  Md  Waiter. 

Send  up  Cpunfellor  Flummery's  bailiff. 

Wait.  Sir,  he's  gone :  the  country  gentleman 
that  came  with  yout  3ir,  {to  Total)  paid  the  debt. 
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and  cofts,  and  difcharged  the  Bill  of  the  honfi^ 

lExii. 
Total.  Old  Blackberry  do  this ! 

EnierY AKMZK  Blackberry  and  Bettt. 

Farmer  B.  There  Squire  is  a  different  fort  of 
rectript  from  what  you  fent  me  for  my  rent,  {grois 
a  paper)  Mr.  Fairly,  you're  a  wife  lawyer; 
but  a  fimple  Fanner  thinks  good  for  evil  b  the 
mod  complete  revenge. 

Total.  Ah !  ha !  what  fay  you  to  Colonel  Dor- 
mont*s  heir  ? 

Val.  What  was  the  Farmer  my  fucceflbr  to  the 
Colonel's  eftate  ?  Blackberry — you're  the  Eiog 
of  /pades !  Total,  now  wherc's  my  uncle  ?  {Jaf^ 
ping  Total  on  the  Jhoulder) 

Total.  You  needn't  hit  your  uncle  quite  lb 
hard  Valentine. 

Fal.  How  !  Total  Colonel  Dormont  I  it  mnft 
be — a  thoufand  circumftances  croud  upon  mj 
recolledion.— Oh,  Sir !  have  you  been  all  along 
the  witnefs  of  my  follies—- 

Colonel  D.  Follies !  Vices  and  by  corroiives  I  at- 
tempted cure 

Louifa.  Which  I  hope  by  lenatives  to  perform. 

Farmer  B.  If  you  are  the  Colonel,  Sir,  thank 

ye;     but  take  your  grandeur  from  me  ag^) 

I  find  my  hands  are  too  hard,  and  my  head  too 

foft  for  a  gentleman. 

Colonel  D.  Well,  my  honed  kinfman,  if  you 
can  enjoy  more  happinefs  in  your  farm,  I'll  take 
care  your  dock  fhall  never  again  be  feized  by  a 
landlord. 

Farmer  B.  Then  !  come  child,  from  our  little 
fample  of  fafhion,  we  fhall  return  with  double 
relifli  for  peace,  happinefs,  and  Blackbeny  farm. 

Btttj. 
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and  cods,  and  difcharged  the  Bill  of  the  houfc. 

lExit. 
Total.  Old  Blackberry  do  this! 

En/er Yakmek  Blackberry  and  BrrtT. 

Farmer  B*  There  Squire  is  a  different  fort  of 
receipt  from  what  you  fent  me  for  my  rent,  (gives 
a  paper)    Mr.    Fairly,    you're  a  wife  lawyer ; 
but  a  fimple  Farmer  thinks  good  for  evil  is  the 
mod  complete  revenge. 

Total.  Ah!  ha!  what  fay  you  to  Colonel  Dor« 
mont's  heir  ? 

Val.  What  was  the  Farmer  my  fucceffor  to  the 
Colonel's  cftate  ?  Blackberry — you're  the  King 
of  fpades !  Total,  now  wherc's  my  uncle  ?  {Jlap-- 
ping  Total  on  the  Jhoulder) 

Total.  You  needn't  hit  your  uncle  quite  fo 
hard  Valentine. 

Fal.  How  !  Total  Colonel  Dormont !  it  muft 
be — a  thoufand  circumftances  croud  upon  my 
recolledion.— Oh,  Sir  !  have  you  been  all  along 
the  witnefs  of  my  follies—- 

Colonel  D.  Follies !  Vices  and  by  corrofives  I  at- 
tempted cure 

Louija.  Which  I  hope  by  lenatives  to  perforni. 
^  Farmer  B.  If  you  are  the  Colonel,  Sir,  thank 
ye;  but  take,  your  grandeur  from  me  again, 
I  find  my  hands  are  too  hard,  and  my  head  too 
foft  for  a  gentleman. 

Colonel  D.  Well,  my  hoheflt  kinfman,  if  you 
can  enjoy  more  happinefs  in  your  farm^  I'll  take 
care  your  dock  fhall  never  again  be  feized  by  a 
landlord. 

Farmer  B.  Then  !  come  child,  from  our  little 
fample  of  fafhion,  we  fhall  return  with  double 
relifli  for  peace,  happinefs,  and  Blackberry  farm. 

Betty. 
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Betty.  I  don't  love  peace  and  bappinefs^  I  won't 
leave  London — I  won't  go  home  again — oh  !  oh ! 
^cries)  to  leave  London  without  a  beau  !  {cries) 
CDh !  oh ! 

JS,nter  Jemmv^Jumps,  Rundy,  and  Molly  May- 
bush. 

Jemmy.,  How  d*ye  do  all !  Squire  Timbcrhead 
^  gentleman  would  afk  a  thoufand  with  Mifs,  I'll 
take  her  with  half^the  money,  and  fct  up  a  fmart 
Ihop  without  the  help  of  your  money-lender.  (/(? 
Col.  D.)  and  I  hope  your  friends  will  drop  their 
guineas  into  my  ramikin  budget. 

Colonel  D.  Mr.  Fairly^  I  thank  you  for  the 
concern  you  have  taken  in  my  affairs ;  proud  of 
my  generous  new  relation.  Nephew,  henceforth 
the  honed  man  in  diftrefs  ihall  be  my  kinfman, 

,     FINALE. 

Farmer  Blackberry. 

.    Wekome  joy,  andJience  with  forrow. 
Laugh  to  day,  and  cry  to-morrow ; 
Smiles  fucceeding  fortunes  frowns, 
A\l  the  world  is  ups  and  down9. 

Valentine, 

Joy  and  truth  in  generous  wine. 

Friends  footh  the  cares  of  life, 
Joy,  friend>  truth,  in  you  combine. 

My  faithful  wife, 

Betty. 

Four  in  hand  FUfpank  away. 

Harp  tinkle,  twang  my  bow. 
To  a  circle  read  a  play. 

When  1  know  how. 

R  R  2  RUNDT. 


SH  THE  FARMER. 

'  Rtjndt. 

Sweet  tokili  upon  the  grafii 

'Gadzooks  I  I  can't  in  town 
Give  my  merry  willing  lafs 

A  neat  green  gowiij 

Molly. 

t^arwell  ^Ids  s^nd  fwect  hay-(mpwi| 

No  more  my  lambs  1*11  fee, 
Rttiidy  fays  I  miift  be  now, 

A  gay  laJy. 

JtMMY. 

Pretty  girls,  who  £ne  things  lack. 

All  come  and  deal  with  me, 
I'm  myfelf,  a  nice  knick  knack, 

V  our  own  Jemmy, 

CHORUS. 

Welcome  joy  and  hence  with  forrow. 
Laugh  today,  and  cry  to-morrow  ; 
Smiles  fucceeding  fortune's  frowns. 
All  the  world  is  \xfs  and  downs. 


THB  IKD. 
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We  are  not  one  of  those  who,  becaiuie  owr  dancing  days 
are  over,  affect  to  hold  in  contempt  that  healthful,  ele- 
gant, and  inspiriting  accomplishment.    As  antiquaries, 
we  have  a  great  reverence  for  dancing.    Noah  danced 
before  the  ark,  bat  whether  a  mazurka  or  a  gallopade, 
the  most  learned  of  oar  society  have  not  been  able  to  dis- 
cover.   Certain  it  is  that  there  were  Vestris's  and  Des- 
hayes*s  in  the  antediluvian  world.    The  morris-dance 
was  one  of  the  most  applauded  merriments  of  merry  Old 
England.     Robin  Hood/  Little  John,  Friar  Tuck,  Maid 
Marian,  the  queen  or  lady  of  the  May,  the  fool,  the  piper, 
to  which  were  afterwards  added  a  dragon  and  a  hobby- 
horse, were  the  characters  that  figured  away  in  that  truly 
ancient  and  grotesque  movement     Will  Kempe,  **  the 
comical  and  conceited  jest-monger,  and  vicegerent  to  the 
ghost  of  Dicke  Tarleton,''  who  "  raised  many  a  roar,  by 
making  faces  and  mouths  ofaU  sorts"  danced  the  morris 
with  his  men  of  Gotham,  in  his  **  Nine  dales*  wonder  from 
London  to  Norwich."  Kempe's  *'  newejigg"  fairly  rivalled 
bis  Peter,  in  Romeo  and  Jidiet,  and  Dogberry,  in  Much  ^ 

ado  about  Nothing,  of  which  he  was  the  original  per- 
former. The  boar's  head,  the  roasted  crabs,  the  wine 
and  wassail,  the  cakes  and  ale,  the  holly,  the  missletoe, 
the  carols,  the  roundelays,  and  all  the  glorious  symbols  ^^ 

of  an  ancient  Christmas,  were  crowned  with  a  dance  to  ^-^^^^^ 

the  tune  of  **  The  Black  Almayne^  *'  My  horde  Marques 
Galyarde,'*  or  '*  The  Firsts  Traces  of  due  Passa,**  And  we 
have  an  unique  black  letter  ballad  before  ns,  printed  in 
1569,  **Intytuled,  good  FeUowes  must  go  learn  to  Bounce,^'* 
in  which  dancing  is  enjoined  in  the  following  characte- 
ristic lines : — 

"  Good  fellowet  matt  go  learne  to  daance. 
The  brydeal  is  fnll  nere  a  : 
There  is  a  brail  come  oat  of  Prannce, 
The  fynt  ye  harde  this  >eare  a.  'v 
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For  I  mast  leupe,  and  thoa  roast  hoppe, 

And  we  mast  tame  all  three  • ; 
Hm  fourth  matt  boance  it  like  •  toppe. 

And  to  we  sball  agree  a. 
1  praye  thee  mynatrell  make  no  ttoppe. 

For  we  wyll  mcrye  be  a." 

Dancins^  seems  natural  to  every  man  bat  a  qaaker ; 
yet,  if  the  old  song  be  sooth — 

"  Merrily  danc'd  the  qaaker*!  wife, 
And  merrily  danc'd  the  qaaker  I'* 

it  woald  seem  that  Obadiah  had  been  betrayed  into  this 
bewitching  exercise,  as  we  know  fall  well  he  has  been 
into  a  similar  enormity,  that  of  mounting  a  profane  caster 
and  going  to  the  play  on  the  sly.  The  savages  have  their 
war>dance,  the  canaille  of  every  nation  their  hops,  and 
the  higher  and  privileged  orders  their  waltzes  and  qua- 
drilles. Destroy  dancing  and  you  destroy  nationality. 
Take  from  an  Irishman  his  lilt,  from  an  Englishman  his 
hornpipe,  from  a  Scotchman  his  reel,  and  you  may  as 
well  take  his  whisky,  his  beef,  and  his  breeks — when 
he  has  any !  This  locomotive  sympathy  extends  even  to 
animals.  The  story  of  Orpheus  and  his  pipe,  and  the 
caprioUes  of  Bank's  horse,  are  familiar  to  every  reader 
-^miracles  now  of  every-day  occurrence ;  dogs  and  bears, 
game-cocks  and  monkeys,  exhibiting  the  singular  phe- 
nomenon of  holding  up  their  fore  (four)  legs,  and  danc- 
ing upon  two. 

We  place  dancing  on  a  level  with  philosophy :  when 
a  man  has  been  guilty  of  a  blunder  in  the  affairs  of  his 
family,  in  the  government  of  the  state,  or  in  the  command 
of  an  army,  do  we  not  say  that  he  has  made  a.faUe  step  t 
And  can  making  a  false  step  proceed  from  anything  but 
not  knowing  how  to  dance  f  We  deny  that  *'  a  spur  in 
the  kead  is  worth  two  in  the  huW*  unless  it  commonicate 
to  the  heart  and  set  it  a  dancing.  Learning  and  philo- 
sophy are  excellent  things  in  their  way,  but  how  often 
do  they  turn  the  head  and  emaciate  the  body ;  now,  who 
ever  went  mad  with,  or  died  of,  dancing  7  W  hen  the 
blood  is  lazy  and  the  spirits  flag,  what  sooner  provokes 
a  quick  circulation  and  a  joyous  temperament  than  a 
jig  f  Joy  to  dancing  !  were  it  only  for  Sir  Andrew,  Sir 
Toby,  and  the  Clown.  Considered  mentally  or  physi- 
cally, it  ranks  among  the  noblest  of  the  sciences — as  an 
amusement,  it  takes  precedence  of  every  other. 

As  a  citizen  of  the  world  and  of  London,  we  are  boand 
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to  uphold  the  dignity  and  utility  of  dancing.  Aldermen 
are  pursy  fellows,  and  those  of  the  Common  Council 
move  heavily — except  when  turtle  and  venison  are  in 
the  wind,  and  then,  "  Start  fair,  gentlemen  !"  is  the  order 
of  the  day.  What,  therefore,  can  be  a  more  appropriate 
sequel  to  a  lord  mayor's  banquet  than  a  ball?  which 
promotes  digestion  among  the  city  dignitaries,  and  gives 
the  ladies  of  the  corporation  an  opportunity  of  exhibiting 
their  graces  with  a  page  of  the  back  stairs,  or  a  lord  of 
the  bedchamber,  and  beholding 

''  A  dancing  chancellor,  by  all  the  gods  1" 

To  be  moral. — Though  our  dancing  days  in  this  world 
may  be  over,  is  there  not  a  probability  of  their  returning 
in  the  next,  if  we  are  to  believe  Hans  Holbein  and  **  Le 
Dance  Macabre  ?'* 

Having  sounded  the  trumpet,  after  the  fashion  of  David 
Garrick,  who  never  suffered  his  hero  to  enter  upon  the 
scene  without  three  flourishes,  it  is  time  to  introduce 
Mr.  Bowkitt,  Dancing  Master,  of  Suffolk  Street,  to 
whom  '*  The  Son-in-law"  is  mainly  indebted  for  its 
amusement.  This  gentleman  is  a  very  Adonis  among 
the  sweet  little  angels  at  the  boarding-schools  ;  to  say 
nothing  of  private  visits  to  particular  ladies  in  town. 
Hey  for  Hackney,  chass6e  to  Hammersmith,  slide  down 
for  Chelsea,  cross  over  to  Battersea,  figure  into  Stock- 
well,  promenade  to  Newington,  boree  to  London  Bridge, 
cast  down  to  Bow  !  Mr.  Bowkitt  has  a  neighbour,  not 
a  disciple  of  Terpsichore,  though  a  hop-merchanty  one 
Mr.  Bouquet,  a  city  macaroni,  to  whom  Cecilia,  the 
daughter  of  old  Cranky,  is  attached,  in  spite  of  his  fop- 
pery, his  non- attention  to  his  hop-yards  in  Kent,  and  his 
counting  house  in  St.  Mary  Axe.  The  old  citizen, 
softened  by  a  melting  strain,  in^f^hich  .the  usual  compli- 
ment of  hawthorn-buds,  showe^L^llowers,  &c.  are  put  in 
requisition,  resolves  to  send  to' theikandsome  city  beau, 
and  despatches  a  letter  which  he  intrusts  to  a  newly- 
hired  servant,  Orator  Mum,  whose  redundant  flow  of 
words  never  exceeds  two  syllables.  Now  Mr.  Bouquet 
maintains,  at  his  private  lodgings,  a  strict  incognito. 
The  letter,  therefore,  when  presented  with  **  Hop  Mer^ 
chanf  superscribed,  makes  a  good  joke  for  the  man  at 
the  door,  who  directs  the  orator  to  his  neighbour,  the 
dancing-master  ;  and  Bowkitt,  considering  his  corre- 
spondent a  person  of  fashion  by  not  knowing  bow  tospeli 
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his  fuune,  appropriates  the  appointment  to  himself,  and 
waits  npon  old  Cranky.  Now  for  equivoque  and 
O'Keeffe  I  Bowkitt  opens  upon  his  intended  father-in- 
law  by  extoUins^  the  boarding-schools  and  damning  the 
hops — and  Cranky  falls  into  a  strange  rhodomontade 
about  the  Temple  of  Hymen  (which  Bowkitt  takes  for  a 
ball-room  1)  and  the  millions  of  couples  that  daily  go 
down  the  middle  and  op  again  in  the  long  dance !  This 
is  succeeded  by  the  harmonious  capriccios  of  Signer 
Arionelli,  the  frolics  and  bravuras  of  Miss  Cecilia,  and 
the  bluff  merriment  of  the  old  citizen.  The  cross-pur- 
poses  and  surprises  of  this  chapter  of  accidents  produce 
altogether  a  very  amusing  though  extravagant  melange. 
Mr.  Bowkitt  returns  to  his  boarding-schools,  and  JUr, 
Bouquet,  after  emerging  from  a  fiddle-case,  marries  the 
lady. 

Edwin  was  the  original  Bowkitt  Its  three  repre- 
sentatives of  our  time  are  Bannister,  Jones,  and  Harley. 
Bannister  is  **  himself  alone'*— -Jones  is  lively  and  full 
of  whim — Harley  is  both,  and  sings  capitally  to  boot 

Mr.  J.  Russel  played  the  Opera  Singer,  and  gave  a 
surprisingly  correct  imitation  of  the  celebrated  Veluti — 
a  vocalist  whose  powers  of  voice  were  surpassing  and 
wonderful,  who  had  well  nigh  fallen  a  victim  to  a  base, 
ignorant,  and  heartless  cabal,  and  whose  private  cha- 
racter exhibited  many  rare  examples  of  disinterestadn 
and  Tirtue. 


ft^  D. G. 


Co0tumer 


OLD  CRANKY.— Old  man's  brown  cloth  suit,  with 
steel  buttons — silK  stockings — shoes  and  buckles-^white 
curly  wig — ruf9es — white«6tock. 

BOWKITT.— Light-blue  coat,  lined  with  pink  satin 
— steel  buttons — fashionable  French  waistcoat — pink 
under  one — black  tights  —  striped  socks — shoes  and 
latchets — powdered  head,  and  Opera  hat. 

BOUQUET.— Claret  surtout  coat,  and  trousers  to 
match — black  velvet  waistcoat — white  under-waistcoat 
— Wellington  boots. 

VINEGAR.— Old  man's  blue  cloth  suit— metal  baske 
buttons— boots,  without  tops,  up  to  the  knees— white 
hair,  with  a  littie  tail — cane — ruffles^>white  stock — 
white  hat. 

IDL£.-»Blue  coat— white  waistcoat'— white  trousers 
shoes. 

MUM. — A  clerical  suit,  hat,  &c. 

SENIOR  ARIONELLI.  —  Red  and  green  striped 
coat,  lined  with  white  satin — gold  tissue  waistcoat- 
pink  under-waistcoat — tight  buff  pantaloons,  tied  at  the 
ancles  with  pink  ribbon — striped  silk  French  socks — 
shoes — paste  buckles — Opera  glass — Opera  hat — lace 
ruffles — an  Italian  black  head,  with  large  whiskers  and 
mastachios. 

LODGING-HOUSE  MAN.— Black  coat  and  waist- 
oat,  and  pantaloons. 

SERVANT.— Blue  livery. 

CECILIA. — White  satin  dress,  decorated  with  white 
ond  lace,  roses,  &c. — necklace — bracelets— wreath  in 
!ad« 

DOLCE. — Sprigged  muslin  gown — black  French  silk 
ron— fashionable  cap  and  white  slip. 
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tbey  set  up  such  a  roaring,  scraping,  and  piping,  that 
confound  me,  if  I  can  hear  one  for  the  noise  of  the 
other. 

Cec,  Ha,  ha !  Bat,  my  dear  papa,  if  I  could  prevail 
upon  yoa  to  stay  at  home  only  this  evening. 

Cra,  I  can*t,  child,  it's  club  night. 

Cfc.  YouMl  be  inspired  with  such  a  gusto. 

Cra.  A  good  song  and  a  bottle,  that's  my  gusto.  I  am 
an  Englishman,  Cecilia.  I  like  an  English  song,  and  I*d 
rather  hear  the  simple  nervous  strains  of  an  honest  tar, 
in  praise  of  a  Rodney,  a  Hood,  a  Hov^e,  or  a  Nelson,  than 
all  the  squallini  concerts  in  Italy.  Oh,  girl !  if  you  was 
but  to  hear  a  song  at  our  club. 

Cec,  Over  a  bottle  ? 

Cru,  Ay,  girl,  over  a  bottle.  But  I  want  to  speak  to 
you  upon  a  more  serious  subject :  I  am  informed,  you 
have  an  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Bouquet,  a  hop-mer- 
chant. 

Cel.  Hop-merchant,  sir !  there's  not  a  finer  gentleman 
about  town  than  Mr.  Bouquet. 

Cra,  Like  enough;  I  never  saw  him,  but  my  old  friend. 
Vinegar,  the  wine-merchant,  tells  me,  there  is  not  a 
greater  coxcomb  about  town,  than  this  Mr.  Bouquet. 

Cec.  I  wish  Mr.  Vinegar  would  mind  his  own  afiPairs 

Cra.  He*s  my  friend,  child. 

Cec,  Sir,  your  child's  enemy  can  never  be  your  friend. 
Mr.  Vinegar  talk  of  Mr.  Bouquet — Mr.  Vinegar  is  a  me 
chanic,  but  Mr.  Bouquet  is  a  gentleman,  and  scorns  to 
do  any  thing. 

Cra,  [  Jsufe.]  She  loves  him,  I  see  that.  Harkee,  child, 
take  my  word  for  it.  Bouquet  will  never  be  worth  the 
kernel  of  a  damson.  I  am  told  it  is  nothing  with  him 
but  operas,  balls,  and  plays. 

CeL  Well,  I  Uke  him  the  better. 

Cra.  To-day,  I  am  told,  away  rattling  in  his  cabriolet ; 
to-morrow  perched  up  in  a  high  phaeton  ;  now  in  his 
powdered  gown,  like  a  French  barber ;  and  then  you 
see  him  sliding  down  the  Mall,  in  a  dandy  suit,  with 
mustachios  and  whiskers  like  a  Russian  trooper. 

Cec,  Believe  me,  sir,  Mr.  Vinegar's  outre  description 
is  a  most  monstrous  caricature. 

Cra,  You  love  this  Bouquet,  then  f 

Cec.  I  do,  sir,  1  frankly  own  it 

Cra.  Well,  child,  I  like  your  candour.  You  shall  go 
with  me  into  the  country,  child,  and  I  warrant  there  the 
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beautiful  revolutions  of  the  seasons  will  erase  him  (torn 
^roar  heart. 

Cec,  Ah,  dear  papa,  never,  never ! 

Cra,  Cecilia,  I  tell  yon  this,  I  love  you  as  a  parent 
ought,  and  therefore  I  never  will  approve  of  Mr.  Bou- 
quet's addresses,  till  he  forsakes  fashion  and  foppery, 
aod  returns  to  his  hop-yards  in  Kent,  and  his  counting- 
house  in  St.  Mary  Axe. 

Cec,  Indeed,  papa,  you  are  extremely  cruel  to  me  ;  my 
sonl  is  never  possessed  of  the  loved  idea  of  my  sweet 
Bouquet,  that  you  donH  sour  my  temper  with  old  Vine- 
gar ;  and  when  I  fondly  imagine  every  obstacle  to  my 
happiness  removed,  you  throw  a  hop-packet  in  my  way,  ^ 

and  cut  off  my  darling  hope,  with  an  odious  simmery  aix. 

ICroasea  to  r. 

Cra,  You  know,  child,  I  mean  it  all  for 

Cec.  Oh,  sir,  you'll  repent  your  unkindness  to  your 
poor  Cecilia.  [^Aaide,]  Now  for  a  seraphic  strain,  to  sof- 
ten, then  leave  him  to  melt  at  leisure. 

SONG.— Cecilia:  p        ' 

Though  sweetly  breathes  the  smiling  spring, 
Though  gentle  rains  the  flowers  bring. 

And  hawthorn  buds  so  gay, 
In  vain  descend  refreshing  showers. 
In  vain  peep  forth  the  infant  flowers, 

My  true  love  far  away. 

Though  blooming  spring  to  summer  yields. 
And  promis'd  daisies  paint  the  fields, 

And  sunbeams  brightly  play  ; 
The  sunny  beams  could  ne'er  impart 
A  ray  of  joy  to  this  fond  heart,  }$$£  0f 

My  true  love  far  away. 

Should  plenteous  harvest  bless  the  plains, 
And  golden  crops  rejoice  the  swains. 

And  sweetly  smelling  hay  ; 
Though  all  around  is  blithe  and  glad, 

Cecilia's  heart  alone  is  sad,  . 

My  true  love  far  away.  [Exit  Cecilia,  r. 

Cra,  Poor  Cecilia !  yes,  she  loves  the  hop-merchant,  '    ' 

twill  break  her  heart  if  she  don't  get  him,  poor  child  ! 
^sha,  what  an  old  fool  I  am  ;  I'll  see  this  Bouquet — 
lerhaps  he  is  not  so  bad  as  my  friend  Vinegar  represents 
dm  ;  I'll  send  for  him,  and  if*— well,  I'll  say  no  more 
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till  I  tee  him — ^do,  no,  my  child  mast  not  die  of  a  broken 
heart  neither,  111  send  for  him. — Who's  there? 

Enter  Dolcs,  l. 
Cra.  Oh)  Dolce,  get  me — bold !  ifs  here.  [Geft  U  a 
tabie  and  writu^  R.  c]  Ay,  ay,  Mr.  Booqaet,  hop-mer- 
chant ;  this,  I  think,  fetches  him,  if  Cecilia's  love  is  re- 
turned ;— Dolce,  call  John  hither. 
Doke,  My  lady  has  sent  him  out 
Cro.  Ay,  he*8  running  over  the  town,  banting  the  fid- 
dles, well — oh,  apropos,  Dolce,  is  not  the  joong  msa 
below  that  broaght  me  the  letter  jast  now  f 
Dolce.  Yes,  sir. 

Cro.  He'll  do,  send  him  up.  lEacU  Deke,  l.]  This  yooag 
man  is  strongly  recommendea  to  me  by  my  old  friend, 
Doctor  Nnmscnll,  the  rector.  He  says  he  has  a  most 
snrorising  genius  for  oratory  and  eloquence,  and  all  that 
•—on,  here  be  comes. 

Enter  Mum,  l. 

Cro.  Now  1  shall  be  stunned  with  a  redondant  flow 
of  words— your  servant,  sir. 

ilfafii.  Up.  {^Nod$  hie  head. 

Cra.  I  think,  sir,  Tonr  name  is  Mom. 

itftiai.  Mum 

Cro.  Yon  broaght  me  a  letter  from  Doetor  Nomacall, 
of  Somnns  Hall. 

Mum.  Yes. 

Cra.  He  writes  me  word,  that  yoa  are  a  great  orator, 
and  very  able  disputant 

Jtfinai.  Ay. 

Cro.  And  that  your  design  in  coming  to  London,  is  to 
deliver  lectures  upon  elocution. 

itfiKai.  Yes. 

Cm.  Hare  yon  fixed  upon  a  place  yet  for  your  pur- 
poset 

Mnm.  No. 

Cm.  Well,  we  most  look  out  for  some  conyenient  large 
room  for  yon. 

Blum.  Ay. 

Cm.  Are  yon  married  T 

itfttai.  No. 

Cra.  You  design  it  T 

Mum.  Yes. 

Cra.  You  can't  fsil  of  success  amongst  the  ladies. 

Mum.  No. 
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CrtL  Yoar  eloquence  most  hare  a  powerful  effect  with 
them. 

Mhjii.  Ay. 

Cra.  Yoo  have  the  art  of  peraoaeion. 

Jbmhi.  Yea. 

Cra.  Doctor  Namscall  reports  yoo  a  clever  auctioneer* 

Mum.  Yes. 

Cra.  But  I  begin  to  have  some  doubts  of  your  loqua- 
city. 

JtfMiN.  Oh,  ho  I 

Cra.  Oh,  ho  1  two  syllables  at  once ;  I  find  you  are  a 
great  orator. 

Mum,  Ay. 

Cra.  But  your  talents  seem  better  adapted  to  the  Par- 
liament house  than  the  rostrum — should  you  like  it 

Mwm.  Yes. 

Cra.  Have  you  much  money  f 

Mum.  No. 

Cra.  Then  if  you  were  in  Parliament,  you'd  soon  be  a 
conscience  out  of  pocket 

Jtfvitt.  Ay. 

Cra.  YouM  not  give  your  ayes  for  nothing. 

Mum,  No. 

Cfo.  Will  you  carry  a  letter  for  me  ? 

Mum.  Ay. 

Cra.  Here,  if  s  for  Mr.  Bouquet,  hop-merchant,  Suffolk 
SUeet.  N 

Mum.  Ay. 

Cra,  Come  back  here  directly,  and  we'll  think  of  your 
oratorical  scheme. 

Mum.  Oh,  ho!  [Exi^  L. 

Cra.  You  are  the  devil  of  an  orator,  sure  enough,  his 
words  are  so  precious,  he  keeps  them  all  for  the  rorum. 
Now  for  Cecilia ;  if  this  Bouquet  is  at  all  an  eligible 
match,  why  in  the  name  of  goodness  she  shall  have  him. 

SONG.— Cranky. 

Maidens,  do  not  think  me  stupid. 

If  I  view  your  charms  unmoved  ; 
What  has  age  to  do  with  Cupid  ? 

Age  can  ne'er  again  be  loved. 

When  hairs  are  gray  and  blood  is  cold,   / 
The  heart  should  not  run  wild ;  y' 

For  he  who  marries  when  he's  old,         ' 
May  kiss  his  neighbour's  child. 
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,  Active  ID  aach  amotoDS  doty, 

I  cuald  ogle,  ■wear,  and  lie. 
To  oblaiD  the  jieldiog  bcaatj  ; 
Rneet  and  flatter,  sigh  and  die. 

Wbenbaica,  &c.  [Enl,i. 

SCENE  n.-B«,qMt'iLeieiiig—-tmbU.t^a,^mn,^ 
BoDODET,  K.,  and  Idi.b,  l.,  4Ueecrrtd, 
Bm.  Idle.  I  thioli  this  will  do. 
>  UU.  Ifilcontdlaitfthiiit  agloriooBlireofmi 

Bra.  I  bid  fair  for  it,  as  I  hsTe  for  ever  baniiiked  piq 

from  m;  raabionnlile  amnaemenls,  blotted  U  aui  idmf 

eatalople. 

•  Idle.  Right,  lit,  He  are  able  lo  spend  oar  hwdi 

Boa.  Lillj,  order  m;  cabrioleL 

Idlr.  Urdcc  out  cabriolei  I     I  doD*l  like  a  eabr 
cant  loll  in  It,  1  like  to  loll. 

Bra.  Idle,  don't  tell  any  body,  keep  it  itrictll  bm 
Sit  tbe  people  of  the  bo  bm,  thai  1  was  abop-ntercbu^oJ 

you  my  clerk. 
Ct  IJU.  Tell  1  tie  too  much  trouble. 

J-  Ban.  Idle,  cbarmiag  cbymiitry  thiiof  mine!  WlntN 

">  ethereal  spirit,  to  irnDamate  earth  to  gold. 

G)  I<llt-  And  gold  lopleaiure. 

Bun.  I  haTe  reaerved  a  few  Kentiah  acre*,  lhM{l,t> 
f  tireeten  matrimony. 

n,;  IdU.  Yes.bat  tbiadiaponDgof  one'a  propertj  iacnd 

*^  tronblercow  ;  I  wiib  yon  had  done  Kith  it  at  omce. 

Fn  Bm.  I  baie  lina  enuogh  in  my  list,  do!  to  add  tkil  if 

nj  deceiTing  h  amiable  a  girl  u  Cecilia. 

"  Ult.  Wby,  aba  wODid  baveyoo  Trithont  agaiMa. 

Bmi.  And  fur  that  leuou  I  nuh  I  wai  wortta^ 
l^  lion  }  I  wiah  I  could  prevail  on  her  to  elope. 

IdU.  Thai  eloping  ii  so  cursed  troublcMme     Ehfil 
M  Why  don't  yon  itep  np  to  old  Cranky,  the  faih**,  ^ 

«f  Mk  bii  conwnt  t 

,  Bra.  Becaow  I  am  certain  of  •  rernaal.    Some  ■!■■ 

M  tinent  blockhead  hai  been  busy  enoDgh  lo  tell  Um  nW 

-_-  an  elegant  yonng  taltoi*  I  an. 

'  IdU.  How  the  deril  can  people  gim  ihoainl 

much  trouble ! 

Bra.  Yea ;  the  father,  it  aeeuM,  thoa^  be  nen 
me,  tbinki  it  a  high  miademeunor  tlMi  I  ahoold  ^ 
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city,  and  prefer  life  to  existence,  without  considenng  thnt 
I  am  at  this  time  a  combination  of  taste  and  splendour. 

Idle,  Yon  look  well  enough ;  I  should  like  to  dress 
nyself,  bit  it^s  such  a  damned  deal  of  trouble. 
^  Bcu.  I  flatter  myself  I  am  no  bad  match  ;  but  if  she 

^    burns  at  priming,  never  more  will  I  take  aim  by  dress ; 

Mrer  again  cock  my  hat  a-la-fuisse.    Ill  certainly  dis-  * 

charge  my  frizeur,  break  my  looking-glass,  sell  off  my 
*    cabriolet,  and  return  to  St.  Mary  Axe  in  a  hackney  i 

^«    coach.  ' 

Idle.  I  would  not  take  so  much  trouble  for  the  finest 
7      woman  in  the  World.  % 

Bou.  I  fancy,  Idle,  the  demolition  of  the  glass  would 
be  the  last  operation ;  for,  absolutely,  'tis  a  most  signifi- 
^'     cant  interpreter  of  the  glances  of  the  face. 

SONO.— Bouquet. 

This  face  observe,  discerning  fair, 
Observe  each  motion  debonair ; 

My  artois  buckles  when  yon  view,  >    ^ 

In  shining  sable  satin  shoe, 
You'll  say,  that  I'm,  from  top  to  toe, 
A  monstrous  handsome  city  beau. 

You'll  say,  &c 

My  humble  whisky  I  despise  ;  *  , 

like  Phaeton,  I  mount  the  skies ; 
And  as  I  drive  away  like  mad. 
They  all  declare  that  I'm  the  lad, 
And  cry,  he*s  sure,  from  top  to  toe, 

A  monstrous  handsome  city  bean.  .         ^ 

And  cry,  &c.  lExU,  R.  **ffg  Of 

SCENE  III-— ^  Street. 

Enter  Mum,  r.— Ae  khocks  ai  the  door,  l.  f. — the  Lodoing- 
HousB  Man  opens  the  door,  and  enters. 

Mum,  Oh  1  [Gives  him  a  letter. 

Mom.  [Reading  the  direction.]  ''  Mr.  Bouquet,  hop-  ' 

ttiercbant,  in  Suffolk  Street"    A  Bouquet  has  had  my 
apartments  these  three  week,  but  this  letter  can't  be  for 

^    him.  cich! 

B^.*  ^  Jdnm.  No,  no  I 

fjT      Man.  No ;  he  follows  no  business,  he's  a  man  of  for- 

I     tune  and  fashion. 
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>  Mum.  Oh  I 

Maa.  He's  thiiingtimtgaDe  out  in  bia  cabriolet,    Hop- 
merchanl  t — at  sure  us  cbd  be— oh,  I  bave  i(.  ^LaaghingJ] 
Ha,  ha,  ba!  bop-mercbaot — Ibia  letter  musl  be  for  idj 
Deighbour  Bowkitt,  the  dan  cingin  aster. 
,  ^Mkin.  Oh,  oh  ! 

lUan,  Hop-merchant — let's  see — Bou — ay,  that's  one 

way  of  spelling  Bow — and  q-u-e-1,  instead  of  k-i-t-t, 

/  kitt ;  and  becauee  he's  a  dancing-niBBter.  they  sl^le  him 

hup-roerchant — verj  comicBl, faith!  [taiig-fting-.]  Hs,  ha, 

ha!  he  liveaatyander  door,  m]i  lad,  ha,  ha  I 

f  Pointing  to  Ike  door,  t.  r, 
lUum.  Ha,  ha! 
,  £nler  Bowkitt,  Ii.  D.  r.,  ipeaking  lo  hii  Servanl. 

Beic.  No  matter — Bay  I  am  gone  in  the  chariot,  lo  give 
a  lesBOD  to  the  Cuuntesa  of  Cotillion— toll  loll  de  roll. 
[JHuin  gitei  hm  Ikt  Ittttr.^  For  me,  ha,  ha !   [Captri 
,  abrnit,  opaii  Ihi  Utter,  and  readi.}  "  iSir.  in  coHse^utnet 

;  of  tny  dmghter'i  panialitg  lo  joiir  nwril,  /  can  no  Umger 

81  oppoii  Cecilia's  incliiiafitin.  that  I  ikould  j;tce  her  hand  to 

„  yeu  ia  the  temple  of  Hymen  ,-  for  ichich  purpose  the  bearer 

^  icill  c-miiuct  you  to  the  home  of  ysar  obedieat  sfrconf, 

J.  THiLtPBHEW  CmNKV."    So,  heto's  a  DEW  acholat.  [Ca- 

i  P«"-]  Ha, hat 

a  Aliin.  Oh,  ho ! 

■g^  Boa.  And  I  am  singled  oat  for  the  honour  ofdancing 

vith  her,  in  the  temple  of  Hymen  ;  the  temple  of  Hymen 

g  is  some  new  ball-room,  t  suppose,  for  I  never  heard  of 

it  before,  [hooka  at  tht  direction.']  B-o-u-q-u-e-t.     Ay, 

it  must  be  H  person  of  faabinu,  by  not  knoning  how  to 

Tj  apell   my    name— hop- merchant!     They   bave   heard  of 

my  keeping  the   little  dancing- school   at   Clerkenwell, 

that's  unfortunate — you  lead  the  way. 

I  Mum.  Yes. 

_  Bote.  We'll  promenade  as  far  as  the  Mewa-Gale,  then 

*  hey  for  a  coach- cast  off. 

B  Mum.  Hey. 

Boa.   Foot  it,  loll  loll  de  roll.  lExit,  dancing,  R 

f  Mum.  Oh.  ho!  toll  loll  de  roll.         \  Exit,  caftriug,  i 

^  SCENE  IV.— OW  Crmk^t  Houu. 

Enter  Old  CRkMEY,  r.,  mteting  a  Serviint,  l 
Crn.  John,  is  the  young  man  returned! 
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Ser.  No,  sir.  [Exit,  l. 

Cra.  I  am  quite  impatient  to  see  Cecilia's  taste. 

Re-enter  Servant,  l* 

Ser.  A  gentleman  who  calls  himself  Bowkitt. 

Cra,  This  is  he.  Bouquet,  you  blockhead!  Show 
him  up.  [Exit  ServantJ]  Bowkitt ! — An  Englishman  is 
so  naturally  antigallican,  that  he  cannot  pronounce  a 
word  that  sounds  that  way.  Oh,  here  is  my  daugh- 
ter's fancy. 

Enter  Bowkitt,  l. 

Your  servant,  sir. 

Bow,  Sir,  I  have  the  superlative  felicity  to  declare, 
with  most  profound  respect,  that  1  have  the  honour  to 
»*ofess  myself  your  most  obedient,  much  devoted,  hum- 
servant.  [Boirs. 
'^.ra,  [Aside,'\  How  he  throws  his  legs  about !     I  pre- 
le,  sir,  you  partly  guess  at  the  business  on  which  I 
ired  this  favour. 

Mhw,  Yes,  sir ;  I  understand  you  design  to  give  a 
ball. 
Cra.  A  ball ! 

Bow,  Yes,  sir,  in  the  Temple  of  Hymen. 
Cra.  Oh,  yes,  yes,  sir ;  my  daughter  wishes  to  offer 
yoa  her  hand  there. 
Bow.  She  does  me  a  great  deal  of  honour.  The  Temple 

of  Hymen,  of  a  new  room,  is 

Cra.  New  !    I  think  it  is  a  pretty  old  room,  sir. 
Bow.  [Aside.]  Hem !  Very  odd  I  never  heard  of  it  be- 
fore.   I  mean,  sir,  it  is  so  spacious. 

Cra.  Why,  I  believe  the  Temple  of  Hymen  is  the 
largest  room  in  the  world  ;  for  scarce  a  night  passes  that 
some  millions  of  couples  are  not  let  down  in  it. 

Bow.  [Aside.]  A  damnM  lying  old  fellow,  this !  — 
Yes,  sir,  the  Temple  of  Hymen  is  mucli  frequented  by 
jons  of  fashion.  J^. 

ra.  Yes,  sir ;  and  persons  of  fashion  have  lately 
auopted  a  mode  of  setting  to  cross  partners ;  but  I'll 
— Titure  to  say   my  Cecilia  is   unfasbionably  vittuous  /i»  L  i 

V,  and  I  hope  will  ever  remain  so ;  though,  sir,  I  find  \lllCu  ! 

juu  are  decreed  her  partner  in  this  long  dance. 
.Sow.  Long  dance  !  [Ande.]  He's  damn'd  vulgar ! 
Cra.  As  it's  a  dance  that  lasts,  you  know. 
J3ow,  I  do,  sir :  I  am  complete  mastef  of  all  the  dances 
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so  iHsaoH-iK-LAW.  [ic 

''  now  Mcd  in  the  politMt  UMmbUci  of  Great  Briti^ 

from  >  waltx  to  the  gallopulc*. 

Crii,  Yc(,  lir  ;  bat  u  I  am  about  to  TCiigB  ■}  cUi 

to  yaat  care,  joa'll  not  be  offended  if  I  frankJj  tellfM, 

JOD  had  much  better  have  atack  to  joiu  hope  thaa  iMi- 

'  die  with  waltxea  and  ^liqiaijei. 

Bmt.  Oh,  Bir—thanki  to  taste 

1  done  with  hope  long  ago. 

Crm,  More  >baoie  for  joa,  air.     I  asaare  jou,  atliallw     ' 
to  bodneM  shoald  be  the  itrangeat  reconmeodatiBe  k 
-  >  nr  fa*oar. 

Btw.  Sir.  I  challenge  anj  genllenuia  of  the  paaf  it 

London  to  pa;  a  cloaer  attcotion  to  buaineM  than  I ;  W 

beiidee  my  prirale  Tiaiti  to  partkuiaf  luliei  in  tii>%  1 

hat«  no  lesa  than  eight  boirdiag-achoola.     Fii^  liq 

Tor   Haciioe; — chaaiee   br    Hunmersmitfa—    " 

for  Cbetiea — croi*  oTer  to  Battenea — figare 

well  —  piomenade    to   Newiogton  —  bot^ 

<  '  Bridge— cut  down  to  Bow.    So,  air,  ;oa  lea  I  ba 

W  prett;  general  interconne  with  the  ladies. 

Cm.  Yon  are  a  great  faroarite,  indaed. 

C  Bav.  Oh,  sir— ha,  ha! 

Fk  SONG.— BowKiTT. 

(f  With  aa  air  deoonair, 

I  ioitruct  the  ladies  charmiDg ; 
Ft  Sweet  and  prettj  lo*eIf  fair, 

BAnd  witt;  Hasan,  Jane,  and  Kit^, 
I  conlriTe  to  hit  joa. 
F  Cone  Bwaf,  all  je  gay  ; 

_  For  the  dance  mj  trade  il 

*  Sweet  and  pretty  loiely  fair. 

And  witty,  prithee  come  away. 
I  See,  see,  see  I — The  dancera  are  owli 

-  What  an  elegant  set  I 

'  Vhile  in  country  dance  or  cotillion 

g  lliey  dance,  I  regnlate  their  paces. 

_  Ye  yoDlhs,  woald  yon  the  lecret  hnow, 

f  When  I  adiance,  and  make  mj  bow, 

1  Why  I'mcaresa'd  wbeie'er  I  go  : 

I  squeeze  the  hand,  and  point  the  toe, 
■  And  slide  into  their  graces. 


Bnt,  str,  a  word,  if  yon  are  Otmo  wilk  yoaif» 
id  capers:  if  it  is  yoorpaanon — laay,  Wiif  ^ 
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are  so  frolicsome  to  dance  after  all  the  boarding-schools 
about  town,  my  daughter  can  expect  bat  little  of  your 
company. 

;,  Bow,  Sir,  I'll  be  with  her  three  times  a  week. 
•.  Cra,  [Aside.'l  He*\\  make  a  devilish  fashionable  hus- 
band ! 

Bow.  One  hour  each  visit — no  more  time  can  I  spare, 
sir.  No,  no— must  not  neglect  the  boarding-schools — 
the  sweet  little  angels  ! 

Cra,  But,  sir,  if  you  are  connected  with  my  family,  I 
presume  you'll  have  no  more  to  do  with  the  little  an> 

'Bow,  Why,  sir,  I  could  not  live  without  'em. 

Cm,  [Aside,]  Here's  a  fellow  going  to  marry  my 
daaghter,  and  tells  me  to  my  face  he  can't  do  without 
tliree  or  four  dozen  of  little  angels  !  And  are  you  really 
of  so  amorous  a  constitution? 
'  Bow.  I  amorous!  Oh,  fie,  sir!  I  mean  all  in  the 
way  of  business.  ., 

Cra.  Oh,  then,  I  fancy  my  daughter  will  find  employ- 
ment for  a  cleverer  fellow  than  ever  stood  upon  your 
legs.  But  seriously,  sir,  have  you  entirely  given  up  the 
hop  business  ? 

Bow.  Damn  the  hop  business  I  begging  your  pardon, 
sir ;  but  I  had  rather  not  have  it  mentioned — it  was  a 
▼ile  drudgery,  exceeding  low.  No,  no,  sir ;  the  board- 
ing.schools  for  me ! 

Cra,  [Aside,^  And  another  son-in-law  for  me.  I  wish 
yon  good  success.    Good  morning  to  you. 

Bow,  You'll  send  the  young  lady,  sir? 
^     Cra,  Indeed,  I  will  not.    You  won't  do  for  my  fa-  hi$gf  of 

mily;  * , 

Bow.  Sir,  I  am  extremely  sorry. 

Cra,  Don't  let  me  be  so  rash,  though.  Sir,  one 
word :  are  all  your  dealings  with  the  brewers  at  an 
ad? 

Bow,  The  brewers,  sir! 

Cra,  Zounds,  sir  !  in  one  word,  have  you  any  property 
left? 

Bow.  Property,  sir ! 

Cra,  Yes,  property,  sir.     After  all  your  reels  and  ftirh  f 

eon  rants,  could  you  scrape  up  a  little  capital,  to  begin  illiCu  ; 

the  world  again  with  ? 

Bow.  [Taieing  out  his  kitL'\  Here,  sir,  is  the  little  ca- 
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pital  tbat  I  began  the  world  with,  and  I'll  scrape  it  ap 
for  yoUy  with  ail  my  art  and  skill- 

Cro.  He's  mad ! 

Bow,  But,  my  dear  sir,  why  all  this  passion  t  I  never 
had  nor  can  imagine  that  money  is  so  necessary  to  our 
agreement,  at  least  on  my  side.  Do  yon  find  money,  and 
1*11  find  steps.  {Captring, 

Cra,  Step  ont  of  the  honse  this  minute ! 

Bow.  Sir,  this  is  very  strange  behsTioar. 

Cra.  Hop  off,  Mr.  Hop-Factor ! 

'  i  Enter  Cecilia,  r. 

Cee,  (tu)  What's  the  matter  ? 

Cra.  (o.)  Why,  sounds,  girl,  the  fellow  is  not  worth  a 
shilling ! 

Cee,  What  fellow  ? 

Cnu  But  if  you  will  have  him,  yon  must.    Yonll 
repent  it,  thaf  s  all.    Yon*ll  find  yourself  neglected  hy 
i  him. 

^x  Bow.  (l.)  I  shall  not  neglect  the  lady,  sir. 

Cra.  Did  you  not  tell  me  yon  c«nld  not  be  with  her 
C  but  three  hours  in  the  week  ? 

_  Bow,  I  did  so,  sir. 

*k  Cra.  There,  there  I — Bnt  if  yon  will  have  him,  yon 

J  must    Three  honrs  in  a  week  with  yon  only  !    And  he's 

as  amorous  as  the  Great  Mogul. 
F^  Bow.  Not  I,  sir,  not  1—1  am  not  amorous. 

n  Cra.  Oh,  did  not  you  tell  me  you  could  not  live  with- 

*^  ont  chasing  alter  the  boarding-school  angels  1 

P  .  Bow.  Sir,  you  may  be  as  angry  as  you  please,  bnt  I 

,  tell  you  again,  I  cannot  neglect  the  boarding-schools. 

^  Cra.  There,  there ! — But  if  you  will  have  him,  yon 

must.    Oh,  child,  cHild !  he*s  a  beggar ! 
T  Bow.  Sir,  I  scorn  your  imputation — a  beggar ! 

Cra.  Did  not  you  say  you  had  lost  all  doings  with 
T  the  brewers  f 

^  Bow.  Sir,  I  know  nothing  about  the  brewers. 

^  Cra,  There,  there !— But  if  you  will  have  him,  yon 

J  must    He's  not  worth  a  guinea— has  not  as  much  hops 

as  would  produce  a  pennyworth  of  twopenny !     He's 
^  poor ;  and,  to  do  him  justice,  in  my  eyes,  1  never  saw  an 

uglier  fellow.    But,  as  he's  your  choice 
Cee.  My  choice,  sir! — Who  is  the  gentleman? 
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ft 
o.  Who  shoald  he  be  but  yoor  darling  BimqiiBt,  the 
merchant  of  St.  Mary  Axe? 
c.  Not  he,  indeed, 
a.  Who  the  devil  is  he,  then  f 
iw,  Bowkitt.  the  dancing-master  of  Suffolk  Street, 
a.  A  dancing-master ! 
*w.  At  your  service, 
'a.  And  what  brought  yon  here  T 
)w.  IShowing  the  letter,]  Pray,  sir,  is  this  your  hand  ? 
sent  for  me,  sir. 

'a.  I  send  for  a  dancing-master ! — Show  me.  [^Looks 
€  letter.]  I — ha,  ha ! — I  have  it— ha,  ha,  ha ! 
>«.  Whaf  s  all  this  1 

'o.  My  dear,  it  proceeds  from  a  confounded  blunder 
rator  Mum's.— Ha,  ha,  ha ! — Instead  of  delivering 
etter  to  your  lover,  Bouquet,  he  goes  and  gives  it  to 
What's  your  name,  my  lad  ? 
tw,  {^AsideJ]  Lad ! — Bowkitt,  sir. 
•a.  Gives  it  to  Bowkitt,  the  dancing-master ! — Ha, 
A ! — But  you  will  excuse  what  is  past,  my  lad — you 
what  has  occasioned  it 

•€•  I  knew  there  must  be  some  mistake ;  but  now, 
I  hope  yon  will  rectify  it,  by  sending  for  Mr.  Bou- 
In  the  mean  time,  I  can  only  testify  my  concern 
iving  been  the  innocent  cause  of  any  embarrassment 
is  gentleman. 

»t0.  Oh,  never  mind  it,  madam — I  shall  be  happy  to 
e  at  your  wedding. 

TRIO. — Bowkitt,  Ckamky,  and  Cecilia. 

7.     You're  so  charming  and  fair. 
Such  a  Rrace — such  an  air 
That  youll  swim  in  the  dance, 
like  a  lady  from  France ; 
And  will  prove,  when  a  wife, 
A  good  partner  for  life. 
Youli  swim  in  the  dance,  &c. 

Some  fathers  would  huff,  frown,  and  lour, 
Insist  on  their  absolute  power. 

And  give  up  their  children  for  pelf; 
But,  Cecilia,  since  yonll  not  agree 
To  marry  the  man  pleases  me,  iftlcll ! 

E'en  marry  who  pleases  yourself. 

E'en  marry  who  pleases  yourself. 

E'en  marry  who  pleases  yourself. 
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Cec,      Copid — Hymen — crown  oar  love ! 

To  a  maiden's  call  attend, 

To  a  maiden's  call  attend. 
Faithful  may  the  husband  prove, 

When  the  father  proves  a  friend ! 
Faithful  may  the  husband  prove. 

When  the  father  proves  a  friend  I 

■ 

Cra,      Cupid—  Hymen — hear  our  prayers ! 
Let  the  graces  dance  the  hay, 
Let  the  graces  dance  the  hay  ; 
Bacchus,  on  thy  ton  appear,— 
This  is  Cranky's  holyday. 
This  is  Cranky's  holyday. 
This  is  Cranky's  holyday  ! 

Feast  and  holyday,  and  holyday,  and  holyday. 
Feast  and  holyday,  and  holyday,  and  holyday. 
Feast  and  holyday,  and  holyday,  and  holyday ! 

[ExnaUf  i. 

BND  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  IL 

SCENE  I.— OU  Cranhf*t  Houte^TabU  and  CAotrs,  & 
Vinegar  and  John  wUhouif  l. 

Vin,  I  know  he  is  at  home. 

John,  He  is  not  at  home,  indeed,  sir 

Fill.  I  am  sure  he  is,  though. 

John.  Why,  upon  my  word,  sir,  he  is  not 

Vm.  You  lie — you  lie,  sirrah  1  —  He  is  above.  — 
Cranky !— Old  Cranky  !— Old  Cranky,  I  say  !— I  war- 
rant him  here.    Old  Cranky,  I  say  ! — I  say,  old  Cranky ! 

Enier  Vinkoar  and  John,  l. 

£h  f  he's  not  here,  I  find. — But,  you  impudent  scoun- 
drel !  how  dare  you  contradict  me  when  I  said  he  vras 
at  home  f — Answer  me  that. 

John,  Because  I  knew  he  was  abroad. 

Vin,  You  ought  to  know  it  was  ill-mannert  to  ooiitr»- 
dict— eh  I  you  plebeian  !— Answer  me  that 

John.  Sir,  I 
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MAN-MILLINER, 


ACT    I. 

SCENE  L 

A  Parlour  behind  a  Milliner's  Shop, '-^{Laughing  of 

fVbmen  without.) 

Enter  Mrs.  Coeffeuse. 

Mrs.  CoiFFEUSE  (^calling). 
Why,  Harriot,  Mary,  Betfey,  Mrs.  Chainftich ! 

Rnter  iWrj.  Chainstich. 

Mrs.  Chainftich  !  how  can  you  fufFer  thofe  girls 
to  make  fuch  a  noife  ? 

Mrs.  Chain.  Ma*am,  don't  be  angry,  but — ^ha, 
ha,  ha  !  you  know  weVe  got  two  new  work -wo- 
men to-day,  and  the  girls  have  made  them  pay 
their  footing  in  a  bottle  of  raifin-wine  and  two  or 
three  pound  of  maccaroons. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Merry  and  wife  !— This  giggling  may 
become  Mr»  Coefieufe^s  (hop  at  St.  James 's^  but 

this 


)••  THE  MAN-MILLINER. 

tbtf  it  die  eicy^  Mrp.  Chabftkb.  ThU  ihop  was 
another  fort  of  place  in  my  late  hufband's  time.— ">► 
Mr.  Bombazeen  was  an  honeft  haberdafher,  but 
fincelVe  married  this  frippery  French  man-milliner, 
Vm  like  a  fine  gaufe*tnob>  trim'd  with  a  three- 
penny edging. 

Mrs.  Qfaiit,  Ob,  Ma'am  I  Tve  had  a  letter  from 
my  coufin,  Mifs  Polly  Gunnel ;  (he  fays  her  guar* 
dian  brings  her  up  to  town  co-day.  (^laughing  with-^ 
#»/}    Be  quiet,  will  you  ?  lExit^ 

Enter  Coeffeitse. 

Oef.  Here  I  am',  my  dear,  I  fly  thro*  de  City, 
dart  thro'  de  mob  and  de  mire,  boue  de  Londres  i 
nimble  as  de  eel  to  come  to  you— firft  one  ihoulder, 
den  the  other  Ihoulder,  den  hey,  I  ikip  de  kennel. 
In  my  hafte  to  come  to  you,  my  fweec  wife,  i  did 
overturn  two  Mademaifelie  de  barrow  Gentle- 
woman, vid  de  green  cucumber. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Yes,  my  dear ;  and  fee  how  youVe 
Toby  little  Matter  the  chimney-fwceper.  (j>ointing 
to  his  coatf  vobkh  is  blacked) 

Coef.  Ab  pauvre,  little  fellow—  {unfeen  ly  ier^ 
wipes  his  coat  with  her  apron-^^oth  laugh)  ha,  ha, 
ha !  We  are  the  two  pair  of  happy  couple.  Bcfides 
my  great  love,  my  dear,  I  had  your  intereft,  and 
my  intereft  a  mon  coeur,  in  our  match— You  was 
de  grange  Widow  Bombafin,  vid  your  fubftan* 
tiai  haberdafliery  ihop  here  in  Cheapfide — I  vas  de 
elegant  Monfieur  Coeffeufe,  vid  de  nke  miiUnary 
Ihop  in  de  St.  James's — ^I  ^d  fee  it  plain  i3at  we 
ihou'd  make  de  money.  I  have  fortune  at  my 
foot,  like  dis  filver  fhoe-buckk ;  I  am  de  fafhion^ 
and  you^re  dc  weight,  mafey. 
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Vin,  Do  yoa  prate  ? — I'll  break  your  head,  you  scoun- 
drel [Offers  to  strike  him] — I'll  break  your  head  ! 

John.  Sir,  sir — I — if  you  strike  me,  perhaps — perhaps 
you'd  find — I'll  answer  you  that— ^ 

Vin,  You  impudent,  audacious 

Enter  Old  Cranky,  r. 

Cra,  Gad's  my  life!   what's  all  here  to  do? — Hey, 
friend  Vinegar ! 
Vin.  (0.)  Contradict  me ! 

Cra.  Why,  Vinegar,  you  are  always  wrangling  with 
the  servants ;  what  have  they  done  to  you  that  you  thus 
declare  open  war  against  them  ? 

Vin.  War ! — No  war. — I'll  use  Ihem  as  Rodney  did 
the  French^- beat  them  wherever  I  meet  them. 

Cra.  Yes,  but  show  a  little  less  of  the  master,  and 

you'll  find  your  servant  more  of  your  friend.     Go  down, 

John.  lExit  John,  L, 

Vin.  Ay,  go  down  stairs,  sirrah.     Contradict  me  ! — 

Were  you  abroad  ?    Answer  me  that. 

Cr«.  I  was— yes,  I  was. 

Vin.  You  were  not — but  I  won't  contradict  you,  be- 
cause it's  not  good  manners.  Well,  you  were  out.  — 
Where  1    Answer  me  that. 

Cra.  I  was  in  search  of  Mr.  Bouquet,  on  whom  I  find 
my  daughter  has  fixed  her  heart. 
Vin.  In  search  of  Bouquet !     Not  you,  indeed. 
Cra.  Upon  my  word  I  was,  though. 
Vin.  No! — But  I  won't  contradict  you,  because  it 
woQld  be  unmannerly. 

Cra.  I  think,  as  you  say,  it  would  be  unmannerly  to 
contradict. 

Fin.  Do  you  go  to  the  clu9  to-night  1    Answer  me 
tbat  < 

Cra.  I  intend  so. 

Vin.  No,  you  don't.    But  I  won't  contradict  you,  be- 
cause I  know  what  manners  are. 
Cra.  [Half  (uide.]  Yes,  you're  as  polite  as  a  pirate. 
Vin.  What ! 

Cra.  I  say,  we  have  a  fine  summer  before  us. 
Vin.  Cranky,  you  call'd  me  pirate. 
Cra.  Not  I.    But  I  won't  contradict  you,  because  it 
would  not  be  good  manners. 

Vin.  If  you  talk  of  manners,  you  may  bid  me  sit  down 
inyonrown  house. 
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Cr<L  Well,  sit  down,  then,  and  1*11  five  yoa  a  bo 
of  your  own  port.  [^^ 

Vin.  I'd  rather  drink  anybody  else's. 
Cra.  [CaUing,^  John! 

Enter  JoBHf  u 
A  bottle  of  port 
Jnkn.  Yes,  sir.     '  [ExU 

Vin,  I'm  a  fine  fellow— answer  me  that 
Cro.  So  yoa  are. 

Re-enter  John  tdilik  winef  l.— Ae  pafs  t<  on  the  tabU 

Vm,  You  have  cause  to  say  so.    Retire !  [Eacit  Ji 
L.]  Sing  roe  a  song,  and  I'll  tell  yoa  a  story. 
Cra,  With  all  my  heart 

SONG.— Cra  KKY. 

I  like  the  plain  song,  without  fine  repetitionsy 
Soft  cadences,  graces,  or  running  divisions; 
I  love  Langolee  and  sweet  Oraroachree  Molly, 
Or  strike  up  the  Jorum  to  chase  melancholy, 

Or  strike,  &c 
With  a  bottle  of  red  give  me  bumper  'Squire  Jones, 
And  the  Tempest  of  War  in  bold  Bannister's  tones. 
With  old  friends  and  old  wine. 

Thus  I  feel  no  decay. 
But  a  gentle  decline. 
As  life  passes  away. 
Good  humour's  our  waiter,  so  drink  and  sit  still ; 
For  why  should  we  part  till  old  Death  brings  the  bill 

Why  should,  && 
Why  should,  &c 
So  drink  and  sit  still, 
TiU  old  Death  brings  the  biU. 

Cra.  There,  old  Vinegar,  that* s  my  epitaph. 

Vm.  I  wuh  it  was. 

Cm.  Thank  you. 

Vin.  Did  you  sing  your  best  1 

Cra.  Yes,  I  did. 

Vin.  The  worst  song  I  ever  heard. 

Cra,  Eh  !— -But  your  story. 

Vin.  Did  you  find  Bouquet  ?— Answer  me  that 

Cnu  No. 

Fm.  You  soon  may 


de  money.    I  bave  fortune  at  my 
filver  ihoe-buclde  ;  I  tm  de  fafliionj 
weight,  mafby. 
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Cr>.  Wherol 

Fin.  In  the  cage. 

Cra.  What  cage? 

Fm.  In  St  George's  Fields. 

CrtL  The  King's  Bench  r  5>  < 

Fni.  Yes. —  He's  a  man  of  pleasure — the  gaming- 
houses will  be  his  min,  and  he'(f  travel  as  far  as  the 
Lactariam. 

Cra.  Faith! 

Fill.  Think  no  more  of  him.  I  have  a  husband  for 
your  daughter. 

Cra,  Who  is  he  f  So 

Fm.  Do  yoo  like  a  rich  son-in-law  f—  Answer  me 
that  m- 

Cra,  Yes.  i-      , 

Fta.  Thafs  wonderful!  —  Harkee,  he's  worth  up- 
wards of  a  hundred  and  twenty  thousand  pounds.  pUf 

Crm.  Is  he  handsome  f 

Fm.  A  little  gummy  or  so. 

Cra.  Who  is  he?  Tea- 

Ftn.  A  great  Italian  banker,  lately  arrived  from  Ve-  2iT^ 

nice,  young  and  very  rich. 

Cra,  Well.  •  11  a 

Fta.  Come  to  London  about  a  matter  of  business ;  but 
he  likes  it  so  well,  that  he  talks  of  settling  here,  and 
taking  a  house  in  Portland  Place.  — >I 

Cro.  Portland  Place — ^well. 

Ftn.  Has  conceived  a  mighty  passion  for  Cecilia — saw  ^ 

her  at  the  Opera  the  other  night    I  met  him  at  a  friend's  tXlV 

in  Lombard  Street ;  he  spoke  in  raptures  of  your  daugh-  ^  * 

ter,  and,  finding  I  knew  you,  gave  me  commission  to  V* 

break  the  matter  to  you.     A  fine  affair!    Answer  me  Ar 

that 

Cra,  A  banker  of  Venice ! 

Fta.  A  great  thing — young  and  rich.  .q^ 

Cra.  A  capital  hit!    If  any  man  living  can  supplant  ... 

this  fop.  Bouquet,  an  Italian  has  the  best  chance ;  her  ^\(X 

passion  for  music  makes  her  so  exceeding  partial  to  .  ^  q 

everything  of  that  country.  F 

Fta.  He^s  a  prize !  don't  let  him  slip.    I  fancy  he'll  CO 

call  on  yon  this  morning — I  gave  him  your  address-    I 
told  him  you  was  a  good-natured  stupid  old  fellow.  ^^ 

Cr«.  I  am  much  obliged  to  you.    Youll  introduce  nd 

him? 

Fm.  No,  I  won't — I  have  business.    He'll  oome  with- 
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oat  ceremony,  and  he'll  expect  nooe.  -  Yon  know  mj 
way— I  told  him  your  character.  Says  I,  my  friend 
Cranky  is  tolerably  honest,  as  the  world  goes  ;  bat  say 
that,  and  you  say  all.  I  hear,  says  my  Italian,  Mr. 
Cranky  spoken  of  as  a  very  worthy  old  gentleman. 
The  world's  damnably  given  to  lying,  says  I ;  for  the 
only  good  thing  1  know  of  him  is,  that  he  drinks  my 
wine,  and  pays  me  ready  money — Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Cra,  You  are  very  kind. 

Vin,  So,  no,  he  expects  no  good  manners  from  you. 

Cro.  [Aside,]  Not  if  he  judges  from  my  company* 
What's  his  name  ? 

rta.  Signer — Signer—* Curse  these  Italian  names.  I 
know  it  ends  with  an  int.  or  an  tUi,  or  something  that 
way. 

Cra.  His  coming  this  evening  will  be  quite  apropos, 
for  Cecilia  is  to  have  a  concert  here,  in  the  next  room  ; 
and  her  skill  in  music  mast  render  her  doubly  amiable 
to  an  Italian  gentleman. 

Vtn,  That's  impossible  that  any  can.  He  certainly 
will  marry  her,  and  I'd  advise  you  to  conclude  the 
affair  immediately,  for  fear  of  accidents. 

Crtu  My  dear  friendf  I  don't  know  how  to  thank  yoa. 

Fill.  1  know  yoa  don*t,  you're  so  damn'd  unman- 
nerly. Farewell.  He  drinks  my  wine,  and  pays  me 
ready  money.    Signior !  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Cra.  That  was  extremely  facetious.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
You  laughed  very  heartily  at  me.  >• 

Fta.  Yes— ha,  ha,  ha  !  and  the  Signer'  laughed  at 
you  in  broken  English.     Well,  good  bye. 

Cra,  You  think  he'll  come  this  evening  1 

Vim,  Yes,  yes,  certainly.  Farewell.  Where  are  yoo 
going  ?    Answer  me  that 

Cro.  Only  to  ring  for  a  servant 

Vin.  To  watch,  for  fear  I  should  slip  anything  off 
the  sideboard  in  tbe  parlour,  as  I  go  out  Is  that  your 
politeness  r  Oh  !  Cranky,  Cranky,  I  fear  I  never  can 
teach  you  good  manners !  [Exii,  l. 

Cra.  That  you  never  can,  indeed.  There's  a  man ; 
first  waiter  at  a  tavern  in  Fleet  Street,  marries  his  mas- 
ter's widow,  a  vintner  ten  years,  commences  wine-mer- 
chant, and  in  fifteen  years  amassed  a  fortune  of  fifty 
thousand  poands.  Well  done,  old  Vinegar  !  A  lucky 
circumstance,  though. — If  Cecilia  accept  of  this  banker 
for  a  husband — Oh,  here  she  comes,  with  a  whole  cargo 
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of  fiddles,  dnims,  hantboys,  fifes,  horns,  and  trumpets  * 

Oh  Lord  !  Qh  Lord  !  I  must  get  out  of  her  way,  while 

have  the  use  of  my  ears.  lExity  r. 

Enter  Cbcilia,  meeting  Dolce. 

Dot.  Oh,  Madam  I 

Cec.  What's  the  matter  ?  * 

Dot,  Ah !  Madam,  I  fear  you'll  see  Mr.  Bouquet  no 
more. 

Cec.  You  surprise  me.     Why,  pray  r 

Dot,  You  must  know,  Madam,  old  Vinegar  has  had 
a  long  confereDce  with  your  papa ;  and  happening,  by 
acct^nt,  to  pass  by  the  door,  and  hearing  your  name 
drop,  I  was  tempted  to  listen 

Cec.  Listen! 

DoL  I'd  scorn  to  listen  for  myself,  Madam  ;  but  hear- 
ing your  name  drop,  and  knowing  Mr.  Vinegar's  dislike 
to  your  marrying  Mr.  Bouquet,  I  could  not  resist  it 

Cec,  What  could  you  gather  ? 

Dot,  As  sure  as  I  live.  Madam,  Mr.  Vinegar  has  re- 
commended a  great  Hessian  as  a  husband  for  you. 

Cec,  A  Hessian! 

Dot,  Yes,  Madam,  a  banker,  it  seems ;  and  you  are  to 
be  married  to  him  immediately. 

Cec,  Dear  girl,  I  thank  you  for  this  information.  This 
shock  has  so  suddenly  affected  me,  I  shan't  be  able  to 
recover  my  brilliante  this  five  minutes ;  but  tell  the  com- 
pany, I'll  do  myself  the  honour  of  waiting  on  them  pre- 
sently. 

Dot,  Yes,  Madam,  ^Exitj  l. 

Cec,  What  a  dreadful  resolution!  Such  a  sudden 
transition,  too.  My  father,  that  not  two  hours  since 
seem'd  so  anxious  for  mv  union  with  my  sweet  Bouquet! 

Enter  Dolce  and  Bouquet,  l. 

Dol^  Don't  be  angry  with  me,  dear  Madam,  for  pro 
moting  this  pleasing  interview. 

Cec.  (r.  c.)   Mr.  Bouquet ! 

Bou,  (c.)  My  dear  Cecilia  ! 

Cec,  Ah !   Mr.  Bouquet,   what  a ^ 

Bou,  I  have  beard  it  all  from  Dolce. 

Cec.  We  shall  never  be  united  by  my  father's  consent, 
and  without  it,  my  heart  is  breaking  ! 
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Bom,  Come,  my  love,  dry  up  yoor  tears ;  we  shall 
emerge  from  this  envious  cloud,  and  enjoy  a  fall  fruition 
of  love  and  happiuess. 

Cec.  But  how  did  you  gain  admittance  1 

Bau,  As  one  of  your  band  ;  but,  hearing  Mr.  Vine- 
gar's voice — as  I  am  certain  be  knows  my  person,  though 
your  father  does  not — for  fear  of  discovery,  I  popp*d  into 
the  case  of  the  double-bass  that  lies  in  the  ooncert- 
room. 

Cranky,  [Calling  without y  R*"}  John« 

Cec  My  father's  voice  1 

DoL  Mr.  Bouquet,  Madam,  had  best  retire  to  the 
old  station,  till  1  am  certain  Mr.  Vinegar 's  gone. 

lExityL. 

Bou.  And  must  we  part  f 

Cec.  But  for  a  moment.  [Exit  Bouquei^  L. 

Enter  Dolce,  l. 

Dol.  I  fancy  Mr.  Vinegar  is  still  below  stairs,  but  I 
must  be  upon  the  watch. 

Cec,  Dolce,  my  mind  is  now  somewhat  more  at  ease ; 
my  father's  caprice  may  soon  take  another  turn,  and 
that  may  be  in  our  favour. 

Dol,  Heaven  send  it.  Madam  ! 

Cec.  I  expect  Signor  Arionelli  here  at  the  concert.  I 
have  a  notion  of  becoming  his  pupil  f  when  he  oomes, 
show  him  into  the  concert-room. 

Dol,  Yes,  Madam. 

Cec,  You  know  him,  the  Italian  opera-singer, — speaks 
in  a  small  tone,  like  a  woman. 

Dol.  Oh !  I  know  him  very  well,  Madam.       [£jnl,  l. 

Cec.  Now  to  assume  all  the  cheerfulness  in  my  power. 

SON6.->Cecilia. 

Goddess  of  the  magic  cestus. 
Queen  of  am'rous  arts  and  wiles. 
How  can  we,  when  cares  molest  us, 
How  can  we,  when  cares  molest  us, 
Veil  our  agonies  in  smiles  1 
Goddessof  the  magic  cestus,  &c. 

Whilst  in  dread  surprise  we  tremble. 
Whilst  black  cares  and  fears  among. 
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Vain  the  effort  to  dissemble — 
Vain  to  wear  the  face  of  Joy. 
Whilst  in  dread,  &c. 

In  gratitude  to  thy  exalted  friendship, 
1*11  quit  this  scene  of  horror  and  despair ! 
But,  oh !  thus  exil'd,  I  shall  only  fly. 
Restless,  to  tread  the  paths  of  misery  !    [Exiif  l. 

Enter  Old  Cranky  and  John. 

Cra,  John,  if  a  foreign  gentleman  comes,  an  Italian 
d'ye  mind,  introduce  him.  [A  knock,  l.J  Run,  run ! 
perhaps  this  is  he.  [Exit  John,  l.]  Ay,  he*ll  make 
something  like  a  son-in-law  ;  and,  if  I  find  him  as  eager 
as  Vinegar  reports,  Til  have  the  wedding  solemnized 
this  night. 

Re-enter  John. 

John,  Signer— I  forget— the  Italian  gentleman. 

[ExitJohn^  l« 

Enter  Signor  Arionelli,  l. 

Ari.  Umblissimo  servo,  Signor,  is  this  Mr.  Cranky's 
house? 
Cra.  Yon  are  very  right,  sir,  my  name  is  Cranky. 
Aru  Devotissimo  servo  suo. 
Cra.  [Aside,']  He  has  a  mighty  comical  voice. 
\ri.  The  young  lady,  your  daughter. 
•ra.  [Aside."]  How  impatient  he  is  to  see  her ! 
iri.  I  have,  sir,  a  great  respect  for  her  taste  in 
sic. 

Cra.  Sir,  yon  do  her  a  gpreat  deal  of  honour.  Music, 
sir,  is  her  great  passion,  and  I  have  always  encouraged 
her  in  the  pursuit,  particularly  Italian  music.  I  am 
transported  with  Italian  music. — [Aside,]  Vd  rather 
hear  a  Scot's  bagpipe. 

ri.  [Bows.]  Sir,  you  are  very  obliging 
ra.  [Aside,]  He  has  a  very  droll  voice. 
Ari.  Sir,  I  am  quite  Umguente  for  the  lady. 

a,  [Aside.]  How   deeply   he  is  in  love  with  my 
hter! 

i.  To  convince  her 

a.  Oh,  sir,  time  enough  for  (hat ;  yon  shall  have  a 
)pportunity  to  cultivate  a  permanent  esteem. 
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Ari.  I  Bhall  be  cirerul,  lii ;  dtlegtnlt,  in  mj  part,  to 
merit  h«r  Tdvour. 

Cra.  I'il  uiswer  for  my  duaglitai. — And  for  my  part, 
ur,  tliere  it  no  man  in  England  I  am  more  aniioas  Id 
hava  introduced  into  my  family,  from  the  eicsllencc  of 
rour  chaiBcter  ;  and  therefore,  air,  if  yon  pleaie,  we'll 
■ave  every  tbin^  letlled  immediately. 
\fl  -<*"•  Sir,  I'll  aiuwur  that  after  I  slag  one  »oug.  g 

-  Cra.   A  WQg,  »ir ! 

lini  Art,  You  caa  form  a  better  jadgment  of  my  Toice.  J 

]'|Y  Cra,  Oh,  sir,  yoni  rolce  ia  a  very  immaterial  poinL     f 

A  gentleman's  charoctei,  air,  is [ 

|iei  Jri.  Yes,  Bir;butl  wauldcoDTiDceyoathalmyToice 

come*  np  to  my  character.  ! 

*  Cra.  [AMidt,]  I  anppoae  he  baa  a  voiee  in  the  Senile     , 

my  of  Venice,  that  he  makei  lucb  a  work  aboal  it !    Pra;, 

J'  lir,  pardon  me,  are  you  a  senator  f 

*"":  Ari.  Sir ! 

m  Cra.  Perhaps  you  are  a  Venetian  parliament-nuB. 

Ari,  Sir,  I  dont  undeisUnd 

Cra.  Then  I  must  come  to  Uie  point,  sir.    We  «iU 
adjust  Ibis  affair  immediately. 

Ari,  But,  sir,  after  the  concert. — In  the  mesn  tunt, 
I'll  sing  you  one  little  soug. 

fy^  SONO.~SlQN0R  AaioHaLLL 

nin*  Water  palled  froiA  the  sea, 

j  Hay  increase  the  riier's  tide. 

■KH  To  the  bubbling  fount  may  flee, 

J|[]  I  Or  through  fertile  valleys  glide. 

ove 

WOl  * 

J 

fob 

10  I  Cra.  What  has  a  concert  to  do  with  the  business  in 

(question !    In  a  short  interview  with   my   daughter, 
you'll  be  acquainted  with  bar  qualificatione.   Well  send 

Kuffl  forour  lawyers,  and 

•  ^  Ari.  Lawyers!  dear  sir,  you  are  too  particular,  there 

na  1  ia  no  occasion  for  lawyers  in 

my!  Cra.  Pardon  me,  sir,  all  these  little  foimalities  pro- 

tnyi 
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[justed  before  marriage  lays  the  fonndation  of 

appiness ;  besides,  a  provision  for  the  children, 

w,  is  essential. 

Children  !  Marriage ! — I  beg  yonr  pardon,  sir,  I 

consider  about — this  marriage — but  it  seems  your 

r  is  going  to  be  married. 

Oertainly,  if  you  please. 

[  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  Til  take  my  leave  for  the 

Take  your  leave ! 

Ih,  sir,  I  am  not  at  all  impatient. 

'Aside.']  Very  odd  this !    You  are  not  impatient? 

Sfo,  no,  sir  ;  any  other  time  will  do  for  me. 

$ir,  you  are  grown  very  cool  of  a  sudden. — In 

d,  will  you  be  married  ? 

»ir,  I  don't  understand. 

Will  you  marry  my  daughtei?    Thafs  the  Eng- 

}ir,  I  came  Lere  for  a  concert. 

M^ell,  my  daughter  is  a  concert  for  a  prince. 

$ir,  I  mean  I  came  here  to  a  concert 

Dh !  we'll  stay  for  the  consort ;  but,  do  you  like 

fhter? 

[he  is  very  beautiful. 

\nd  have  you  any  thing  to  say  against  her 

3  caro !  no,  Signor ! 

Then,  zounds! 

iir,'  sir — your  daughter  is  a  very  fine  lady,  and  a 

d  lady — but  for — marriage — it  is  quite  out  of  my 

iow !  are  your  affections  engaged  since  you  saw 

Jgar? 

'.  have  no  old  Vinegar,  nor  affections  for  any 

t  my  notes. 

IV ell,   every  banker  should   take  care  of  his 

lut  he  might  like  a  pretty  girl,  too. 

}ir,   I  respect  and  honour  the  pretty  girls ;  but 

iage — it  will  do  for  me  to  sing  to  the  ladies. 

$ir,  if  you  object  to  marry  my  daughter,  you 

my  house  with  a  dishonourable  intent. 

;ir,  I? 

>ir,  you  disclosed  your  passion  for  my  daughter 

inegar. — I  believe  old  Vinegar. 
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Ari,  I  don^  understand— old  Vinegar ! 
Cra.  Zounde,  sir 


£iUer  Cecilia  tmd  Dolce,  l. 

ee.  Oh !  my  sweet  Signor,  we  have  been  all  ilss* 
guinte  for  your  presence  t 

Cra.  Sweet  Signor!  Oh!  oh!  now  I  see  what  ob- 
stracted  the  marriage.    Oh,  thoo  wicked  girl  I 

Cee,  Sir ! 

Cra,  O  thoa  vile  seducer  * 

Ari.  Signor! 

Cee,  What's  the  matter  now,  sir  f 

Cra.  After  all,  he  won't  marry  you. 

Cee.  What  all,  sir? 

Cra.  Has  he  not  undone  you  ? 

Ari.  ^gnor,  I  can  undo  nobody. 

Cee.  Undone  me,  sir ! 

Cra.  Yes,  you  profligate. 

Cee.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Cms.  What  do  you  laugh  it  ?    Oh,  she  is  hardened  in 
her  iniquity  I 

Cee.  Why,  my  dear  sir,  do  yon  know  who  this  is  ? 

Cra.  Ohy    yes,    madam,     I    know  your    VenetisB 
banker.  4 

Cee.  Why,  sir,  tnis  is  Signor  Arionelli,  the  open 
singer. 

Cra.  Nelly,  the  opera  singer,  marry  my  daughter ! 
Oh,  I  have  mistook  my  man  ?  * 

Ari.  Madam,  if  you  please  madam,  I  wAl  go  into 
the  concert. 

Cra.  Ay,  ay — go,  go  to  the  concert. 

Aru  La  Rin— Grasio,  signor,  shiavo  suo  signor.  ^ 

* 

SONO. — SiONOR  Ariomblli. 

Sigrnor  Cranky,  then  adio, 
Banish  all  your  vain  alarms  ; 
Signor  Cranky,  then  adio. 
Ah  !  farewell,  bell  Idol  mio, 
To  a  Briton  give  your  charms ! 
Ah  ;  farewell,  bell  Idol  mio ! 
Signor  Cranky,  &c. 

Cra.  I  am  vexed  with  myself,  I  have  made  myself 
so  ridicoloas  with  the  opera-singers  and  danciag-mis- 
ters.    Pbelieve  something,  1  don't  know  what,  inter- 
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in  this  affair.    Cecilia,  I  will  be  obeyed — and 

ifore  I  insist  that  you  take 

c.  Oh,  dear  sir ! 

>a.  The  man  of  your  choice. 

c  Dear,  kind  papa!  #2j 

Enter  John. 
*tt.  Come,  exhibit  your  concert — room — John.  *1^^.  I 

[The  folding  doors  are  thrown  opeuy  and  discovers  a  %  X~  Hr^ 

orchestra,  band,  8^c,  with  a  large  double-bass  case,  l. 

So 
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Enter  Mrs.  Chainstich. 
Mrs.  Chain.  Sir,  Mr.  Sprig  the  mercer,  ha 
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No  longer  Cupid's  foe,  child 

To  make  you  reparation, 

For  all  your  sad  vexation,  ^  X"-^-»^ 

Go,  please  your  inclination,  i^  0:^11 

And  take  your  lovely  beau,  child,  ^^-•UT 

And  take  your  lovely  beau,  child. 

Papa,  I  humbly  thank  you.  •« 

Tune  up  your  violoncello. 

This  night  I'll  sure  get  mellow  ^ 

And  as  a  kind  old  fellow,  ^^ 

Each  lover  here  will  thank  you,  ^^^-^  a 

Each  lover  here  will  thank  you. 

No  more  V\\  be  absurd :  ^  ^ 

If  Old  Nick  could  hither  carry  him,  '^    —I 

You  this  very  night  should  marry  him. 

I  take  you  at  your  word,    [/n  the  double-bass,]  -^ 

I  take  you  at  your  word.  ^Hy 

Hark!  hark!  for,  without  doubt,  t^Iv- 

The  voice  comes  from  the  bass.  jy  ^* 

Make  haste  and  let  me  out.  ^^T. 

My  lover's  in  the  case. 

A  lover  in  the  case  !  [0|Mms  the  ease. 

Is  this  your  beau,  my  dear  ?  V  OU 

Yes,  sir,  and  your  obedient.        IContes  out,  l.]  ^  j  j 

And  thus  you  got  in  here  !  ^JlU 

A  lover's  last  expedient. 

A  lover's  last  expedient. 

I  keep  my  word,  her  hand  here  take,  — 

No  more  you'll  play  the  naughty  rake.  I  ^^ 

For  love,  for  love,  I  folly  here  forsake  ; 

For  love,  for  love,  I  folly  here  forsake—  iUCi 

I  folly  here  forsake. 
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Hail,  oh !  hail !  hail,  oh  ! 

Hail !  hail !  oh  matrimony  divine. 

Parent  of  the  taneful  nine. 

Parent  of  the  taneful  nine. 

Warbling,  sporting,  chirping,  courting — 

Warbling,  sporting,  chirping,  courting — 

Love  and  matrimony  be  mine  ! 

Chorus. 
Hail,  oh  I  bail !  hail,  oh ! 


DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  1 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTA  IN. 

Dolce.      Cranky.      Cecilia.      BouaoET.      Job 
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Mrs.  Coef.  Why  indeed,  Monfieur  CoefFeufe,  I 
think  we  cou'dn't  have  done  bcttei  than  to  marry, 
tod  put  our  affairs  together. 

Coef.  Ah,  you  were  de  charming  widow  !  So 
beautiful  your-^rolh  of  filkj  fo  fine  your — cam- 
brick  ;  fo  white  your^— Klimity  j  fo  bright  your— 
fide-board  ;  and  fuch  a  raviilhing  polilh  on  your 
^^— voodeh  tables ^ 

Mrs.  Coef.  Ah  !  you  French  are  coaxing  crea- 
tures. But,  my  dear,  the  girls  of  your  fhop  are 
prodigious  forward,  and  if  any  freedoms — Even  a 
kifs  wouM  vex  me  fo! 

Coef.  Vd  be  glad  to  fee  a  girl  dare  to  kifs  me — ^I 
only  wifli  I  cou*d  catch  them  at  that  work.         ^ 

MrSi  Coef  I  wifh  I  cou'd  catch  them.  Bur,  my 
dear,  here's  Mifs  Polly  Gunnel  ccmes  up  fiom  Ply- 
mouth to-day,  with  her  guardian,  my  brother,  Mr. 
Faggot,  the  bifcuit-baker. 

Coef.  Bon — I  expeft  Sir  Harry  Fangle;  you 
know^  as  I  was  Sir  Harry's  valet,  and  he  did 
bring  me  over  to  England,  and  did  fet  me  up 
in  my  ihop,  I  am  bound  from  graritude^  to  do 
every  thing  for  him  dat  can  ferve — myfelf ;  fo  as 
he  is  now  almoft  ruin  his  eflate  by  pleafure,  and 
ton  and  life    ■ 

Mrs.  Coef  I  thought  he  was  prodigioufly  rich. 

Coef  Rich  !  oui — he  has  lodge  his  gold  in  de 
faro  bank,  and  run  his  filver  into  Newmarket  plate 
-^ha,  ha,  ha  !— he's  all  up  done — fo  Tve  promife 
to  help  him  to  dis  Plymouth  heirefs,  Mifs  Polly 
Gunnel,  dat  your  broder's  guardian  to,  and  he 
promife  to  give  me  de  good  fum  fordat. 

Enter  Mrs.  Chainstich. 

Mrs.  Chain.  Sir,  Mr.  Sprig  the  mercer,  has  fent 
VOL. IV.  s  s  «  abou; 
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about  the  lad^  the  apprentice ;  and  Ma*am,  there's 
a  Gentleman  in  the  (hop,  enquires  for  you  by  your 
former  name  of  Bombazeen,  [Exit. 

Frank:  (without)  Ne'er  mind,  fweetheart. 

Ms.  Coef.  Why  its  Frank  Dobbin,  an  old  coun- 
try friend  of  my  late  hufband's. 

Enter  Frauk  Dobbin. 

Frank.  Mrs.  Bombazeen,  by  Jove  Vm  glad  to 
fee  you.  (to  Mrs.  Coeffeu/e)  But  where'syour  good 
man  ? 

Mrs.  Coef.  There  he  is,  Mr.  Dobbin  (pointing 
tQ  Coeffeufe) 

Frank,  i  don't  mean  your  footman. 

Coef.  Footman  !— diable,  Monfieur,  vat  is  dat  ? 

Frank.  Where's  your  matter,  you  ugly  monkey? 

Mrs.  Coef.  Mr.  Dobbin,  why  that  Gentleman  is 
BOW  my  hulband.  -        * 

Frank.  What !  have  you  buried  old  Ralph  ? 

Coef  Qui,  Monfieur,  old  Ralph  va$  pretty 
rfuneraK  ' 

Frank.  Dare  fey  you  thought  fo-*— a.  Frencfamaa 
tool 

Mrs.  Coef  Yes,  Frank— our  match  is  the  com- 
mercial treaty  ;  it  qualifies  prejudice  and  partiality 
thus — Monfieur  here,  fends  me  a  faded  out-of-date 
French  affair ;  which  being  thought  Englifli  in 
my  Ihop,  it  at  once  goes  off  amongft  the  patriot 
citizens  here,  ha,  ha,  ha  1 

Coef  Oui- and  Madame  my  wife,  coming 

to  fee  me  t'other  day,  at  my  ftiop  at  Bond-ftreet^ 
did  leave  her  umbrella  upon  de  counter — in  tot- 
ters Lady  Upftart— "  Ah  !  Monfieur  Coeffeufe^" 
iays  Ihe,  "  the  very  thing  1  want— fl  parapluie  !'* 

Madam, 
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Afaaam,  fays  I,  I  am  happy,  I  can  acdommodatt 
you  with  a  hundred  right-genuine  Englifti  work, 
from  my  wife's  neighbour,  in  Cheapfi^e,  at  fix 
Ihillings  a  piece — **  Six  (hillings! — Eng^jih  V  ex-p 
claims  my  Lady  Upftart — *^  Ah  !  'tis  de  clumfieft 
—  moft  abominable^^what  you  mean,  Monfieur? 
I  might  as  well  carry  the  roof  of  a  hackney- 
*<  coach  in  my  hand/' — Ceft  vrai,  Madame,  'ti$ 
very  bad  indeed— I  vill  take*it  oiit  of  your  fight, 
and  will  bring  you  de  true  Parifian  rage-—"  Ah, 
*^  ah  !  Monfieur  Coeffeufe — dis  is  indeed  elegant, 
**  vat  is  de  price  ?'*  Out,  vid  de  purfe— •"  tree 
•'  guineas,  Madame,"  he,  he,  he !  Be  gar  I  did 
bring  her  back  de  very  fame  Cheapfide  um* 
brella,  dat  fhe  did  flout  at  fix  Ihillings,  mafoi— ^ 
ha,  ha,,  ha ! 

I* rank.  Then  all  who  prefer  the  work  of  fo* 
reigners,  to  the  manufadure  of  their  owij  country,' 
may  they  never  be  matter  of  a  ihilling  to  pur- 
chafe  it.  But  I  fee  now  how  it  is — ^poor  Ralph  I 
And  pray  what's  your  naipe  now,  Mrs.  Bomba* 
zeen. 

Mrs.  Coef.  That  is  Monfieur  Coeffeufe.  Bi4, 
Frank,  how  have  you  left  all  friends  at  Bramble-* 
ton  ?     How  long  have  you  been  in  town  ? 

Frank.  Only  fihce  Wednefday— ^ha,  ha,  ha  1— 
I'm  in  as  choice  a  hobble.— ^—^ You  remember 
my  brother  Galen,  an  apothecary  j  and  tho*  my 

younger,  yet  I'm  as  much  afraid  of  him -The 

fellow  took  care  of  what  he  had,  and  ftuck  to 
bufinefs;  while  Ikept  a  poney  to  run  for  faddles, 
and  if  f  cou'd  have  but  a  friend  and  a  fiddler, 
call'd  for  t'other  bottle  without  »  thought  of  to- 
morrow. So  now,  by  Jove,  I  think  myfelf  well 
off  to  tie  papers  round  the  necks  of  his  bottles, 
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and  at  two  o'clock  have  a  napkin  under  my  ehin, 
at  his  cable. 

Mrs^  Coef.  But  what  brought  you  to  town  now, 
Frank  ? 

Coef  Oul,  vat  brought  you  here  ? 

Fra^ik.  Why  you  muft  know  this  apothecary 
brother  of  mine  becaufe  he's  the  doAor  for  three 
miles  round  our  village,  will  have  his  only  fonBob 
a  regular  bred  furgeon.  Ha,  ha,  ha  1  and  here 
he  fends  hm  up  to  town  in  my  care  to  bind  him 
•prentice  to  furgeon  Tour»iiquet  of-what-d'ye-call- 
*^m  ftreet  there,  one  o*  your  tip  tops  hy  Jove,  his 
fee  with  a  'prentice  three  hundred  pounds,  and  this 
pretty  penny,  brother  Galen,  uuft§  to  my  pocket 
for  this  purpofe. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Very  well. 

Frank.  Ay,  fo  far  you'll  fay  all  right  and  tight^ 
but  getting  into  our  inn,  after  fuppcr  out  cornea 
cards  and  off  walks  fifty  of  Bob's  'prentice  fee, 
to — (I  don't  believe  he  was  a  Captain  thol  foip 
all  his  cockade)  fo  fufpedting  how  things  went, 
I  cuts  with  my  lofs — tumbles  into  bed  with 
the^  blue  devils  dancing  on  my  pillow,  takes  my 
remaining  two  hundred  and  fifty  this  morning 
to  my  grand  furgeon,  "  No — cou'dn't  take  leS 
than  three  hundred— own  table  ! — chariot ! — -walk 
the  hofpitals ! — rciputation  ! — -no,  no  1-^-co'udnt — 
So  now  muft  ppor  I  in  difgrace  face  brother,  and 
ppng  Mafter  Bobby  home  again-^hi^  own  mafter. 

Coef.  I've  de  tought.  {ajide)  I  viU  be  dat  Mafter 
Bobby's  maitre  !  vat  ^  Jackyfnap,  a  fqrgeon  refufe 
two  hundred  and  fifty  Louis !  Madame  Coeffeufe, 
I  do  refpeft  this  noble  Gentilhomme,  becaufe  he  is 
your  late  huft)and*s  friend;  and  tho*  there  be  de  new 
'prentice — Indenture  nqw  waitbg  ready  to  fign— r 

grancte 
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frande  fee,  how  much  is  dat  other  gar9on  to  give? 
\af>art  to  Mrs.  Coeffeuje) 

Mrs.  Coef.  An  hu  uired  pound,  (apart) 

Coef.  Oui,  de  grand  fee  of  three  hundred 
pound,  yet  mon  cher  amie — I'll  do  myfelf  dc 
honour  to  take  dat  two  hundred  and  fifty  you've 
left  and  maitre  de  Bob  Ihall  be  my  'prentice  boy  \ 
dat  for  de  great  f urgeon. 

Frank.  Hey  !   what  is  all  this? 

Mrs.  Coef,  Upon  my  word  I  don't  know  what 
he's  at ;  why  what  is  the  matter  with  you  Monfieui' 
Cocffeufc  ? 

Coef  I  vill  to  oblige  you,  take  maitre  be  Bob 
vid  only  all  de  money  you  have  left. 

Fran  .  You!  whv,  are  you  a  furgeon  ? 

Coef   No — but  I  am  a  milliner. 

Frank.  A  milliner,  oh,  oh,  ho  !  why  by  Jove, 
this  IS  the  higheft  fun — ha,  ha,  ha  1 — Bob-— make 
Bob  a  milliner. 

Mrs.  Coef  Oh,  I  fee  now  what  my  huftand 
means  {ajide).  Upon  my  word,  friend  Dobbin^ 
fuch  ail  t  ffer  is  not  to  be  laughM  at ;  Monficur 
Coeffeufe  fpeaks  very  handfome. 

Coef.  Oui,  I  fpeak  very  handfome. 

Frank  But  ferioufly,  mv  good  friends,  do  yo^ 
think  i'm  mad,  or  what  an  opinion  have  you  of 
me  ?  pbo  !  nonfenfe  !  bind  him  to  you  !  that  wou'd 
be  making  a  hopeful  journey  of  it  indeed  ! 

Mrs.  Coef  Oh,  very  well— But,  ha,  ha  !  Vm 
thinkm^^  what  a  hopeful  figure  you'll  make,  walk- 
ing again  into  your  brother's  (hop,  wth  Bob  in 
your  hand  and  Galcn'sfifty  guineas  in  the  Captain's 
pockets. 

Coef.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  you  viU  lofc  de  napkin 
from  under  your   Ihin,    I  think  you  vill  never 

flouriih 
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flourifh    de    ving    of    a  goofe    in   dat   padonf 
again. 

Mrs.  Coef.  YouVe  right,  my  dear,  for  I  fc«ow 
his  brother  Galen  is  one  of  the  churlieft  temper'd 
old  fellows 

Frank.  Yes,  but  if  I  ftiou*d  lake  your  advice— 
when  he  come  to  know  it — as  in  time  he  muft. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Ah,  but  what  time — what  do  you 
talk  of  know  ?  Can  an  apothecary  leave  his  pati- 
ents and  come  galloping  up  here  near  three  huhdred 
miles  ? 

Frank.  Eh,  if  he  cou*d  have  conveniently  laid 
down  the  peftle  now,  he  wou'd  not  have  trufted 
me  with  his  three  hundred  pounds. 

Coef.  Fort  bicn  !  and  in  a  littel  time  ven  he 
hears 'dat  Bob  is  de  flouriihing  genteel  young  fellow, 
and  bring  vid  him  cie  faihions  to  fpread  over,  and 
be  de  admiration  of  de  whole  country  vil  he  dare 
tihk  be  angry  vid  you  ? 

Frank.  Eh,  by  Jove  I  don't  know  what  to  think ! 
I  fhall  certainly  cut  a  mod  filly  figure  to  go  back 
with  Bob  in  my  hand.  But  really  have  you  fuch 
things  as  men-milliners. 

Coef.  Sans  Doute. 

Frank.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! — and  encouraged  ?  Good 
bufinefs  ? 

Coef.  Oui. 

Frank.  Since  the  furgeon  won't  take  him,  I  don't 
know  but  I  might  do  worfe  than  bind  him  to  you. 
A  milliner !  V\^  fqre  of  no  objedions  from  Bob,  for 
you  muft  know,  tho'  his  father  has  been  teaching 
the  boy  to  blifter  and  plaifter,  puffing  him  up  with 
the  hope  of  feeing  him  one  day  at  the  head  of 
his  profeflSon,  yet  a  few  nights  before  our  coming, 
finding  out  that  he'd  been  at  a  cock-match,  he 
fwore  he  never  ftiou*d  haye  the  honor  of  being  a 

furgeon 
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•iurgeon  j  yet  tho*  he  repented  of  this,  ftill  to 
punifli  him,  he  laid  a  ftri6t  injun<5lion  upon  mCp 
'whjp  he  determined  on  our  journey,  not  to  let  the 
boy  know  for  what  bulineis  he  was  intended  'till 
every  thing  was  concluded  !  Oh  !  by  Jove,  it  will 
make  a  moft  capital  joke  in  our  parts^  Bob  figuring 
about  as  a  milliner. 

Mrs  Coef.  'Twill  be  delightful ! 

Coef.  Charmant ! — But  vere  is  dis  Bob  ? 

Frank,  1  left  him  without  there  in  the  fliop 
amongll  your  girls. 

Bob  Dobbin,  {without)   Where's  uncle  Frank? 

•i— (Vi  !    {crying') 

F'^nk.  Ah  !  there  he  is — ^here  boy. 

B'^b*  {without)  Oh!  o — {crying) 

Ftank.  By  Jove  there's  fomethmg  the  matter^ 
poor  Bob's  crying.  {laUghing  of  women  without) 

Enter  Bob  Dobbin  {with  a  womatCs  hat^  pocket^ 
hoop^  and  Jhort  apron^  put  aukwardly  on). 

Bob.  Oh  unde  Frank,  what  did  you  do  that 

for? 

Frank.  Why  by  Jove  ! 

Bob.  Only  you're  my  uncle,  Fd  Jove  your  head 
a9;amit  the  >vall !  to  leave  me  there  amoogft  a 
parcel  of  ftrange  women. 

Coef.  Vat  afraid  of  de  girls,  maitre  de  Bob* 

Mrs: Coef.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  upon  my  honor  ladies, 
your  railin  wine  has  done  duty,  ha,  ha^  ha! 
Come,  come  young  man  I'm  fure  you're  too  good 
natiir'd  to  be  put  out  of  humour  by  the  girls,  ha, 
ha,  ha  !  they've  only  made  you  free  of  the  Ihop  ; 
but  you  got  behind  the  counter  I  fuppofe  ? 

Bob.  Yes,  1  did,  but  f  hey  bid  me,  and  then  a 
little  boy  coming  in  for  a  yard  of  tape  ;  he  laid  it 

was 
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was  for  his  mammy,  and  fo  they  made  me  medfdit 
it  for  him,  and  upon  that,  they  all  gathered  about 
me,  pull'd  me  into  that  parlour,  and — oh  !  (^cries) 

Frank.  And  what  did  they  do  to  you  there  Bob? 
ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Bob.  Do  to  me — -O  dear 

Mrs.  Coef.  You  (hou'd  have  ferit  up  to  Horton's 
for  fome  raiberry  tarts  and  whips  to  pay  your 
footinoj. 

Bob.  Then  I  fliou'd  have  cat  the  tarts  myfelf, 
and  given  them  the  whips  to  teach  them  better 
manners. 

Coef.  Monfieur  attendez.  He  vil  make  de 
grand  fortune  in  de  millinary ;  de  Ladies  vil  have 
no  occafion  for  de  looking-glafs,  dey  can  try  derc 
caps  on  him,  and  then  fee  how  dey  look. 

Frank.  We'll  have  a  bottle  on  the  bufinefs 
however,  Monfieur,  over  that  we  Ihall  be  all  clear 
— Confider,  and  fee  what  we  are  about ;  but  now. 
Bob,  that  Tve  got  you  fafe  to  London,  I  may  venture 
to  tell  you,  that  the  bufinefs  your  father  dcfired 
me  to  bind  you  to,  is  a  milliner,  and  there's  your 
miftrefs  {^pointing  to  Mrs.  Coffeufe) 

Bob.  A  whatl  me — a  milliner!  why,  ma'am^ 
I'm  a  boy ! 

Frank.  You  are;  and  a  bad  boy,  and  that's  the 
taufe  of  your  father's  difpofing  of  you  in  thu 
manner — you  know  he  fwore  he'd  punjfti  you. 

Bob.  Oh  1  fo  becaufe  I  went  to  a  cock-match, 
I'm  to  be  made  a  milliner — very  well — ^fo  then,  he 
won''t  let  me  be  a  doftor — no  matter  :  when  I  go 
down,  if  I  don't  dodor  his  gallipots,  fee  if  I 
don't— — 

Sir  Hairy '  Fangle.  (without)  Are  you  here, 
.Coeffeufe  ? 

'.  Coef. 


Goif.  Mon  dteu  hei'e  is  come,  Sir  mrry  Fahgle ! 
^is  way  monfieur-^vfentfe  bliie;^  Sir  tlarry  arrive^ 
3ahd  Mifs  Polly  riot  come  to  town  yet—^ 

Frank. ^  Ah  !  bc*s  a  fine  iiaftiy  ipark  by  Jove. 

Enter  Sir  Harrv  Fangle  {Jfeaklng  to  a  fpotman) 

Sir  Harry.  Turn  the  horfes.  ,    . 

Footman.  Towards  St.  Paul's,  Sii:? 

I^rr  Ha&y.  Eh  1— Paul— aye  !^  [Exit  l^oottHan. 
CcrefFeUfe,  is  th^  Lad^  arri^^'d  ? 

Coef.  Every  hour  fte  ^Vill  cbttifei  Sir  MarrJ^ 
'  j&ob.  Now  J  wonder  iF  tile  girls  wdu*d  fcrvi  rty 
body  elfe  fo,  I  bdiev6  tbey  Ve  befen  at  iiim  too,  for 
be  looks  like  one  of  th^  dolls  ih  the  toyflioj)  bVcr 
the  way  {ajide)  Pll  afk  iiim  j  pray  Sir  when  ycm 
fold  the  penny-worth  o' tape. 

Sir  Harry.  Hey !  trtife,  Pm  n^ar  the  manfibh- 
houfe ;  this  I  prelbme  is,  vsy^  Lbrd  Maybr^s  fool; 

thrf.  Ah!  payfan  (^j^ie)  dis  way  Maitre  die  Bob. 
{apart) 

Bob.  Stop,  till  I  aik  "this  chap-^pray  my  fine 
fellow?—^ 

Sir  liUrry.  Taking  to  me  ? 

Bo^.  Yes,  how  did  ybd  get  off  your  hoop,  Sir? 
for  I  can't  untie  mine. 

Sir  Harry.  Hey  ! 

Coef.  Diable  rh'emportej  vat  you  mean,  Maitre 
36  Bob,  affront  a  man  of  fafbion  in  my  parlour ! 
— Ve  Ihall  be  ruin,  take  them  out,  Madame  Coef- 
feufe.     Allez! 

Mrs.  Coef.  Step  this  way,  if  you  pleafe.  Gen- 
tlemen,    (ti)  Bob  and  Frank) 

Frank.  TrMQl  the  indentures!  Bob,  where 's 
your  manners. 
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Bob.  Ypur  fcrvant.  Sir.  (bozjtrs) 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Coeffeufe^  Franks  and  ioK 
'     Sir  Harry.  Oh  1   this  is  the  Tower— .CoeffufeT, 
any  more  Lions  ? 

Coef.  Fm  aftiamed,  Monfieur  dat 

Sir  Harry.  Yes,  you  blufli  like  an  orange  lilly  j 
^extreme  vulgar  people  you're  got  amonjgft  here 
Coeffeufe. 

Coef.  Canaille  f 

Sir  Harry.  Your  city  wife  not  over  delicate. 

Coef.  Oui,  MonfieUi",  but  confider,  her  broder  is 
guardian  of  de  delicate  rich  Plymouth  heirefs,  and 
10  dat  my  marriage  brings  about  your  marriage ; 
Madame  Coeffeufe  is  a  little  big — Over  de  en- 
bon- point ;  but  to  oblige  your  honor  I  wouM  marry 
,  Madame  Magog.  (bout>s) 

Sir  Harry.  WaS  the  young  Mifs  Polly— what  ? 
-*— to  have  been  in  town  to-day  ?  If  the  girl  is  to- 
lerable, 1  (hall  marry  her.  Her  thoufands  will 
clear  off*  fome  incumbrances.  Coeff*eufe — ^You  do 
millinary  for  Lady  Dolphin  ? 

Coef.  Oui,  Monfieur — we  have  made  fine  things 
for  her  Lady  Dolphin  is  to  be  married  dis  morning. 

Sir  Harry.  Do  you  know  to  whom,  Coeffeufe  f 

Coef.  No,  Monfiefur ;  the  marriage  is  all  private 
— fome  cog  affair. 

Sir  Harry.  It's  to  me — This  moment  (he  waits 
for  me — experts,  langui(hes  !—  Friends — ring— - 
parfon — all  befpoke  1  I  ufe  her  ill — But,  no— 
the  Dowager  certainly  is  rich — but  your  heirefs, 
this  Mifs  Polly,  is  young  -*-Ha— (he's  for  my 
money.     • 

Coef.  YouVe  for  her  money,  m^foy*     Eh  I 

Sir  Barry.  Ah  !  ha  !  ah  ! 
,    Coef.  Ah  !  dere  is  the  Plymouth  coach  flopt-— 

Here 
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Here  Ihe  is  come — It  muft  be  de  I^^JrLady-— -^ 
Oui,  'tis  Mifs  Polly  Gunnel,  and  iRer  guardiaa 
Faggot  my  b^oder-in•la^y,  de  buifcuit-baker*.. 

Faggot,  {without^  Curfe  your  coach,  I'm  almofl; 
crippled ;  crack  my  boots. 

Sir  Harry.  Well,  I'll  lounge  here  while  you' 
prepare  the  matter— the  guardian  feems  a  flovenly 
tort  of  a  fcoundrel-^ha  1 — but  the  girl  is  bullion; 
and  on  her  receiving  ftamp  from  me  (he  may  pafsi 
fterllng !— on  the  inftant  of  our  marriage,  I'll  take 
her  abroad,  to  avoid  Lady  Dolphin's  reproaches. 
^retires  Jinging) 

Enter  Fagoot,  •  ' 

Faggat^  Very  well  child,  talk,  gabble  away  to 
your  coufin  Chainftitch,  ah!  when  thefe  women 
get  together  !— ^now  wou^d  I  hold  ten  pound  frotti' 
the  cut  of  your  phiz,  that  you're  my  new  Frehch' 
brother-in-Igw,  ^Coef.  bows)  and  how  do  you  do? 
Crack  my   elbow !     (^Jhakes  him  heartily  by  the 

katfd)  : 

Coef.  (ajide)  Pardie— -he  has  crack't  my  hand 
$nd  my  elbow  too, 

Faggct.  Mon&cur^  well  you  fee  Fm  come  to  yoii 
atlaft. 

Coef.  Monfieur  you  give  me  great  pleafure — Hd 
break  all  my  finger,  (ajide} 

Ff^ggot.  Is  filler  well  ? — IVe  brought  up  vmf 
wa  d,  Polly,  but  where  is  this  broken  bcaU  that^s 
to  marry  her — Polly.  (r^//i)— Mifs  Polly  Gunnel ! 
your  forewoman  here,  Mrs,  Chainftitch,  isacpufia 
of  Polly's. 

Coef.  Ah  vel,  Monfieur,  I  have  fettled  all  vid 
Sir  Harry*  Fanglc,  he  is  wait  here'  vid  joy  and? 
fxpeftation  for  her  coming. 

TT  2  *  Faggot. 


f^iJ•^^  %^f  #5  foU  «f  jtpy  ?s  any  ^jrlthat  evqr 
cp(i\e  out  of  aoc^, 

O?^,  Did  ftie  conie  put  of  a  dock  ? 
'  F^gi^f*  Don't  yo\;  J^inow^flie  was  iDroyght  up  at 
Plyniouth,  that  her  father  Captaip  Gumiel  on 
1^;  ^e^th  ipft  Qp^p  and,  h^r  fortune  to  my  c^re  ? 

0)(/,  Rut  I  hope  01C  have  good  breeding,  for  Sir 
Hairry  is  a  R^an  gf  fj^iJ^ion^ 

^<K??<«  As  W<;U,  lived  i,  ^irl  as  ever  fowM  a 

C«^.  B^caufe,  if  ihe  i$  to  be  J^ady  Fangle,  a^ 
Sir  Harry  is  a  man  of  elegance  and  ton — 

Faggot.  I  tell  you  flie  has  tongue  enough  for 
twenty  men  of  fafti^>phr-why  Yvfi  never  without  a 
Pfipt^in  of  a  ^n  of  war,  or  an  India-map  lodging  in 
mjT,  hpufo^  h4,  ha,  ha ! — She  has  made  tea  fof*  a 
qp^fen  of  *fm,  and  had,  clack  enough  for  'em  all — 

being  brought,  up  ^t  Plymouth  her  language  is 

^ad^  W  pHc^  phr^fes — ik^  dp|i*t  know  that  fhe 
^iljks,  fp — Caught  it  naturally  when  Ihe  was  with  the. 
oflicers.  I  was  always  by ;  for  tho'  Polly's  a  virtuous 
^irl  s^nd  youn  fea  Captains  are  ^r  the  vs\o^  pare 
men  of  honor,  yet  oh,  J  was  always  by,  yes^  yesj;^ 
Xtpp,^  9^X5  9^  tha^-T-prack  my  knuckles ! 

Goef.  Charmant,  Sir  Harry  will  be  rejoiced—? 
tlifreh^U, 

Faggot •  Stop,  I  hope  he  underflands  that  Pm, 
tP  get  twQ  hundced  pound  for  my  confent  ? 

Corf.  Qui !  J  have  inade  de  bargain  fure, 
Monfieurq  dis  is  de  Genflehomnae.  ^Sir  Harry  ap'- 
prmches\ 

Sir  Harry.  This  Gentleman'  J  prefume  is  the 
.yppmpngqr,  frornPortfinouth.  ^^affeSledly) 

Faggot.  I^o,  but  if  you  pleafe,  I  atn  the  W^ult 
baker  from  Plymouth — (^mimicking)  Ironmonger! 
-r-Dpes  Jbe  mean  to  ajFrpnt  me.  (^apart  to  Coef. ) 

Coef. 
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CQ^f  NoD>  h«'s  9  map  of  faHiiop,  apd  can't 
rcm^najjcr.  {j^part)  Ah,  Nfonfjeu?  (Jis  Mifs  folly 
is  t^c  pioft  aiqiabie,  elegit— 

En/fr  Girl. 

Girl.  Sif,  my  miftrefs  and  the  gentleman  ar? 
waiting  for  yoij  to  fign  ;he  yxlentive  with  the  qevf 
'preptice. 

Cp(/*  Ah!   I  forgot  maitre  de  ]Soh-^I  come. 

[Exit  girl. 
Excufe  me  one  momcn^.-^I  m^vft  make  his  uncle 
bind  de  boy  to  fecure  de  'prentice  fee,  Bon! 
Madame  CoefFeufe,  (r^/Zs)  here  is  your  brother 
arrive —  [^Exit^ 

Sir  Harry.  Pray  friend  is  the  Lady — 

Faggot.  She  is — -that  is  the  very  Lady— 

Enter  Polly  Gumnex-. 

This  is  Mifs  Polly  Gunnel. 

Sir  Harry. .  A  (howy  figure,  {ajide) 

Faggot.  Polly !  this  is  the  Gentleman  that  is  to 
ipake  you  Lady  Fangle.  (apart)  I  dare  fay,  you'll 
both  agree  while  I  go  fee  if  fitter  has  got  a  drop 
of  cherry  in  her  corner  cupboajrd,  [£iW/. 

Sir  Harty.  Tolerable  deportment  for  a  girl  bred 
af  Plymouth.     Ma'am,  you  are  welcome  to  town. 

Pollj.  Sir,  Pnj  yours,  fron^  the  fprit  to  the  mi* 

;?en, 

Sir  Harry.  More  lions  ! — Quite  at  a  lofs  how  to 
addrefs  a  PorffiT^outh  Lady,  (ajide)  Pray,  Ma'am, 
how  is  the  wind  ? 

Polly.  Wind  !  Sir  I  -  I  came  up  a  cabin  paflfen- 
ger  in  the  coach. 

Si^  Harry ^  Cabbin  pafiTengcr,!  hem  !— I  hope. 
Ma'am,  you  had  a  good  voyage. 

Polly. 
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Polly.  Lci*s  fee,  Sir,  from  the  time  the  coach«»  ^ 
man  weighM,  till  he  dropc  anchor  without  there, 
at  the  (hop  door,  we  were  about— Yes,  cou'^n't 
have  come  lefs  than  feven  knots  an  hour— -I  wonder 
if  there's  a  toilet  in  this  birth ;  (looks  round)  for 
you  muft  know.  Sir,  happening  to  pop  my  head 
out  of  the  cabbin  window  of  our  carriage,  in  order 
to  hail  a  young  lady,  an  acquaintance  of  mine, 
that  fail'd  by^  a  board  a  firft*rate  phseton,  a  true 
Jack,  one  of  pur  outdde  pafTengers,  heaving  his 
leg  over  the  companion,  it  came  right  athwart  my 
upper  works,  and  kick'd  all  the  powder  out  of  the 
larboard  fide  of  my  TafFcrcl. — Look,  Sir.  (turns 
the  back  of  her  head  to  Sir  Harry) 

Sir  Harry.  Very  fine  indeed,  Ma*am, 

Polly.  Fine  ! 

•Sir  Harry.  Yes,  Ma*am— I  mean — ^that  is — 
Demme  if  1  know  what  to  fay  to  her.  (atfide) 

Polly.  I  fee,  he  likes  me  as  little  as  I  like  him; 
ril  ply  him  with  a  volley  of  ftories,  and  who 
knows  but  he  may  iheer  off,  and  i hen  I'll  flip  cable 
from  my  guardian,  (ajide)  Now,  Sir,  pray  do  you' 
know  the  occafion  of  my  trip  ?  My  father  brought 
me  up  to  town  to  be  fpliged, 

Sir  Harry.  Spliced  | 

Polly.  I'll  pretend  not  to  know  him,  he,  he,  be! 
(aJide)     Yes,,  Sir,  to  one  Sir  Harry  Fangle. 

Sir  Harry.  Pleafant !  ha,  ha,  ha  l-^Have  you 
had  ho  defcriptioa  pf  Sir  Harry  Fangle's  perfon, 
my  dear  ? 

Polly ^  Oyes,  I  was  told  he  was  a  (hocking  fifli. 

Sir  Harry.  Shocking ! — Then  I  don't  wonder  at 
her  not  knowing  me.  (aJide)  But  you  piention'd 
your  father,  my  love;  your  father,  Captain  Gun- 
nel has  been  dead  fome  years, 

Pollj. 
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PoUy.  My  father  a  Captain,  Oh  Lord,  Sn"j  that's 
only  the  falie  colours  they've  hung  out  to  make 
this  Sir  Harry  bring  to 

Sir  Harry.  Indeed ! 

Polly.  Now  for  a  fine  ftory  tofet  him  off.  (afide) 
Yes  5  Pm  own  daughter  to  old  Faggot,  the  bif- 
cuit  baker;  and  their  fetting  me  out  as  a  for- 
tune was  only  a  plan  laid  between  him  and  my 
aunt,  the  milliner  here,  to  have  a  Lady  in  their 
family.  But,  Sir,  between  you  and  I,  Td  rather 
have  my  own  little  Dick  Lobfcoufe,  the  Mid(hip- 
man,  than  this  piece  of  gilt  gingerbread  I  never 
faw,  he,  he,  he  J 

Sir  Harry.  Then  you  may  be  fpliccd  to  Dick 
Lobfcoufe,  for  you'll  never  nibble  the  gilt  gin- 
gerbread. 

Polly.  Lord,  Sir,  you  need  not  be  fo  fcornftd, 
for  tho'  Pm  only  daughter  to  a  Plymouth  baker, 
yet  Pd  have  you  to  know  that  I  danced  at  dock 
with  the  Royal  Sailor.  Oh,  my  gallant  William 
Henry ! 

Sir  Harry.  A  pretty  fcheme  of  this  rafcal  Cocf* 
feufe.     Who's  there  ? 

£«/^r  JV/ri.  Chainstitch. 

Pleafe  Madam  to  order  my  carriage,  {walks  up) 

Mrs.  Chain.  Yes,  Sir. 

Potly.  Oh  my  dear,  dear  coufin  Chainftitch ! 
now  is  the  nick  to  get  me  out  of  this  houfe,  then 
good  bye  guardian.  A  wretch  to  make  a  mere 
traffic  of  my  felf  and  fortune  !  but  the  very^  firft  lad 
that  aflcs  me  the  queftion,  tho'  poflefs'd  only  of 
an  honeft  heart,  and  a  handfome  face,  my  hand  is 
his  by  Jingo — Nay  never  flare,  for  if  you  won't  go 
in  my  company  Pll  fail  by  myfelf^ — Come — let  us 
cut  and  run.      [Exeunt  Pollyand  Mrs.  Chainftitch. 

Sir 
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Sir  Harry,  'ideath  Fve  nothing  left  for  it  faoM^ 
bbt  to  tet^rn  tb  Lady  Dblphiti,  tho'  if  my  affair 
here  has  got  wind  I  ftrall  lofe  her  too ;  lince  Fin 
in  the  City,  FU  pick  up  a  licence  at  th^  Comrhons 
— md— -yes  now  I  muft  marry  the  Dowager — ^this 
puppy  Goeffeufe ! 

Enter  Go£FF£Use  ani  Bob. 

Coef.  Now  rnaitre  de  Bob  yoti  Jirfe  bdurtd  my 
•premice  boy,  and  I  will  take  you  to  my  ftop  at 
St.  Jameses. 

]^b.  Yes,  Sir. 

Coef.  Learn  to  be  polite  and  etegadt,  good 
boy. 

Bob.  Ye^,  Sit,  1  will  be  i  good  elegant  boy. 

Coef.  De  milliner  is  a  fafliionable  profeffion  ;  it 
lies  all  amongft  people  of  ton,  ^ndtb  deal  with 
dem,  you  mull  bfe  yourfelf  faihionabl^  in  your 
manners,  Reg^rdez,  look  thete's  atnatiof  falhion, 
obferve,  do  as  he  do,  and  you  Vill  be  right, 
{^points  t$  Sir  Harry) 

Bob.  Oil  I  fli^ll,  Sir,  Til  do  as  h^  does ;  for  Fm  a 
famous  taker  off  at  our  club. 

Coef.  Sir  Hany  where  is  Mife  Polly  ?•*— how 
d*ye  like  the  young  Lady  ? 

Sir  Harry.  I  fhotiM  like  to  cut  your  ears  off- 
play  your  tricks  on  Dick  Lobfcoufe  you  fcctlndrel. 
{frikes  him  and  Exit) 

Bob.  If  this  is  falhion — Let*s  fee,  how  was  it — 
Lobtcoufe  you  fecund rel.  {gives  Coeffeufe  a  bopc  on 
he  ear,  and  exit  imitating  Sir  Harry)  ^ 

Coef.  Sacre  Dieu— dog  ! — Madame  Coeffeufe! 
(^in  rage  calls) 

faggot,  (^without)  Come  fifter,  let's  fee  how 
things  go  on  l&re. 

Enter 


Enter  Faggot  and  Mrs.  Coeffeusii. 

\rs.  Coef.  What's  the  Hidttdr  ? 
^aggot.  Hey  !  whereas  Polly  ? 

Enter  Girl,  - 

Oirl.  Mam,  the  young  lady  and  Mrs.  Chain- 
ftitcb,  ftept  out  in  a  hackney  coach. 

Faggot'.  Hey  f  my  ward,  why  Mifs  Polly  Gunnel  f 
«— Which  way  child  ?  Stop  them— Polly! 

[Exeunt  Faggot  and  Girl. 

Mrs.  Coef.  What,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Coef.  i  vil  quit  dis  vulgar  bourgeois  Cheapfide 
haberdafhery ;  dat  is  de  raifon  Sir  Harry  treat  me 
vid  fuch  miflries  and  contempt ;  I  vil  go  and  take 
my  ^prentice  boy  Bob  to^my  own  fafliionable  (hop 
at  St.  James's;  dere  I  vill  teach  him  better  manners 
than  to  hit  his  mailer's  ear^  < 

Mrsi  Coef.  Yes,  Monfieur  Coeffeufe  I  fee  you 
Want  to  get  amongil  your  own  forward,  flaunting 
(hop  girls, 

Coejf.  Ah  \  you  fweet  fine  vife  (kijfes  her)i  dat 
Ton  kiis  is  dearer  to  my  gout  den  (oup  or  (aliadde  9- 
allons  !  Sir  Harry  ihall  pay  me  my  bill,  .or  make 
me  Member  X)(  Parliaments  [Exeunt^ 
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ACT    II. 


SCENE  I. 

J  Street  before  another  MUiner^s  Shapr. 
Enter  PoLtT  and  Mrs.  Chaimstjcr) 


W; 


Polly. 

.ELL,  coufiQ  Chainflacb,  thani:isto  ourkacK^ 
ilcy-coach.  Fin  out  of  gun-(hotof  that  old  pirate 
my  guardian  y  now  let  liifm  barter  me  oC  to  hisi ' 
fine.  Sir  Hariy  Fangje. — ^But  my  fwcct^  dear,  beft 
of  coulins,  I  aflbre  you,  I  am  very,  well  at  my: 
needle,  and  if  you  will,  as  you  promifed,^  but  re- 
commend  me  to  fome  reputable  fliop  of  your  trade 
here,  in  this  part  of  the  town,  only  to  weather  it 
^  out  for  a  fpw.  months,  *till  I  am  of  age  and  o\il. 
of  my  guardian's  power :  then,  when,  in  full  com* 
mand  Of  myfelf  and  fortune— FU  make  you  my 
Chaplain. 

Mrs.  Chaitiy  Ah  \  Mils  Polly,  this  is  a  naad  ftep 
■^—However,  to  get  even  to  work  in  a  reputable 
ihop,  mufl  be  attended  with  le(s  danger  than  % 
young  creature^  like  you,  to  go  by  yourfelf  intc 
lodgings. 

Polly.  Upon  my  honor  this  is  a  very  tafty-look- 
ing  fliop.  Oh,  my  dear  coufin,  now  if  you  kneW 
the  people- — *< 
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ft 

^s.  Chain..  I  think  I  do.     Ha,  ba,  ha ; 

Polly.  Then  perfiaps,  on  your  recommendation^ 
they'll    employ   me— come,  {going    to  the  door^ 

jfi^ops) But,  avafti  we  had  bed  knock  at  the 

faall-door ;  (hou'd  not  chufe  to  plump  in  like  t 
forty.pounder  among  the  girls. 

Afrs.  Chaiut  Little  thinks,  tho'  fo  far  frona  the 
pTace  (he  left,  that  (he's  going  to  a  (bop  belong- 
ing to  the  fame  people,  {afide)  (The  door  opens) 
Step  in«  Mifs. 

Polfy.  Steer  up,  little  cox^.  [Goes/n. 

Mrs.  Cham^  This  may  prevent  her  nrin ,  and 
fiven  cou'd  (he.  efcape,  by  her  guardian  keeping  her 
fo  fcant  of  pocket, money^  ftie*d  find  but  a  colfl 
reception  any  where.  I'll  reftore  her  fafe  into  their 
ib^nds,  and  fo  I'm  clear  of  the  buiinefs. 

{Goes  in. 


SCENE  IL 

4  Parlour^ 

At  the  Back  a  Milliner's  Shop^  terminating  with  if 
Fiew  of  the  Street  through  the  Glafs  Doors.., 

Enter  Coeffeuse, 

Coef.  Allons,  Maitre  de  3ob,  come---my  'prentice, 

Ejnier  Bos  Dobbin,  drejfed  ridicuhujly. 

Fort  bien,  vous  avez  une  tres  beau  figure,  en  verity 
'f — You  are  to  confider,  dis  is  not  Cheapfide  fhop 
)ou  were  in  juft  now  s  dere  you  were  at  de  tail  of 

faihioxi 
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fafliion — Now  you  arc  at  my  own  (hop,  in  de  vcft 
end  of  de  town,  at  the  very  head  of  fafliioi^. 
Bok.  Yes,  Sir,  Fye  a  head  of  faftiion.- 
Coef.  I  am  fo  vext,  Mifs  Pally  GunneLrun  away 
frona  her  guardian,  my  broder ;  and  Sir  Henry  to 
beat  my  ear ;  and  dere  he's  gone  to  Doctor  Com- 
mons, ror^cence  to  marry  Lady  Dolphin  dis 
morning,  wut  (he  will  want  her  head  drefsrr-T You 

S'rls  ^calls  at  the  fide) — ^make  hafte  with  Lady 
olphin*s  cap.  Bob,  my  'prentice  boy,  I  muft 
teach  you  how  to  fell  my  goods  to  my  cuftomers, 
Let's  hear  how  you  wpu'd  talk  to  dem. 

BoK  Fd  ftand  at  the  door,  and  Fd  fay,  walk  ia 
Ladies,  what  do  you  buy  ? — buy,  buy,  buy,  buy. 

Coef.  Bob  !  diable  vat  buy  is  dat  ?  do  you  link 
you're  at  the  old  cloaths  (hop  in  Monmouth- ftreet, 
<^i  a  pluck-'em-in  at  a  Crambon-alley  bonnet- 
ihop — Ah !  I  muft  give  you  my  leflbji  myfelf— r* 
You  muft  always  ftiHle-upon  de^Xadies,  de  cuf- 
tomers.  Look,  dis  vay  {^grimace s^^Bob  imi tales) 
bien.    Let  her  do  vat  (hevill,  always  fmile. 

Boh.  I  loye  to  fmile  upon  fhe  Ladies,  he,  he, 
he  ! — ^But  if,  as  you  fay,  th^y  come  and  chatter 
for  half  an  hour,  and  make  me  pull  all  the  things 
in  the  (hop  about,  and  find  fault,  and  tumble  a^ 
rumple,  aqd  cheapen  and  hi^le  and  giggle,  and 
then  walk  off  without  buying  anything •^ 

Coef.  Let's  hear  what  yop'd  dp  then. 

Bob.  Fd  hand  theni  to  the  coach  door,  fmirking 
all  the  way,  and  when  they  are  feated,  Fd  make  a 
low  bow,  ai^d  with  the  fweeteft  fmilerrrfo  C?n- 
maces)  Fd  fay,  an't  pleafe  your  Lady(hip,  to  the 
devil  I  pitch  your  cuftorti.  {bows) — Hem  f  Drive 
on,  John* 

Coef. 
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Cotf^  Ah  !  barbare ! — And  yet,  he,  he  he ! — ^vea 
^e  Lady  go  off  vidout  buying,  while  the  fmile  is 
on  my  mout,  bcgar  dat  very  devil  is  on  the  top  of 
my  tongue,  ah  !  ha,  h^ !— Here  comes  a  young 
Lady— rnow  I'll  (how  you„  how  to  behave  to  de 
cuftomers,  look,  vatch  me,  my  'prentice  boy. 

lE^nter  Polly. 

Serviteur,  Madame,  {cringes  and  bows — Bob  im^ 
fates  him  ridiculoujly)     She  is  grande  Lady. 

Bob.  So  Ihe  is — Sir,  will  you  buy  me  a  filvcc 
watch,  if  you  pleafe.  (^to  Coeffeufe^  as  he  is  prepar^ 
ing  to  addrefs  Polly  with  ceremony) 
.  Coef.  Diable  !  you  wafch  my  bufinefs.  {apart) 
Madame  your  plaifir  ? 

Polly.  {curtfeySy  turns  to  the  fide ^  and  calls  in  am 
finder  tone)  Coufin  Chainftitch  f  Yes,  my  convoy 
has  llipt  her  cable. 

Coef.  Madame,  I  fee  youVe  a  Lady  of  fafliion, 
by  coming  to  my  fhop.  {bows^ 

Bob.  Ma'am,  you^re  right  to  come  to  our  fhop. 
{bows)     O  (he's  very  pretty. "  {afide) 

Coef.  Here  you  have  every  fafliion — ^De  firft 
from  Paris. 

Bob.  Ma'am  we  are  firft  -frorn  Paris  {bows)^^ 
She's  fo  handfome.  {afide)- 

Coef.  {apart  to  Bob)  Dis  is  fome  Lady  of  great 
rank. 

Folly.  Sir,  tho'  my  appearance  may  befpeak — 

Coef  Ma'am,  vat  ever  you  befpeak  (hall  ht  done 
in  de  treading  of  a  needle.  But,  Madame,  I  have 
de  tippet,  de  hat,  de  cloak,  de  cap,  ready  inadc, 
dat  muft  become  dat  amiable,  contour. 

Bob.  Yes,  Ma'am,  the  cap's  behind  the  counter. 
ibows)     She's  fo  beautiful  !•  {afide)  ■' 

Polfy. 


%iM  r«E  MAN^MILUNElt. 

Palfy.  Ataft,  my  heartiest— you're  upon  a  wrong 
look-out;  I  come  to  offer  myfelf,  and  thiak  you^U 
not  repent,  if  you  rate  me  able  on  your  books. 

Ceif.  She  is  a  Lady  of  &(hion,  by  wanting  fe 
ibon  to  get  into  my  books,  (apart  to  Bab^  Ma- 
(dame,  vid  (trailers  I  do  always  deal  for  ready 
money. 

Bob*  Yes,  Ma*am,   and  I  love  ready  nioncy. 

Polly.  I  hope.  Sir,  when  you  try  me  with  a 
^ell  at  my  needle. 

Coef.  Her  needle  !  Oh  I  (he  make  her  own  mil* 
linary.  {apart}  Well,  Madame,  I  do  fell  all  de 
material — de  gaufe,  de  tiffany,  de  wire. 

Folly.  Then,  Sir,  if  you'll  employ  me  as  a 
work-woman — I  hope  I  Ihall- 

Coef.  Ha  !  youVe  a  girl  come  for  work — Oh  ! 
oh  !  (changes  to  a  contemptiious  manner}  Attend  a 
jne,  you  firrah.  [Exit. 

^pK  Go  to  work,  my  girl,  (apeing  Coeffeufe} 

Polly.  Sorf^— this  jprench  coaft  affords  no  harbour 
to  a  poor  veffel  in  diilrefs.  But  its  all  the  fault 
'jof  oar  own  fex,  to  encourage  men  in  an  employ- 
ment that  fuits  only  the  trifling  delicacy  of  a 
woman.  Why  now^  what  a  (hame  to  fee  a  young 
fellow  like  you,  inftead  of  being  employed  'm  fome 
mady  exercife,  furrounded  here  with  band-boxes, 
gaufe,  thread,  pins  ^ud  tiffany— rHearl^y — Are  you 
isi  Br i  top  ? 

Bob^  No,  Fm  ap  Englifhrnatn. 

Polly.  And  coflamandpd  by  a  Frenehn^an,  ah  \ 
yon  loily-pop^ 

Bob.  And  has  my  father— as  wife  a  •poticary  ts; 
f&ver  tbump*d  a  peftle,  fent  me  up  here,  to  this  great 
|-*ondon>  and  all  that  money  paid  down  by  uncle 

for 


for  my  'prentice  fee.,  only  to  itiake  me  a  lolly-pop  ? 
— But  as  you*re  in  diftfgls,  I  woa*t  be  angry  with 
you. 

Polly ^^  Goufin  Ch^nftitch  to  forfake  me  !  Loft 
my  rudder,  and  what  courfe,  to  fteerr know  not^ 

Bob.  Only  Tm  a.  fbanger,  or  elfe  I'd  fee  you 
home.  I 

Polly.  I  am  aJ^anger  myfelf^  and  have  oo  home. 

Bob.  Poor  pretty  foul ! 

Mrs.  Coefftufti  {mthoui)  I  doa't  like  one, of 
them, 

.  Bob.  Mils,  Hop!  don't  go  away;   here  comoi 
my  miftreis,  Tli  try  to  make  her  hire  you, 

Enter  Mrs.  Co£EF£US£. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Such  a  parcel  of  flaunting,  lleerii^ 
huffies  as  my  hufband  employs  here. 

Bob.  So  they  are,  Ma*am,  very  bold  i  I  wiflt 
you'd  employ  this  young  womanu 

Mrs.  Coef.  Oh  !  the  girl  Mr.  Coeffeufe  tpld  m4 
of.  ' 

Bib.  Look,  (he's  fo  modeft^— out  of  the  country, 

Mrs,  Coef.  Ah  !  vtot  the  betti^r  for  that ! 

Bob.  Oh  that— is.  Ma'am— She's  out  of  the 
country,  becaufe  flip's  now  in  town — ^you.  know^ 
ha^  ha,  ha! 

Mrs.  Coef.  When  we  take  a  *prentice,  the  fee 
pays  our  trouble  in  teaching  them  the  buiine&,  buC 
a  raw,  inexperienced  joumeywoman  I  never  will 
have.— If  Ihe  had  been  in .  any  (hop  in.  town^ 
indeed. 

Bob.  Oh,  (he  has,  Ma'am. — Say  yes.  {apani  to 
Polly}  You  know  you  faid  you  had  worked  in 
town,  (winks) 

MrS4 
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Mrs.  Coef.  And  where,  pray  ? 

Polly.  A  le^ue  and  a  half  from  this. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Where  ? 

Bol^.  Tell  her  any  where,  {apart  ft)  Polly)  ^ 

Polly.  In  Gheapfide,  Ma'am. 

Bob.  The  deuce !  that's  too  near  our  other  (hap4 
^afide) 

Mrs.  Coef.  Cheapfide — with  who  there,  pray? 

Polly.  Lord,  I  don't  know — ^any  name,  but— ^ 
(ajtde)  at  Mrs.  Coeffeufei  Ma'am. 

Bob.  The  devil !     Now  (he's  fettled  all.  (aJUe) 

Mrs.  Coef.  Why  here's  a  girl  I  employ'd  that 
I  never  faw  before,  (ajide)  I  have  been  at  Mrs*- 
CoefFeufe,  and  don't  recoUedt  ever  having  feen  you 
there. 

PoUVf  Can*t  you  help  me  out,  my  lad.  {apart 
toBob) 

Bob.  Ah  I  you*i^  out  enough  already  without 
my  helping,  (apart) 

Polly.  Ma'm — I — good  morning  to  you^  Ma'm. 
{going) 

Mrs.  Coef.  Stop,  Mifs. — I  muftget  to  the  bot-« 
torn  of  this  affair,  \ajide)  I  was;  faying,  I  re- 
mark'd,  that  I  never  faw  you  at  Monfieur  Coef- 
fbnfe^s  (bop. 

^  Polly.  As  you  fay  Ma'am,  I  was  not  ftatfon'd  in 
the  houfe,  as  Monfieur  Cpeffeufe  not  being'  quite 
contented  with  his  wife's  portion  of  beauty— *• 
:  Mrs.  Coef.   Is  n't  he  indeed,  ha,  ha !  {affeEling 
ahugb) 

Polly.  For  you  know.  Ma'am,  Hse  is  a  very 
ordinary  woman. 

Bob.  Ha,  hd,  ha !    I  beg  your  pardon,  Mi(s< 
but  this  Lady  does  n't  know  any  fuch  thing,  d'ye 
Ma'am,  {to  Mrs. Coef.)  ha,  ha,  ha! 
'   Polly.  What  does  the  boy  laugh  at  ? 

Mrs. 


ikrs.Coef.  Then  I  fuppofe  Monfieur  Cocffcufe 
Was  quite  captivated  with  ycnir  beauty  Mifs. 

Pdly.  I  (hould  not  fay  that  Ma'am,  but  the 
caufc  of  your  not  feeing  me  in  the  (hop — was— -( 
fuppofe  it  was  for  iio  good  purpofe,  his  bringing 
tne  the  woiic,  knd  cnaking  me  do  it  at  my  own 
apartment. 

MLrs.  €oef,  ,Ha  !-*-Oh,  then  you're  a  chamber- 
ittilliner — {^Jarcaftically)  So,  this  is  thfe  way  hQ 
fcrvcs  me,  is  it  ? 

Bob  No  Ma'am  this  is  the  way  he  ferves  other 
Ladies,  ah,  ah,  ah !  oh,  did  1  think  when  I  cdme 
Wentice,  that  I  (hould  have  fuch  fun,  ih,  ah,  ah  ! 
rd  be  bound  'prentice  every  day,  if  I  was  f  .re  of 
having  fo  much  laughing  at.my  miftre(s — but 
Mils,  I  don't  thinK  his  wife's  fo  very  ordinary  j 
now  do  you  Ma'am?  {to  Mrs  Coef.) 

Potty.  I  never  fdw  much  of  ber,  but  her  huiband 
us'd  to  tell  me  (he  was  a  fright. 

Bob.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Polly,  I  can't  help  laughing  myfelfj  tho'  I  am 
fure  I  don't  know  what  at,  ah,  ah,  ah! 

Mrs,  Coef.  Yes,  this  muft  be  one  of  his  hulfies, 
that  comes  to  affront  me. 

Polly.  Well  Ma'aiPf  does  it  (bit  you  to  give  me 
tmployment. 

Mob.  Lord,  (he'll  give  you  all  the  whole  (hop, 
(he's  fo  fond  of  you,  ha,  ha,  ha  1  fee  how  plea(ant 
(he  looks  at  you  now. 

Mrs.  Coef.  Ycvy  fine  !  but  my  huiband  fhalt  xufi 
this. 

Euter  CofLFiBVit. 

Look  at  that  young  woman,  a'n't  you  a(ham:'d  6f 
yquFidlf? 

VOL.  IV.  XX  Coef 
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Coef.  Shamed,  no  Madame,  Tve  got  more  young 
women  already,  than  1  am  able  to  do  for. 

Uri.  Coef.  Oh  !  fye,  fye  !  what  boaft  of  it  I 

Coef.  Bien,  Madame  Coeffeufevif  you  infill, 
'  follow  me  up  ftairs,  Ma  chere  Fille.  {j^o'ing) 

Mrs.  Coef,  {inter pofing)  Excufc  me.  Sir,  you 
may  go  again  to  her  apartment,  but  you  ftiall 
never  biing  ycur  creatures  into  mine.  [jEx/>. 

Polly.  Can  this  be  Mr.  and  Mrs.  CoefFeufe  that 
keep  this  ihop  too,  I've  got  all  amongft  the  breakers. 

Faggot,  {without)  Polly's  in  here,  you  fay  ? 

folly.  My  guaidian  !  . 

Coef.  My  broder,  de  bifcuit  baker  ! 

Faggot,  {without)  Til  find  her  tho'  Ihc's  hid  in 
the  oven. 

folly.  Coufin  Chainflitch  has  betray'd  me.  {afiiie) 

Enter  Faggot. 

Faggot.  You  are  there,  Mifs,  crack  my  boots. 

Pplly.  Yes,  Fm  taken.. 

Bob.  Taken!  poor  foul! 

Faggot.  Come  along,  I'll  make  you  pay  for—' 
{lays  hold  of  Polly) 

Bob.  Stop,  what's  the  debt,  Mr.  Bailey  ? 

Faggot.  Debt! 

Bob.  She  (han't  go  to  gaol  if  that  cto  pay  it. 
(fhews  money)  Not  much  calh,  but  you  (hall  fee 
I've  fpirit — there — All  the  corn  in  Egypt. 

Faggot,  I  fancy  yours  is  the  fpirit  of  barley 
com. 

Coef.  Mifs,  tho*,  I  don't  know  how,  yet  I  find 
you  have  made  mifchief  between  me  and  my 
wife  J  fo  allcz !  hors  de  ma-— go  out  of  my  par- 
lour. 

Faggot. 
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Faggot.  Go  out  of  my  parlour !  crack  my  thumb, 
is  that  your  French  manners  to  a  young  lady,  after 
yourfelf  inviting  her  to  town  ? 

Coef.  (afide)  Drable,  can  this  be  Ma'^mfelle  Polly, 
from  Plymouth. 

Faggot.  And  are  thefe  your  promifes  too,  whereas 
your  man  of  falhion,  your  Sir  Harry  Fangle,  that 
was  to  marry  her,  but  I'll  find  him  out,  and  fee 
what  he,  fays  on  the  byfinefs.     Come  along,  Polly. 

Pdlfy.  You  needn't  take  me  in  tow— VU  keep  in 
your  wake,  old  Crank  j  and  for  you,  my  lad,  {to 
Bob)  for  your  well-meant  generofity  on  this  unhof- 
pitaWe  (hore,  if  fortune  ftiou'd  ever  turn  you  adrift, 
you  (han*t  overfet  for  want  of  ballaft,  while  Polly 
Qunnel  can  command  a  yellow-boy. 

[Exeunt  Polly  and  Faggot. 

Coef.  What  den,  dat  is  Mifs  Polly.  She  is  the 
littel  lying  baggage. 

Bob.  Stop — I  won't  hear  an  ill  word  faid  of  this 
fweet  girl— The  man  that  wou'd  turn  a  poor  dif- 
treffed  woman  out  of  a  palace,  don't  deferve  to  be 
mafter  of  a  cobler's  flail. 

Coef.  Carry  that  band-box  to  Lady  I?owager  de 
Dolphin. 

Bob.  Me  carry  a  band -box !— I  won*t. 

Coef  Jump,  my  'prentice  boy,  Biddy  Gymp 
fhall  (hew  you  the  way. 

Bob.  And  can't  Biddy  Gymp  fhew  herfelf  the 
way? 

Coef.  Nor>.  She  go  to  carry  the  ruffle  to  Cap- 
tain O'Bam ;  I  know  my  bufinefs,  1  always  fend 
home  my  girls  vid  de  thing  to  the  Gentlemen,  and 
make  de  boy  bring  de  ting§  to  de  Ladies.  Obey 
your  duty,  my  'prentice,  or  I  vill  tell  my  Lord 
Mayor  of  London  of  you.  [Exeunt. 

XX  2  SCENE 
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frank.  Ht,  ba,  ha }  When  my  brother  GaJcq 
tdmes  to  know,  that  iaftead  of  a  fiirgeon,  I  hav^ 
mside  his  l<)n  a  milliner,  hqm  the  country  apotbe* 
cary  \%Ul  ftare.  But  I  thinK  I'm  pretty  Hife,  h^ 
hasn't  befn  in  London  thefe  thirty  yca^,  aD4 
may  not  cpme  f  r  thirty  more*  fo  can  hear  BOthing 
of  it  till  Bob  goes  down  for  a  Chriftmas  or  fo,  an4 
then  the  LokI  knows  wiiicre  I  fiialj  hie,  h^,  ha,  ha ! 
— t^a,  yonder  is  Bob-rwhy  Bol> !  (linking  e>«/)tbe 
awkward  rogue.r^  Monfieur  Coeffeule'§  milUnary 
won't  be  the  nicer  fpr  Bob's  mode  of  carrying  \t^ 

Enter  Ghht^  DofBiN^iti  PosT-BPTr 

GaUn.  An  Oxford  R(»ad  I  remember  very  wellt 

Bifi'boy.  Lord,  Matter,  1  can't  tell  what  you, 
rcmember--rDut  this  is  Oxford  dreet  i  I  remember 
every  pafltnger  gives  n>e  a  (h  i Hi ng. 

Galen.  Then  there^s  two  (hillings,  as  you  have 
whipp'd  me  jnto  Londoi^  for  the  fir(]t  tim^  theic 
tbir  y  years. 

Pofi'boy.  Thank  ye,  mafter.  [Exit. 

Galen^  i^fow  for  my  brother  Fraiik's  Inn  at 
Snow  hill ;  or  had  I  beft  go  to  Surgeon  Tourni- 
quet ?  for  I  fup|)ofe  by  this  Bob  is  bound — ^I'U  cn- 
quirt*?nHo  1  honed  friend. ! 

Eniir 
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Enter.  Coach- Waterman. 

Wat.  Want  a  coach,  your  honor  ? 

Galen.  Pray,  do  you  know  Surgeon  TolirniT 
facet's  ? 

IVat,  Sir  John,  who? 

Galen.  Pho,  pho!  no.  Sir  John — 'he's  a  far* 
geon— r-a  dodlor. 

fVat.  Doctor,  what? 

Galen.  Plhaw !  an  amazing  length  this  Oxford^ 
ftreet,  as  they  now  call  it— In  the  High-ftreet  of  our 
town,  there  arc  no  lels  than  three  of  my  pro  eflioa 
? — i  his  muft  be  a  mile — {^Looking  up  and  down)  Pray, 
friend,  how  many  apothecaries  Ihops  are  there  in 
this  llreet  ? 

JVat.  'Pothecaries  (hops !  faith,  I  can't  even  tell 
how  many  beer-houfes  in  it 

Galen.  Since  I've  got   to  this  end  of  the  town, 

}M  call  firll  to -Pray  how  are  the  fields  at  this 

feafon  between  tnis  and  Mary-le-Bone  ? 

IVat.  Fields  l**— Faith,  Sir,  the  kitchens  and  par- 
tours,  and  cellars  and  garrats,  are  the  only  fields 
that  I  knew  of  between  this  and  Mary- le  Bone. 

Galen.  What  a  change  has  thirty  years  produced 
in  this  town.  How  ihall  1  make  my  way  through 
this  hew  fore  ft  of  brick? 

IVat,  I  think.  Sir,  as  you're  a  ftranger,  you'll 
make  your  way  beft  in  a  hackney-coach — I'll  get 
you  a  genteel  one,  and  I'll  open  the  door  and  1*11 
pull  down  the  fteps,  and  V\\  ram  down  the  hay 
m  about  your  legs,  and  Til  put  up  the  fteps  and 
I'll  fliut  you  up  there,  as  fnug  as  a  rabbit — Sure, 
that's  the  way  1  earn  a  few  halfpence 

Galen.  And  pray,  what  are  you  ? 

^^at.  I'm  a  waterman. 

Galen. 
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Galen.  And  come  up  all  the  way  here,  from  the 
Thames,  to  attend  upon  hackney-coaches— ^-Fm 
fure  that's  amazing  civil  of  you — Dear !  how  things 
are  chang'd  fince  my  time — I'll  flip  in  fomewhere, 
and  fend  a  card  to  the  Surgeon. 

Wat.  Yonder's  the  Stratford,  Sir. 

Galen.  The  what  ? 

fVat.  Arrah,  the  cofFee-houfe,  where  Gentlemen 
go  to  eat  and  fleep, 

Galen.  Then  Til  give  you  fixpence,  if  you'll  take 
a  note  for  me  to  Snow -hill. 
>  IVat.  Me !  what  do  you  mean  ?  >  Wou'd  you 
make  a  porter  of  me  ?  I  fcorn  your  words — 
Make  an  O'RafFerty  an  errand-boy,  you  infulting 
man — ^know  who  you  fpeak  to  always  fi  ft.  Porter 
indeed !  I'd  have  you  to  know,  fellow,  I  defpife 
your  fixpence  !     Will  you  give  us  a  (hilling  ? 

Galen.  No  ;  I  will  not. 

Wat.  No !  you  faucy  old  beggarman  ? 

.  [£jc/7,  muttering. 

Galen.  There^s  an  impudent    rafcal ! Dear, 

dear  !  this  town  is  turn'd  topfy-turvy  !  I  might  as 
well  have  dropt  into  Pekin  or  Conftantinople  ! — 
But  the  joy  of  feeing  my  fon  Bob  a  fcientific,  re- 
gular-bred furgeon,  will  repay  all  my  labour,  all 
my  expence.  By  this  time,  I  dare  fay,  his  mafter 
has  brought  him  in  his  chariot,  his  rounds  among 
the  patients.  How  furpri^'d  and  overjoy 'd  will 
he  and  brother  Frank  be  to  fee  me — Eh  !  is  not 
that  Frank— Why — Brother  Frank. 

Frank  advances^  looking  out^  not  feeing  Galen. 

Frank.  Stupid  !  the  young  rogue  v;ill  drop  th^ 
bandbox  in  the  kennel,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  ' 

Qdlen.  What  Frank  1 

Frank. 
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Frank,  {turning)  My  brother !  all  *s  up  by  Jove* 
{afide) — Galen,  what  the  diSece  brought  you  , to 
town  ? 

Galen.  Why  the  only  patient  that  cou'd  keep 
me,  flip*d  out  of  my  hand,  'Squire  Fog  has  taken 
it  into  his  head,  to  rife  at  feven,  walk  three 
times  round  Violet  Hill,  then  get  his  breakfaft 
from  the  dairy  and  the  hen-rooft,  lo  I  gaVe  him  up^ 
—Sir  Ben  Hedic  forfooth  wou'd  try  earth  bath- 
ing, and  fo  got  drown'd  by  a  tomb-ftone— dealt 
with  me  to  the  laft  tho',  and  quitted  this  tr©ublc* 
fome  field  like  an  hero,  brandilhing  one  of  my 
empty  bottles  in  his  hand — But  is  Bob  bound  ? 

Frank.  Yes  he  is  bound — and  I  with  you'd  beea 
bound  too,  to  your  counter  at  home,   {ajide) 

Galen.  That's  well,  eh,  and  was'n't  the  boy 
rejoic'dr— before  1  die,  I  hope  to  fee  him  as  famous 
as  Hunter,  Jebb,  Pott,  or  Hawkins — Frank, 
has  he  begun  to  walk  the  Holpitals  ? 

Frank,  (^looking  out)  Suppofe  you  and  I  walk 
this  way. 
Galen.  Why? — flop — isn't  this  Bob.  {looking  out) 
Frank.  Yes,  I  think  it  is.  {confufed)  What  fliall 
I  do.  {aJide) 

Galen.  What  great  blue  box  is  that  on  his  head. 
Frank.  I  don't  know,  without  its   his  cafe  of 
inftruments. 

Galen.  A  devil  of  a  large  cafe. 
Frank.  Yes,  you   know  every  thing  is  upon  a 
larger  fcale  here  in  town,  than  what  they  are  with 
you  in  t|?e  country. 

Galen.  True,  true,  how  wonderfully  every  thing 
is  improv'd  fince'  my  time  ;  a  furgeon  then  cou'd 
carry  jiis  inftruments  in  his  fide  pocket,  and  here  a 
boy,  dnly  a  'prentice  a  few  days,  marches  about  the 
ftreet^  with  a  cafe  on  his  head,  like  a  milk-pail. 

Ent0^ 
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£iiUr  Bob  Dobbin,  with  a  large  hand  hx  oH  hit 

head. 

Bob.  Biddy!  {baking  backyVvt  loft  Biddy  Gymp* 

Galen.  Why  Bob,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Bob.  La  father }  fo  you're  come  to  town,  how 
are  you,  how  arc  you  father  ? 

Galen.  How  do  you  do,  DoAor  Bob  ? 

Bob.  Ah,  fee  now  uncle,  father's  ftill  at  hii 
doftorfhips.  {to  Frank) 

Frank.  Well,  well,  humour  him,  you  know  hell 
talk  no  other  way.  (apart  to  Bob) 

Galen.  Ah,  Bob!  but  whcre*4^our  wig  ? 

Bob.  Wig? 

Galen.  In  my  days,  the  verv  boys  of  your  pro* 
feffion  wore  a  wig  like  a  bee-hive. 

Bob.  Do  you  hear  him  ? — Now  whoever  beard 
talk  of  a  milliner's  wig.  {aparl  to  Frank  Dobbin) 

Frank.  Well,  child,  you  muft  not  contradiA 
him.  {apart) 

Galen.  'Been  among*ft  the  patients  already  ? 

B^b.  Patients  ' — There's  more  of  it.  {to  Frank 
Lord,  Sir,  I  am  going  to  a  cuftomer. 

Galen.  Oh  !  what  aow— ^Perhaps  they  caU  them 
cuftomers. 

Frank.  Yes,  brother,  its  the  new  faftiion. 

Galen.  Dear,  how  things  are  changed  in  this  town, 
iince  my  time ;  and  who  is  this  cuftomer — eh,  eh, 
ch — I  don't  know  but  cuftomer  is  a  very  good 
name. 

Bob.  It's  one  Lady  Dowager,  I've  heard  fay 
Ihe's  a  Dolphin. 

Galen.  A  Dolphin !  but  I  won't  alk  to  (hew  my 
ignorance,  {ajide)  Ha!  and  what ^s  her  complaint. 
Bob? 

Frank. 
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Frank.  Come,  Sir,  now  you're  too  hard  upoa 
liim.  ,He  can't  have  IcarnM  quite  fo  far  as  th«c 
yet. 

Boh^  Yes,  I  have  tho' — Sir  fiie  complains  that 
her  iaft  cap  was  too  little, 

Galen*  Oh,  poor  lady,  then  her  head's  fwdPd! 

Bob.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  I  warrant  it  is.  Sir,  with 
rice  flour  and  lavender  pomatum. 

Galen^  No  Bob,  there's  a  tumour  in  the' occi- 
put. Eh !  may  be  an  operation  is  neceffary :  ha, 
your  mafter  performs  it,  if  fo,  and  no  offence, 
J'U  go  and  fee  what  part  you  bear  in  it  Bob. 

Frank.  I  think#you  had  beft  nor. 

Gakn.  But  f  will  tho*. 

Frank.  Then  if  I  can — I'll — {afidt  fitaling  away) 

Galen.  Stay  Frank ;  where  are  you  going  ?  if 
this  cuftomer,  as  you  fay,  is  a  lady.  Bob  fhall 
appear  decent  on  the  occafion — hey !  there's  a 
barbers  (hop  yonder,  if  five  pounds  can  do  it,  my 
boy  (hall  have  a  medical  pate* 

Coef.  {Jings  without.) 

Bob.  Oh,  Sir,  here*s  my  mafter. 

Frank.  The  devil!  {aftde) 

i 

Enter  Coeffeuse,  finging. 

Coef.  What  do  you  (land  chattering  here,  my 
^prentice  boy  ?  Why  don't  you  take  the  vork 
home  to  my  lady  dowager  ?  She  waits  for  her 
wedding  clothes,  and  her  bridegroom.  Sir  Harry 
Fangle,  will  be  at  her  houfe,  in  one  quarter  of  an 
hour.  Dere  'tis  de  fourth  door  in  Berner's-ftreet. 
Allez  vous  en.  [Exit. 

Galen.  What,  is  that  Surgeon  Tourniquet  ? 

Bob.  Ah,  ah,  ah !    my  father's  head  runs  of 
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nothing  but  furgeons  and  apothecaries.-r-Now 
for  the  cuftomer,  allez  vouzent.  [JEjc/i. 

Galen.  There's  a  pair  of  doftors  for  you  !  in  my 
time,  there  was  the  gold-headed  cane,  fnufF-box 
large  as  a,  ftand-difh^  fcariet  cloak,  grave  pace, 
but  now  they  trip  up  to  the  patients  with  '*  allez 
vou^enP'  [Efceunf, 


SCENE  IV ;  and  laji. 

A  I>r effing  Room. 

Lady  Dolphin  difiover'd  at  her  Toilet^ 

Lady  D.  Fidget !  why  Fidget ! 

Enter  Fidget^ 

Was  Sir  Harry  at  home  ? 

Fidget.  Nq,  my  Lady,  they  faid  he  was  gqn* 
into  the  city. 

Lady  D.  What  cou'd  bring  him  to  the  city  oq 
our  wedding  day  too  ;  nobody  yet  from  the  mil- 
liners ?  ril  not  fee  anv  one  'till  Fm  drefs'd,  not 
even,  Sir  Harry. 

.  Fidget.  My  Lady,  here^3  a  card,  one   of  his 
footmen  left  this  moment. 

Lady  I),  {reads)  ^^  My  charming  bride^  adored 
5«  Lady  Polphip,  I  fly  to  your  arms— juft  re- 
**  turn'd  from  the  Commons  with  a  licence." 
Oh  then  that  was  his  bufineft  in  the  city.  "  that 
«  Ihall  make  all  mankind  cnyy  the  happy 

Henry  Fangle.** 
What  ardor!  what  tendernefs  —  paft  two,  wc 
Ihall  fppn  be  at  thq  altar,  heighp  ! 

.  Fidgets 
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tj'idget.  Heigho  for  a  hufb^ndj  my  Lady,  I 
%i{b  I  was  going  to  church  updh  the  fame  er-^ 
tand. 

Lady  D.  Sir  Harry  will  furprife  me ;  I  aever 
fhall  be  ready — afloniihinglv  bad  of  the  milliner^ 
not  fending  the  things  to  his  tinie. 

Fidget.  He  can't  be  long  now  Ma'am,  Monfieur 
Coefieufe  is  generally  pretty  pun^ual. 

Boh  {without)  i  tell  you  father  you  had  beO: 
ftay  below. 

Fidget.  I  fancy  my  lady  here's  fomebody  from 
the  milliner's,  for  I  have  the  glimpfe  of  k  ba^d 
box,  coming  lip  flairs* 

Enter  Bob  in  a  large  PTig,  and G Ahnm  Dobbin. 

Bok  An't  pleafe  you  Ma'am,  I've  brought— — ^ 

Galen.  What  a  bawling — child — never  fpeak 
fo  loud  in  a  ficJk  perfon's  apartment— Frank, 
why  Frank  Dobbin,  (calling  very  loUd  at  thejide) 
Gone !  ha !  that  brother  of  mine  never  had  a 
tafte  for  dperatlons. 

Lady  D.  Lard  !  what  nien  are  thefe  Fidget  ? 

Fidget.  What  a  pair  of  Bifhops  ! 

Lady  D.  Your  bufinefs,  pray  ? 

Galen.  Softly  my  good  lady,  I'm  an  old  Phar- 
hiacopdlia,  and  my  fon  Bob  here  id  a  young  Chir- 
urgiolicum. 

Bob.  Why  father !  ma^m  it^s  no  fiich  thing, 
I'm  no  Jolly  cum. 

Galen.  Be  quiet  child !  ma'am.  Bob  Dobbin's 
<)f  the  new  praftice,  and  I'm  of  the  oldfthooL 

Bob.  Yes,  ma'am,  father's  an  old  fooL  {bows) 

Galen.  Bob^  flie  don't  look  ill-^but  you  know 

Yva  little 
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Kttle  yet  of  fymptoms !  TH  queftion  hcjr  my- 
felf.  (apart) 

LadyD.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  this  is  the  ftrangeft— 
I  don't  know  whether  to  be  angry  or  pleafed-^ 
Fidgety  ftep  down  and  afk  what  all  this  is  about  I 

Bob.  I  alk  your  ladyfliip's  pardon,  but  I'd 
fooner  fall  upon  my  fciffars,  than  offend  your 
ladyQiip;  only  my  mailer  fending  thefe  goods 
home  to  you  by  me,  and  father  meeting  me  in 
the  ftreet  wou'd  as  it  were  have  a  finger  in  the 
pye.  (bows) 

Fidget.  (ofentTfg  the  hand-hx)  O  yes,  ma'am, 
they  are  the  new  things  from  the  milliners. 

Lady  D.  Strange  he  IhouM  employ  fuch  odd 
fort  of  people. 

Bob.  Ma'am  it's  maker's  method  to  make  tis 
lK)ys,  bring  home  the  things  to  the  ladies,  (bows) 

Lady  D.  Have  you  brought  the  flowers  ?  , 

Calen.  Oh,  Bob,  where's  the  camomile. 

Lady  D.  Fidget,  take  out  the  things. 

Galen.  Bob  !  open  the  cafe,  come  I  long  to  fee 
your  apparatus.  (Fidget  goes  ta  the  box)  Stop  I 
tiop !  thefe  are  no  play  things  for  girls  like.  you. 

Fidget.  Girls  like  me  indeed  ! 

Galen.  Yes,  child,  as  far  as  a  nurfe,  you  may 
be  very  well  for  the  fick  lady  here,  but  for  cathe- 
ters, gorget^  forceps,  fillets,  lints,  and  perfera- 
tors ;  go,  and  play  with  your  bodkin  child — or 
if  you  muft  be  bufy  here,  go  warm  the  watcr-^ 
gruel. — You  handle  a  probe,  you  jade  ! 

Fidget.  Lord  ma'am,  I  don't  know  what  ta 
ipake  of  them — Come,  get  along  with  your  great 
wij{S — my  lady  is  going  to  drefs. 

Calen^ 
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Gakn.  Ah  !  then  you  flian't  drefs  her,  roiftrcft 
little  wig,  tho'  fmart  you  are 

Fidget.  Then  hang  me  if  I  don't  call  a  foot* 
man  that  Ihall  drefs  you  both  handfomely,  if  you 
don't  immediately  go  down  ftairs. 

Gakn.  Footman  !  ma'am  if  your  ladylhip  will 
venture  to  try  Bob  j  he  thinks  he  can  do  it. 

Bob.  Not  I  ma'am,  I  can't  xio  it. — I  went 
'prentice  only  to  day.  Why,  is  the  devil  in  you 
father,  (apart)  ^ 

Galen,  Sirrah !  ma'am  dy'e  want  to  be  phle- 
bottomiz'd.  This  boy  bleeds  as  well  as  any  apo^ 
thecary  in  London.  Taught  him  myfelf — ^made 
him  prafticc  two  hours  every  day. 

Lady  D.  Really  Fidget,  don't  you  know  who 
they  are  ? 

Galen.  I  fee  the  tumours  afbated  Bob  !  pray 
child,  has  (he  embrocated  with  lixivium  and 
bran  ?  (to  Fidget) 

Lady  D.  Such  an  incomprehenfible — I  dedre 
Fidget  you'll  call  fome  of  the  men. 

Fidget.  Why  Thomas,  Harry,  Richard.  [Exit. 

Galen.  Bob  I  fee  fhe  has  been  cataplafm'd  with 
the  oil  of  turpentine. 

Bob.  Yes,  and  we  (hall  be  cataplafm'd  with  the 
oil  of  hazel. — Oh,  here  comes  my  mafter. 

Enter  Coeff^use. 

Lady  D.  What  do  ye  mean  Mr.  by  fending 
fuch  people  to  my  houfe. 

Coe/.  Ma'am,   I — (bows) 

Galen.  Bob,  TU  talk  to  your  mafter — mind-— 
iVe  puzzled  fome  of  your  great  ones  before  now. 
(afart) 

Boh. 
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Boi.  And  father,   you  have  not  loft  the  ^L 

GaUn.  Why  child  I  think  not;  Sir,  I  am  partly 
of  your  profeilion.    Qo  Coeffeufe) 

Bob.  Are  you  faith,  ha,  ha,   ha  ! 

Galen.  And  I  am  come,  my  dear  Do£lor>  pur- 
pofcly  ■ 

Coef.  Comment,  Doftor !  Eh,  true^  hfe  think 
his  fon  is  bound  to  a  furgeon— -ha,  ha,  ha !  {afide) 

Galen*  {apart  to  Bob)  Vm  a  common  doflor ! 
Bob !   does  he  mean  I'm  a  quack  ? 

Bob.  Lord,  5ir,  youVe  made  fuch  confufion,  I 
don't  know  what  any  body  means. 

Galen.  Well,  Mr. — y  if  no  offence,  let's  fee  your 
method  of  practice — Now  for  your  fine  London 
works.  {Bob  Dobbin  opens  the  cafsy  and  takes  out 
a  "ivoman^s  htad-drefs) 

Coef.  Dcre,  Monfieur — Madame!  {with  ex- 
Itltatioh) 

Galen.  Well,  it's  a  very  great  affair  indeed^ 
but  pray,  yndtrr  favour,  what  the  devil  has  a  fur- 
geon  to  do  with  a  milliner's  cap. 

Bob.  And  faltherj  what  have  I,  that  am  bound 
prentice  to  a  milliner j  to  do  with  a  furgeon. 

Galen.  Bound  'prentice  to  a  milliner! 

Bob^  Why  yes,  you  know  I  amj  and  there's 
my  mafter, 

Galeft.  My  Bob  a  milliner,  Frank  !  why 
Frank  U  {calls)  where's  that  reprobate  rogue^ 
my  brother* — What  a  milliner,  a  flitter  of  gaufe^ 
and  ftiicher  of  tiffany  ;  I  always  took  my  boy 
for  a  man.  My  money  too  1  what  has  the  vil- 
lain your  uncle  done  with,  my  money  ? 
Coef.  Oh  Monfieur,  Tve  the  fee. 

Galen.  Oh  that's  well,  give  it  me  ;  give  it  me. 

■  Coef 
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Coef.  Non  Monfieur,  tho*  I  am  not  a  fur* 
geon,  yet  Fm To  much  of  de  phyfician  as  never  to 
jreturn  a  fee. 

Enter  Sir  Harry. 

Sir  Harry.  Oh,  my  lady !  IVe  juft  taken  out  tho 
jiicence,  the  formal  procefs  of  the  commons  is  over 
our  few  friends  are  ready>  and  my  chariot  waiC9 
to  attend  us  to  churchy 

En/er  Faggot  and  Polly. 

Faggot.  And  here's  the  bride  as  ready  as  the  beft 
of  them. 

Lady  D.  Another  bride  ! 

Sir  Harry,  {embarrafs^d)  Another  bride,  my 
lady  ! — No — oh  yes,  if  your  ladyfliip  means 
this  girl. — Curs'd  unlucky  this — muft  turn  it 
off  tho*  {afide)  Ah !  ah  !  ah !  Another  bride 
my  lady,  ha,  ha,  ha !  this  bumpkin  being  here, 
is  apropos  —  {^ajide  looking  at  Bob)  Yes,  yes, 
this  young  woman  is-^that  is — as  well  as  I  un- 
derfiand  the  affair  is  going — this  young  man  it 
fcems— don't  be  artiamed  my  lad — is  going  to 
marry  the  baker's  daughter  here. 

Bolf.  Me  ! 

Galen.  How! 

Faggot.  What's  that  ? 

Sir  Harry.  Have  I  the  ftory  right,  Coeffeufe ; 
hedge  me  off  you  fcoundrel. 

Coef.  Oui,  Sir  Harry,  you  fay  all  right,  dat  is 
^e  vay  it  is. 

Polly.  Is  it  indeed  ?  Ah,   ha,   ha  ! 

^ob.  Me !  Oh  Lord !  tho*   1  thought  her  fo 

Polly. 
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beautiful ;  yet  I  never  had  no  more  notion  of 
marriage ! 

Sir  Harry.  Till  you  found  fhc  was  not  to  be 
had  without  it.  My  Lady,  the  young  rogue, 
with  that  fimple  face,  is  the  wickedeft  dog 
among'ft  the  girls.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

£olf.  Me  !  Oh  Ma'am,  as  I  hope  for 

Sir  Harry.  Hold  your  tongue,  you're  right  to 
marry  her. 

Galen.  My  fon  marry  a  bakers  daughter  more 
of  my  brother's  villainy, '  Til  poifon  the  rogue 
if  there's  a  bottle  in  my  fhop.  , 

Faggot.  Crack  your  bottles ;  Pd  have  you  to 
know,  the  baker's  an  honeft  man  ;  tho'  for  aU 
that  fpark's  grinning,  Polly's  not  a  baker's 
daughter;  fpeak  Monfieur  brothcr-in-law.— — 
Speak  you  wild  devil,  {to  Polly)  Tell  them,  an't 
you  heircfs  to  Captain  Gunnell — with  ten  thou- 
fand  pound  in  your  pocket. 

Galen.  Ten  thoufand — why  Bob  ! 

Sir  Harry.  That  bam  won't  do  on  me,  the  girl 
herfelfhas  told  me  all;  fo  fay  it  was  after  that 
young  fellow  you  and  (he  came  hither  now,  and 
I'll  portion  your  Polly  prettily. 

Lady  D.  A  motley  groupe  youVc  brought 
about  you,  Sir  Harry. 

^ir  H.  Ah,  ah,  ah !  a  queer  coUedion  faith, 
ah,  ^h,  2ih\  {looking  round)  But  you  know  my 
Lady  this  Coeffeufe  here  was  formerly  my  valet, 
Stnd  the  poor  faithful  fcoundrel  begs  the  honor  to 
have  his  nieces  marriage  to  this  young  man,  fo- 
lemniz'd  with  Ours. 

Polly.  Here's  a  chain-fhot !  rak'd  and  boarded 
wicbout  a  declaration  of  war. 

Boi. 
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Bob  B.  No,  but  here's  a  kifs  of  peace,  {kifes 
her)  Eh,  eh,  eh  ! 

Faggot,  Yek,  yes,  I  fee  there's  no  holding  her, 
flie'll  be  off  with  fomebody,  and  1  Iha'n't  get  a 
penny  by  it,  biit  who  is  this  ftick  of  hickery  ? 
{to  Bob) 

Bob.  I'm  my  father's  fon. 

Galen.  Your  hand,  boy;  ah!  fly  in  this  love 
affair ;  but  if  fhe  has  this  fortune,  what  fay 
you  ? 

Bob.  Hang  fortune,  my  toaft  is,  Polly  without 
a  jpetticoat. 

Polly.  I  fee,  Sir  Harry,  from  his  fear  of  lofing 
his  wife  there,  >Vill  provide  nfie  with  a  hnfbmd. 
Tve  had  a  proof  that  the  lad  has  a  good  heart, 
fo  I  had  beft  take  the  tide,  and  at  once  fail  out  of 
my  guardian's  power,  {afide) 

Faggot.  Speak  out  giri^  will  you  have  this 
Bob? 

PoMy.  Why  he  feems  a  little  bifcuit  bread  like 
inyfelf ;  but  as  he  had  the  generolity  to  offer  his 
fervice  wheii  he  thought  me  in  diftrefs,  he's 
Worthy  and  welcomie  to  partake  ot  my  prorperity. 

Faggot.  There,  you  fee  fhe's  not  only  got  the 
Tailor's  language,  but  their  thoughtlefs,  noble, 
difinterefted  generofity — the  girl  has  fet  me  fuch 
a  generous  example,  that  Dl  give  my  free  con- 
fent,  if  you'll  give  me  back  two  hundred  of  her 
portion,  (to  Galen) 

Galen.  Your  hand ;  1*11  bleed,  boUis,  and  blif* 
ter  you  till  the  very  hour  of  your  death. 

Bob.  Oh,  you  generous  old  ones  1 

Sir  Harry.  What  has  the  girl  humm''d  mt  ? 
are  you  then  really  her  guardian,  and  fhe  the 
fortune  that 
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Faggot.  Fortune,  or  no  fortune,  devil  a  penny 
of  it  you  touchy  this  lad  deferves  her. 

Bob.  Yes,  I  deferve  her,  fo  hold  your  prate. 
{to  Sir  Harry) 

Enter  Fidget, 

Fidget.  Oh,  what  you're  here  yet  gentlemen 
with  your  wigs  on  you  ?— My  Lady  here's  John 
the  Coachman,  fays  he'll  foon  drive  'em  out. 

Sir  Harry.  No,  Mrs.  Fidget,  let  John  the 
coachman  with  your  leave  my  Lady,  drive  us  to 
church. 

Galen.  And  we'll  follow  you  merrily  in  a  hack 
hey  younkers  ? 

Bob.  Matter,  you  give  up  my  indentures  to 
Polly  ;  and  bound  to  fo  fweet  a  miflrefs,  I  (hall 
wifli  never  to  be  but  of  my  time. 


THE   END. 
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A  C  T   I. 

SCENE  I.  • 

^  Garden  near  Lord  Esmond's  Houfe^  a  Gate  m 

the  back  leading .  to  the  road. 

J^nter  Frill  and  Muns,  quarrelling ;  Maey  i»- 

terpoftng. 

s  Muns. 

Conceited  fop ! 

Frill.  Impertinent  favage! 

Mary.  Gentlemen — 

Frill.  *Pon  my  honour  I  {hall  pink  you. 

Muns*  And  by  my  fift  Pll  thump  you. 

Mary.  But  my  dear  rival  lovers,  my  town  fop« 
and  my  country  beau  ;  filly  to  quarrel  about  me^ 
for  when  one  gets  thump'd,  and  t'other  pink'd 
as  you  call  it  probably  I  may  have  neither  of  you. 
^        '  .  Frill. 
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Frill.  Didn't  you  confefs,  my  little  Spanifb 
guitar  tickled  your  heart  ?     {Jhewing  it.) 

Muns.  And,  my  fwect,  didn't  you  own  that 
my  great  French  horn  roufed  your  foul  ? 

(Jhewing  his  horn  hung  round  his  neck  J) 

Mary.  Yes  j  but  *pon  my  reputation,  gents,  I 
have  not  yet  determined  whether  I  ever  was  rou- 
fed or  tickled. 

Rachel  (without)    Mary  ! 

Mary.  Mymiftrefs!   coming,  madam. 

Count,  (without)  Frill  ! 

Frill.  My  matter !  yes.   Sir. 

Dowd.  {without)    You   Muns !   Why  Muns ! 

Muns.  My  mafter !  Sir — Pm  here — Vm  there. 
—Mary,  don't  ftay  with  that  fellow. — Coming, 
,  Sir.     {all  runconf.Jed.) 

Frill.  I  can't  bear  to  leave  'em  together,— -Co- 
ming, Sir. 

Enter  Rachei- 

Rachel.  Mary,  fee  where's  Mifs  Adelaide. 
Mary.  Yes,  ma'am,  [Exit. 

Enter  Count  Fripon. 

Count  F.  My  riding  hat  and  fwitch>  Frill. 

lExit  Frill. 

Enter  DowDLE. 

Dowd.  Here,  Muns!  you  loitering  rafcal, 
what  are  you  at  ?  Call,  call,  call ! — Defire  Ye- 
mon  to  get  the  horfes  ready.  {Exit  Muns. 

Ay,  Count,  fincc  my  mafter,   the  lord  of  this 
houfcj  has  been  fo  unlucky  as  to  lofe  his  eftate, 

and 
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md  you  and  your  friends  in  Paris  have  been  lucky 
enough  to  win  it,  now  I  am  your  (Icward ;  and 
as  they  fent  you  over  here  to  Ireland,  to  colIcA 
the  rents,  to  pay  his  Lordftiip's  bonds  to  them, 
ril  go  about  and  make  the  tenants  pay  them  into 
your  hands,  on  condition  you  mirry  my  daughter 
Rachel  here. 

Count  F.  I  will. 

Rachel   You  will  not.  (^afide) 

Count  F.  But  all  de  clown  of  tenant,  when  I 
did  go  to  gather  in  de  Targent,  did  throw  de  mud 
and  ftone  at  my  head,  fpoil  my  curl,,  knock  o' 
my  hair  out  of  my  buckle ;  ma  foi,  call  me  Jack 
Frog,  Now,  MademoifcUe,  am  I  like  dat  Jackjr 
de  Frog  ? 

Rachel.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Dowd.  Fools !  They  never  faw  their  landlord. 
Lord  Efmond,  fince  he  was  a  boy.  No,  he  fpent 
his  time  and  money  flying  over  Italy  and  Ger- 
many, like  a  wild  goofe,  till  he's  got  himfclf  now 
coopM  up  'in  a  prifon  at  Paris!  Ha,  ha,  ha! 
Come,  Count,  I  hope  to  bring  all  the  tenants  to 
reafon — but  that  fneering  rafcal  Jack  Connor — 
Daughter,  I  infift  you'll  never  fpeak  to  him. 

Rachel.  Not  I,  Sir — till  you  go  out.  {afide) 

Dowd.  Here,  you  Muns  1     (^calling) 

Count  F.  Frill- 

Enter  Frill,  whifpers  the  Count. 

Frill.  A  fervant  without.  Sir,  from  one  Mr, 
Nugent,  from  Paris. 

Count  F.  Nugent !  One  of  our  club— where  is 
he  ?  [Exit,  witb  Frill. 

Entir 
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Enter  Muns. 

Muns.  Sir,   the  horfes  are  ready. 

Dowd.  Rachel,  as  'tis  late,  we  fha'n't  be  homi 
to-mght — 1(^  Count  and  I  will  take  a  bed  where 
we  can  with  fome  of  the  tenants — 

Rachel.  This  is  chaj  ming  !  {aftde)  Dear  papa^ 
fure  you  won't  deep  out  all  night ! 

Dowd.  IJufmefs.— You  Muns  I 

Mun^  Sir. 

Dowd.  YouMl  let  me  know  if  Jack  Connor 
meets  my  daughter,  whilft  I  afti  away.  There*8 
a  retaining  fce^ 

Muns.  (looking  at  it)    I  will,  Sir.     {apart) 

RacheL  {apart)  Muns,  run  and  tell  Jack  Con- 
nor to  come  here  to  me  as  foon  as  my  father's  out 
of  fight.  There's  fomething  to  drink  our  health 
by  the  way.     {Gives  him  money) 

Muns.  {looking  at  it)  I  will.  Mils. 

Dowd.  Now  you'll  be  on  the  watch  j  Tmay  de- 
pend on  you  ?     {apart) 

Muns,  You  may,  Sir.     {apart) 

Rachel.  You  won't  fail  ? 

Muns.   I  won't* 

Dowd.  Mind,  don't  ftir  out.     (To  Muns) 

[J party  and  Exit* 

Muns.   (^lookinj^at  the  money)  Not  a  leg. 

RachcL  You'll  run  now  to  Jack  Connor?  {apart 
to  Muns) 

Muns.  {looks  at  tke^  money)     Every  foot.    [Exiti 

RacheL  My  dear  Jack  Connor,  I  love  him 
more  than  ever  for  his  fidelity  to  my  Lord ;  and 
furelyUhe  man  of  honour  and  integrity  can  never 
prove  a  faithlefs  lover. 

Enter 
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Enter  Adelaide. 

Ah,  you  fly  one !  you  come  down  here  to  the 
the  country  on  a  vifit  to  me,  yet  prefer  birds  and 
groves  to  all  we  can  invent  to  amufe  you.  Now 
isn't  it  love  ? 

Adelaide.  My  dear  Rachel,  Td  make  you  my 
confidante,  but  you're  fuch  a  giddy  creature. 

Rachel  I !  Me  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha !  What  would  I 
give  that  you  had  a  lover  ! 

Adelaide.  I  had. 

Rachel.  O  precious  !    Who  is  he  ? 

Adelaide.  Let  thefe  tears  tell  you  my  lover  is  no 
more. 

Rachel,  Dear  me! 

Adelaide.  'Tis  nbw  ten  years  fincci  I  faw  my 
Nugent  at  Montpellier. 

Rachel.  Ten  years  !   You  ednftant  foul ! 

Adelaide.  I  was  fcarce  fifteen :  his  fortune  was 
doubtful  \  my  father  forbad  our  intcrcourfe — my 
Nugent  was  feized  by  ruffians  (I  could  never  find 
the  caufe),  and  carried  up  to  Paris  j  but  have 
fince  been  aflured,  by.  my  father,  of  his  death. 

Rachel.  Had  I  known  this,  my  love  I  fhould 
hot  have  revived  a  painful  idea.  Come,  I  muft 
keep  up  your  fpirits-  My  father  won't  be  home 
all  night,  arid  Tve  fent  for  my  dear  Jack  Con- 
nor, to  fup  with  us.  I  wifh  t  dare  be  angry  with 
my  father,  for  joining  with  this  (harping  Count 
againft  his  own  matter.  Lord  Efmond :  no  won-r 
der,  for  his  mother,  the  old  lady,  not  to  refl:  in 
her  grave.  Adelaide,  as  fure  as  I  live,  I  heard 
the  ghoft  finglaft  night  in  the  Belvedere  room — 
the  fweetefi  voice ! 

VOL.  IV.  ^'  3  A^  Adelaide. 


.-r^"^--' 
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Addaide.  Very  ftrange !  I've  now  fat  up  por*^ 
pofcly  three  nights,  but  Tve  neither  fcen  nor 
heard  this  finging  fpirit. 

Rachel.  Dh,  but  my  dear,  the  poor  dead  lady 
is  certainly  difturb'd  by  the  misfortunes  of  her 
f6n.  Lord  Efmoiid : — ^it  muft  be  her,  for  the  ap- 
parition is  drefs'd  cxaftly  like  her  pifture  tnat 
hangs  in  the  room  where  it  walks. 

Adelaide.  All  fancy. — Ahf  if  the  deid  were 
fufftrr'd  to  revifit  us,  I  ftiould  be  comforrcd  by  my 
Nugent. 

Rachel  Come,  we  muft  have  no  more  thoughts* 
df  dead  lovers :  you  (hall  hear  my  Hving  lover 
rattle,  court,  and  fmg  at  our  little  party ;  we*lt 
be  fo  merry — Come.  {.Exeunf^ 


SCENE   11. 


77?e  Country — Sun  Jet. — Lord  Esmond's  Houje  at 
a  dijiancei  at  the  fide  JAck  Connor's  Cottage. 

Enter  Lord  Esmomd,  Trap,  and  Servant. 

Lord  E,  Then  the  Count  will  meet  mc  ? 

Serv.  Yes,  my  Lord. 

Lord  E.   You  caird  rne  Nugent  ? 

Serv.  I  did,  my  Lord. 

Lord  E.  Very  well ;  take  the  horfes  back  to  the 
inn.  [^Exit  Servant. 

Well,  Trap,  I've  been  your  prifoner  ten  years^ 
and  your  fuffering  me  to  come  here  from  Paris, 
is  a  ft]  etch  of  good  nature  which  I  fhall  ever  be 
grateful  for. — Yonder's  my  houfe :  here  ani  I  in- 
she  centre  of  my  own  cftate,  and,  thanks  to  for- 
tune, not  matter  of  one  foot  of  land. 

^rap^ 
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Yrap.  Night's  coming  on,  and  not  a  roof  here 
^ill  Ihelter  us.  Tho'  in  view  of  your  houfe  I  c^n't 
tget  a  mug  of  beer.  {Mufic  and  laughing  without) 
Country  people  leaving  off  work:  riT  fee  if  I 
iran't  get  a  drop  amongft  *cm. — But,  my  Lord, 
don't  run  away,  for  if  I  haven't  you  to  bring 
iack  with  me  to  jail,  I  fliall  get  hang'd. — HoHo  J 
neighbours.  [Exit. 

Lord  E.  Somewhere  here  flood  the  cottage  of 
poor  old  Connor— a  good  houfe;  he  thrives;  I'm 
glad  of  it.  His  fon  Jack  was  my  little  play  fellow. 
i^Laughing  and  mujic  without.) 

Enter  Jack  Connor. 

Jack  C  Ah,  Merry  be  your  hearts.  Good 
night,  neighbours.  AH  going  to  their  comfort- 
able homes;  whilfL  I — this,  batchelor's  life  is 
plaguy  ftupid — I  will  marry  my  little  RacheU 
{going  towards  bis  houfe) 

Lord  K  Friend,  do  you  know  wher^  I  can  get  a 
bed  for  to-night  ? 

Jack  C.  I've  two  or  three  fpare  beds  in  my  houfe 
here. 

LordE.  One  will  do  for  me. 

Jack  C.  Then  one  you  (hall  have,  on  one  con- 
dition tho* — that  you  drink  one  jug  of  ale  with  me 
after  fupper. 

Lord  E.  Supper,  and  a  jug  of  ale  !  your  terms 
are  rather  fcvere  to  a  hungry,  weary,  thirfty, 
traveller. 

Jack  a  Thirfty!    Oh!    Phdim.  {^alls  at  his 

3  A  z  '  Enter 
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JEnfer  Phelim^  to  whom  Jack  Coif  n ok  w hi/per s. 

Jack  C.  You  fhall  have  a  traveller's  welcome  to 
the  houfe  of  Jack  Connor.  [Exii  Phelim. 

Lord  E.  *Tis  he  !  the  companion  of  my  youth. 

Re-enter  Phelim,  with  a  jug  of  ale  and  drinking 

born. 

Jack  C.  Ill  fill  for  you.  Sir— 

LordE.  The  good-natur'd  boy  ripen'd  into  the 
benevolent  man.  {ajide) 

Jack  C.  My  firft  toad  is  always  a  bumper :  here's 
freedom  to  nriy  landlord.  Lord  Efmond. 

Lord  E.  Pray  where  is  my  Lord  now  ? 

Jack  C.  In  prifon,  near  ten  years ;  and  I  fear  for 
life,   {wipes  his  eyes) 

Lord  E.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Jack  C.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir ;  but  when  I 
toaft  my  friend  in  dil^refs,  I  always  naix  my  drink 
with  water. 

Lord  E.  AfFedionate  fellow  !  (aJide)  But  I've 
heard  fay,  my  Lord  is  rather  a  diflipated  worthlefs 
fort  of  a  character. 

JackC.  What's  that  ?  {fiercely)  You're  welcome 
to  what  my  houfe  affords.  Sir  j  but  fup  by  yourfelf, 
for  ril  never  fit  at  one  board  with  him  who  could 
flander  the  man  I  eftcera  and  honour. 

Enter  Mun«,  whifpers  Jack  Connor. 

Her  father  out  ?  and  fent  for  me  ?  mV  kind  Ra- 

•  *      ^^  • 

chcU  if  I  had  but  Father  Frank,  now— he  might 

marry 
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marry  us. — Muns,  how  go  on  the  Count's  affairs  ? 
(apart) 

Muns.  A  myftery  there. — But  (takes  the  cup) 
rU  get  to  the  bottom  on't.  {drinks)  Now  Tm 
prim'd  for  love  or  war:  if  Frill  dare  but  look 
crooked^  or  Mary  but  frown — oh  !  how  I'll  bang 
him,  and  touzk  her.  \E9cit» 

Lotd  E.  As  I  find  all  here  have  loft  every  re- 
membrance of  my  perfon,  I'll  venture  up  to  the 
cattle,  and  fee  the  Count,  in  my  charafter  of  Nu- 
gent,  {aftde) 

Jack  C.  Phelim,  let  this  gentleman  want  for 
nothing  till  I  come  home.  Your  hand,  Sir  5  I  was 
angry,  but  you're  a  ftranger ;  perhaps  in  neceflity 
«— and  my  doors  (hall  never  be  (hut  againft.the 
weary  traveller.  [^Exeuntjeverally. 


SCENE  III. 

A  Hall  in  Lord  Esmond's  Houfe. 

Enter  Frill. 

WilL  Ifufpeft  her€  is  fomething  going  forward 
againft  my  mafter, — Here  come  Muns  and  Mary. 
— See — kifs  !  oh  the  traicrefs !  {retires) 

Enter  Muns  and  Mary. 

Muns. Txwt.     Ha,  ha,  ha!    But,  Mary,    my 
dear,  how  could  you  liften  to  fuch  a  cur  as  Frill ! 
Frill,  {ciftde)  I'm  a  cur  !  Oh,  you  puppy. 

Mary. 
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Mary.  Frill  is  a  creature— but  really  fince  this 
ghoft  has  appeared,  the  houfe  is  fo  frightful  that 
any  company  is  acceptable. 

Muns.  That  for  the  ghoft !  To-night  we  are  to 
have  a  jolly  little  party, — Hufli,  my  dear. — Jack 
Connor's  conning  to Mifs  Rachel,  I'm  with  you,  an4 
cook  is  preparing  a  bit  of  fupper  for  us  all. 

Mary.  Delightful! 

Muns.  Old  matter  don't  come  home  to-night, 
and  we'll  be  fo  merry. 

Mary.  Charming !  then  PU  go  fupcrintend  fup- 
per. [Exit. 

Muns.  And  PU  make  Tooten  the  black  my 
pupil,  prepare  his  horn, — Oh>  how  fwectly  we 
playM  on  the  water  yefterday ! — They  may  talk  of 
fine  views,  and  viftas,  and  beauties,  of  nature  i  but 
'tis  to  hear  the  divine  echos  of  my  horn^  that 
brings  the  gentlefolks  all  the  way  fri)m  Cork,  and 
even  Dublin,  down  here  to  Lough  Neagh.  But 
now  for  fupper,  ,  [Exit. 

Frill.  So  here's  rare  doings  iq.  ihp  old  gentle- 
man's abfence  1 

Re-enter  Muns  andMAKr,  tbey  place  two  tables^ 

and  a  fcreen  between  them. 

Mary.  There  1  the  lovers  fha'n't  be  oyerlook-d 
by  us,  ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Muns.  Here  Tooten  and  I'll  fit  and  take  our 
bottfe — while  they  mingle  lips,  we'll  jingle  glaf- 
fcs- — Oh,  how  I  love  to  fee  good  cheer  going  for- 
ward !  \Exeunt. 


Frill 


^'  THE  PRISONER  AT  LARGEr  73% 

Frill  advance s^ 

Frill,  M after  and  I  bubHcd  by  fuch  dawns  as 
Muns  and  Jack  Connor— oh  revenge  I 

Dowd.  (without)  Is  nobody  at  home? 

Frill.  Oh,  thoice  luck !  here  comes  the  old  one 
honie  unexpcdedly.— Such  a  hobble  as  I'll  bring 
them  into.     Ha^  ha^  ha ! 

Enter  Dowdle. 

Dowd.  Oh  my  bones  I  whoV  that  ? — Frill  ? 
What,  are  they  all  gone  to  bed  ?  well  Til  go  too> 
and  not  difturb  any  body. 

Frill.  What,  Sir,  go  to  bed  without  your  fup- 
per  ?  the  fupper  that  Mifs  Rachel  has  prepared  for 
you  ? 

Dcwd.  {feeing  the  table  lay'd)  Hey  1  what  is  all 
this  ? 
.  Frill.  The  table  lay'd  for  fupper,  Sir. 

Powd.  Why  who  knew  I  was  coming  home  ? 

Frill.  Mifs  Rachel,  Sir. 
.   Do'ivd.  Eh !  then  fhe  knows  I  had  a  fall  from 
my  horfe  ?  ^  ^ 

Frill.  The  devil  a  word  of  it.  (ajide)  Oh  yes. 
Sir,  Mary  told  her  that. 

Dowd.  Mary  !  who  told  Mary  ? 

Frill.  Oh,  Sir— (he  faw  you.  Sir,  as  (he  was 
taking  a  walk. 

Dowd  She  took  a  very  long  walk  then  -,  for  I 
fell  'fix  miles  off. 

Frill.  That  was  a  great  fall  indeed,  Sir, 

Dowd,  Eh  ? 

Frill.  Walk — yeSj  Sir — ride— Sir — Mary   was 

ridiog 
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liding  toe — the  evening  being  fine,  Mifs  Rachel 
gave  her  leave  to  go  and  fee  her  brother. 

Dcwd.  Mary  ? 

FrilL  Yes,  Sir;  Muns  rode  before  her. 

Dowd.  After  my  orders  to  ftay  at  home  on  thte 
watch  !  Before  Mary  ?  Then  I  fuppofe  the  rafcal 
took  my  chcfnut  pad  ? 

Fri//.  Don't  fay  I  told  you — but  I  fancy  he  did 
—they  wou'd  not  wifli  you  to  know  it,  Sir- — they'll 
all  deny  it  to  you. 

Dowd.  Mary  1— indeed  I  heard  a  woman 
fquall. 

Frill.  Yes,  Sir,  flie  faid  (he  fquall'd. 

Dowd.  Then  perhaps  'twas  fhe  fent  the  pothd- 
cary  to  me. 

Frill.  It  was.  Sir. One  lie  has  drawn  me 

into  a  dozen,  (ajide) 

Dowd.  A  bufy  flut  1  He  was  a  farrier — call'd 
himfelf  "sl  furgeon,  tho'  he  was  a  farrier  ;  for  the 
fellow  out  with  a  fleam,  up  with  my  leg,  and 
fwore  he'd  bleed  me  in  the  fetlock, — Where's 
your  matter  ? 

Frill.  Lord,  Sir,  didn't  he  come  home  with 
you  ? 

V  Dcwd.  No,  he  faid  fomebody  from  Frande 
was  to  meet  him  at  an  inn  three  miles  oflp,  he, 
he  ? — But  Tm  glad  my  daughter  had  fo  mucli 
thought  as-  to  provide  a  morfcl  for  me. — Oh  what 
happinefs,  after  all  one's  crofles  abroad,  to  come 
to  one's  own  home,  when  ones  children  and 
fervants  are  fo  attentive  to  render  it  agreeable! — 
Muns!  {calls)  Where's  this  curfed  fellow,  with 
his  galloping  my  horfes  about  the  country  ? 
Frill,  (hall  i  trouble  you  to  help  me  on  with  my 

gown, 
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gowtt,  and  then  I  can  come  and  (it  down  to  my 

fajppe^  in  coin  fort.  [Exit. 

Frill.  Yes,  Sir.^What  a  fare  fcrape  I   fhall 

bring  them  into>  ha^  ba,  ha  !  [^£xit 

Enter  Rachei^^  Adelaide,  and  Jack  Coi^nor.  " 

*/flL  iHa,  ha,  ha  1 

Rachel.  Ahd  there  now  is  my  old  pa^a,  trot^ 
ting  from  cottage  to  barn,  like  a  cunnitig  litcte 
excifeman,  with  his  green  book  under  his  arm^ 
and  his  pcii  11  tick  in  his  hair. 

All.  Ha^  ha,  ha  ! 

Jack€.  But  why  won't  Mift  Adelaide  gfve  ui 
jier  company  ? 

RachtrL  You  muft* 
.  Adelaide.  My  dear,  fuffer  me  to  go  to  refl-^  if 
I  can  reft* — Tae  death  of  my  Nugent,  the  mif- 
fortuncs  of  Lord  Efmond — tho*  1  never  faw  hirn 
*— it  ;6iay  fecm  an  afFtftation  of  fenfibility — I 
Can't  account  for  it,  but  I  feel  fomeihing  inex*. 
preffibly  horrid  hanging  over  me>  ever  fince  you 
Ihow'd  me  the  old  lady's  clothes* 

Rachtl.  Sure  1 

Adelaide*  Not  a  night  I  don't  dream  Ytn  at  her 
clothes  {)refs  in  the  haunted  room^  as  you  call 
it. 

Katheh  Well)  my  dear,  if  you  will  retire,  fuffer 
Jack  to  fee  you  acrofs  the  gallery. 

Jick  C.  Ay,  Mifs,  under  my  guard,  Ihow  me 
the  gholi  that  dare  affront  you. 

\Exit  with  Adelaide. 

tot.  iV/  3 «  Enter 
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Enter  Mary  with  /upper,  u'biebjhe  places  en  th$ 

table. 

Mary.  There,  Mifs. — Let's  fee,  I  muft  bring 
mother  bottle ;  for  your  lover  is  a  good  fellow^ 
and  a  good  fellow  deferves  a  good  bottle.     [Exit. 

RacbeL  {Jits)  Iwifh  Jack  Connor  wou'd  make 
hafte.  {begins  So  carve)  Ha,  ha,  ha !  My  little 
dad,  if  he  knew  what  we're  at  here  now. 

Enter  Dowdle,  in  an  undrefs^ 

Yes,  My  poor  father^s  faft  afleep  by  this,  in 
fome  peaceful  cottage.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  did  not 
care  if  he  had  a  tafte  of  this  turkey ;  I  know 
\y  the  old  lad  likes  a  bit  o'  the  nnerry  thought* 
—How  long  my  dearee  ftays  !— Is  that  you  ? — 
{Speaks  without  looking  round)  Eh !  youVc  been 
giving  her  a  kifs,  I  fuppofe-— come,  whilft  its  hot; 
fit  down  you  foolifh  fellow.  {Dowdk  comes  rounds 
and  Jits  down  oppojite  to  ber) 

Racbel.  {feeing  bim)  Ah  \  {/creams) 

Dowd.  What's  the  matter  with  you  ? 

Racbel.  Sir,  I — I — I  thought  it  was  the  ghoft. 

Dowd.  Why,  did  you  invite  the  ghofl  to  fup- 
per  ? 

Racbel.  If  Jack  returns  we're  undone,  {qfide) 
Lord^  Sir,  whoexpcfted  you  ? 

Dowd.  Indeed  I  fbpuld  not  have  been  home 
to-night  but  for  the  tumble. 

Racbel.  What  tumble.  Sir? 

Dowd.  Oh  true,  I  wafn't  to  know  fhe  let 
Muds  gallop  my  hories  about  the  road,  {afide) 
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Well^  ha,  ha,  ha !  I  forgive  you  and  him,  fii^ce 

it  has  procured  me  fo  good  a  fuppen  ^ 

Rachel.  Forgive  us  !  Then,  Sir,  you  know 
aU?  ' 

Dowd.  Yes,  yes,  Ym  not  angry — call  the  fel- 
low. 

Rachel.  O  precious  1  Then,  Sir,^  you'll  let  him 
fop  with  us  ? 

Dowd.  Sup  !  what  your  fervant  ? 

Rachel.  True,  Sir,  I  am  his  miftrcfs,  and  he 
loves  me  dearly. 

Dowd.  Who,  Muns  ? 

Rachel.  Muns  ! 

Dowd.  If  your  Muns  dares  to  fit  down  at  a  table 
with  me,  Til  knock  the  fcoundrel  co  the  devil. 

Enter  Muns  ^j/^^Toqten,  they  fit  at  the  other  Table. 

Muns.  Now,  Tooten,  don't  look  towards  the 
lovers— ^here,  we'll  fit,  play,  and  take  our  glaffcs. 
{they  drink)  Now  up  with  Black  Sloven.  (?(?^/^ir 
and  Muns  play  the  horns) 

Dowd.  Hey  !  {lays  down  his  knife  and  fork) 

Muns.  How  d'ye  like  that,  my  lad  o'wax  ? 

Dowd.  What^sthat? 

Muns.  Eh !  {Surprifed^  foftly  rifes  and  peeps 
over  the  fcreen^  which  he  had  placed  between  the 
4W  tables  i  at  the  fame  time  Dowdle  turns  up  bis  face) 

.     £nter  Mary  with  wine, 

Rachel.  If  I  could  prevent  Jack  Cpnnor  from 
coming  in«  [J^^it. 

Mary.  Here's  tWo  bottles  for  the  jolly  dog, 
(Sets  them  on  the  table  ^  at  which  Muns  fits) 

3  B  2  Muns. 
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Muns.  (m  a  fmothered  laugh)  Ha,  hz^  ha  I 
give  it  to  the  jolly  dog  youilclf. 
•    Mary^  {^go^i  round  the JcrecHy  and Jteing  Dowdle^ 
Jcrenms)  Ah  ! 

Dtmd  Curfe  your  iqualliag !  I  believe  it  was 
you  that  ftrighten'd  my  horfe. 
.    Mary^  Me  ! 

Dowd.  Where  did  you  pick  np  fuch  an  app^ 
thecarv  ?         .  !  .  ' 

.   Mary.  I  pick  up  an  apothecary  !   Sir,  Fd  have 
you  to. know 

Dowd,  He   was  a   farrier ;   ai^d,.  Sirrah,  -  the 
next  tiiue  you  take  the  road — • 

Alms.  I  take  the  road  1 

Dow  J    Sty  yiiu  muft  go  on  the  pad  ?         ^ 

Muns.  I  go  on  the  pad  !  Oh  Lord  ! 

Dowd^    Y/Hi    icoundicll     cantering  >boutf-* 
Where's  the  pillion  ? 

Muns.   N4ary,  Fetch  my  matter  the  pillow. 

Dowd.  So,  Sirrah,  fliers  in  love  with  you  f 

M^^ns.  Yes,  Sir— r^h  Mary  ?  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Dowd.  And  you  muft  fie  down  ^nd  fup  vtritk 
me  ? 

Muns.  Eh  !  well— thank  ye,  Sir,  (Jits) 

Dowd.  Fine  !  Hadn't  you  better  a(k    footen 
the  black^a-moor  ?  (ironically) 

Muns.    Tooten,   6t  do^^n,    boy*    {Tojofen\fitsy 

Dowd*  Get  along,  you  infernal \tteaU  them} 

Muns.  Oh  Lord,  he's  mad  ! 

Dowd.  Where's  my  faddle,  you  villain  ? 

Muns.  His  (addle!  Going  to  ride  this  time  of 
olght— yes,  the  devil's  got  into  him. 

Dowd.  rU  beat  him  out  qf  you,  you  rogue,    ^ 

Mun4^ 
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•  Muns.  The  gboft  has  bit  him---Oh» 

*        IMuns  and  J^lmry-nm^Ji^ 
Dowd.  A  knave ! 

Enter  Jack  Connor. 

^ack  €.  This  old  manfion  has  fo  numy  "Otiind* 
tng3»  1  thought  I  fhould  never  have  foond  my 
way  back  again.-— Come,  fir  down^  Biy  dear.-*-^ 
the  dcvii!  {/eeing  Dowdle^  rum  off.\ 

Dowd.  Stop  the  fellow— thieves !         Ipurfueu 

Re-enter  Mary,  {^cautioujly)  ^ 

mary  \  vsronder  if  Mifs  Rachel's  gone  to  bed. 
^•-^J<itk  Connor  oiull  have  flipped  out  when  he 
heard  mali  r  fcoiding  us— p-yes,  1  hear  mafter  lbck> 
ifng  t  e  grtrat  gite — near  one  o'clock — 1  wifli  £ 
was  in  my  own  room— J  dread  croffing  that  dtf- 
nial  gallfly;  if  I  iiieet  any  thing  1  {ball  di^ 
J*to  fo  frighten'd.     O  Lord,  what's  that  ? 

Muns.  'Tis  I,  my  dear. — D*ye  think  mafter 
faw  Jick  Connor? 

Mary.  I  hope  not  j  but  I  can't  ^conceive  how 
he  got  off. 

Muns.  No  matter,  as  he  wasn't  feen  we're  fafe. 
-^Buc  here*5  a  ftrange  Gentleman,  i  faw  ^im  jii^ 
pow  at  Jack  Connpr's— ^he  knock'd  at  the  poftern, 
and  aflc'd  for  a  bed,  as  he's  benighted. 

Mary,  The  deuce  !  Were  you  mad,  to  let  a 
granger  in  at  tbis.titiK  of  nighi  ?  He  may  be  aa 
©raoge  boy. 

Muns^ 
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Muns.  Look'ye,  Mary,  I  let  him  in  out  of  g6od 
Bttiire-— let  thoie  that  are  ill-natured  turn  him 
out. 

Mary.  Why  'twould  be  cruel  indeed  ;  only  jnaf* 
ter*s  fo  crofs,— Stop— IVc  a  thought — rhe  fineft 
opportunity  !  Let's  put  him  to  fleep  in  the 
haunted  room  ;  as  he  don't  know  it  is  haunted  he 
won't  be  afraid,  and  if  the  ghoft  walks  he'll  cer- 
tainly fpeak  to  it,  and  then 

Muns.  Why  yes,  if  it  is  our  dead  Lady,  ihe 
may  tell  him  what  difturbs  her,  then  may  be  (h^'ll 
vanifh,  and  trouble  the  houfe  no  more-^I  like  it 
hugely. 

Mary.  Where  have  you  left  the  Grentleman  ? 

Muns.  In  the  lodge.     Come — ^oiu^) 

Mary.  You  needn't  run  away  from  a  body.— 
(Jakes  him  under  the  arrn) 

Muns.  Ah  !  how  loving  thefe  women  are,  when 
they  ftand  in  need  of  our  proteftion.  Hem !  Eh! 
|)lefs  me !  tol,  loU  lol.  (Jrightend) 

[Exeunt^ 


SCENE  IV. 


An  antique  Apartment.     A  Lady's  PiSlure  hanging 

0  ler  fhe  Chimney. 

Enter  Muns  and  Mary,  zuUh  lights,  introducing 

Lord  Esmond. 

Mary.  This  is  the  room,  Sir, 
Muns.  {in  terror j  yet  trying  tQ  (onceal  it)  Yes, 
Sir,  this  is  the  room,*  Sir. 

Lord 
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Lord  E.  Vm  very  much  obliged  to  you. 

Mary.  The  bed's  in  the  alcove.  Sir.  ^inU 
fo  it) 

Muns.  Well)  Mary,  put  on  the  iheets^  and  aur 
it  for  the  Gentleman* 

Mary.  Can*t  you, 

Muks.  Tlhaw  !  {apart^—eacb  urging  the  other  /# 
go  in) 

Mary.  Sir,  the  bed  is  very  well  air'd. 

Muns.  Yes,  Sir,  it  has  been  laid  in  not  above— « 
eight  years  ago.  {afide)  Go— (to  Mary,  whg 
with  much  befit ation  and  terror  goes  into  the  alcove) 

L^rd  E.  I'he  gentleman  of  the  houfe  I  fuppoitt 
is  gone  to  reft  ? 

Muns.  Yes,  Sir,  the  gentleman  of  the  houlsb 
has  reded  in  prifon  thefe  ten  years — 

Lord  E.  Indeed  !  poor  Gentleman. 

Muns.  Ay,  Sir,  he's  a  Lord  !  the  cards  and  dice 
have  left  him  a  very  poor  gentleman — but  my 
mailer,  his  fteward,  is  now  quietly  fnoring. 

Lord  E.  Then  I  ihall  return  him  thanks  in  the 
9iQrning. 

Muns.  Oh,  Sir,  you  may  as  well  not  thank 
him.  Sir. 

Lord  E.  Then  'tis  entirely  to  you  Tm  obligcdi 

Muns.  Yes,  Sir. 

Lord  E.  As  I  was  left  by  the  man  of  the  houft^ 
when  you  faw  me,  but  for  your  humanity,  I  muft 
have  lain  in  the  fields  all  night—- Here,  {offers 
fnonev) 

Muns.  As  I  did'n't  buy  my  humanity.  Sir,  I 
never  will  fell  it.  {refufes) 

Re-enter  Mary. 

Mary.  There,  Sir,  the  bed's  ready— Lord!— 

I'm 
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I'm  fo  WghcenM  ! — thought  I  (hould  netrcr  get 
tfMe.  {apart  to  Mums) 

Muns.  Hulh  !  hufli !  {apart)  Sif^  we'll  leavt 
jou  a  li|;ht,  ^r,  and  ydu  may  leave  it  burning-** 
that  he  may  fee  the  ghoft.  {apdrt)     - 

Mary^  Wilh  you  a  good  night,  Sir, 
'*   fduns.  A  good  night 'i  reft>  Sir.*^*-Oh  what  t 
<^  clawing  will  be  here  by  and  by, 

[^Exeunt  Muns  and  Mary^ 
-  Lord  E.  For  the  firft  time  indeed,  fince  my 
^  infancy,  I  (hall  fleep  under  my  own  roof.— Since  I 
find  this  Count  not  here,  I  Ihall,  if  poflible,  gel 
«oiit  early  and  meet  him  at  the  inn  where  I  ap* 
pointed  •  The  dead  of  night  feems  very  awful  in 
\befe  antique  manfions* — This  roDm  was,  I  think, 
my  mother's-— yes,  there  is  her  pidure— my  fooi 
parent — {clock  Jlrikes  one) 

lEnter  Adelaide,  partly  drefs^d  like  fht  piSitrts 
from  a  door  which  opens  in  the  wainfcaot-'^tvitk 
a  tandle  in  her  band,. 


.i 


Who's  here  ?— a  Lady  !— Heav'ns,  flie*s  afleep  ! 
{He  Jlands  fixed  with  wonder ^  Adelaide  croJftSj  opens 
V  clothe s^prefs^  takes  from  her  head  a  booi^  f^^^U 
and  night' rat l^  refembling  the  picture ^  and  puts  iheM 
into  the  prefs ;  then^  to  return  to  the  door  where 
fife  enteredy  walks  With  her  face  towards  Lord 
JSfinond) 

Lord  E.  Is  it  poffible  ? — 'tis  my  Adelaide !— * 
Hold  !  Shall  I  wake  her— *no,  the  fudden  fright 
may  be  fatal — this  ring,  her  laft  pledge  of  affec- 
tion when  we  parted— (/>«/i  a  ring  upon  her  finger^ 
which  be  had  taken  from  bU  hwn%     This  may 

afibrd 


> 
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afford  her  confolation,  without  difcovcriog  that 
'tis  I  that  have  been  here. 

lEicit  Adelaide  Jlowlf. 
Seems  a  private  dooi'^-^nd  that  lobby*^ye$— -it 
leads  to  her  chamber  {looking  aji&  hery^lkt  only 
knows  me  for  Nugent,  and  thmks  me  dead— *thi^ 
caufe  perhaps  of  h^  difordered  mind.-'<»*To  meet 
her  here,  my  greateft  blefling — fo  grange  and 
unexpefted  1— May^  it  lead  to  fome  greater  hap« 
pinefs! 
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SCENE   I. 

3tH  open  country.^— bifore  a  pubUc  houfcj  the  Jign  et 

SbouUer  of  Mutton. 

Enter  Muns^  bis  horn  round  his  neclk,  and  a  hot 

under  his  arm* 

MUNS. 

Oh  that  wicked  old  mafter,  to  turn  me  off  for 
only  letting  in  that  ftrange  oian !— a  ftrange  man 
he  was,  for  none  could  tell  how  he  gpt  out  this 
morning— -but  Matter  to  fwear  he  was  a  thief^  and 
threaten  to  profecute  me  for  an  accomplice  if  I 
ev'n  aik  for  my  wages !  and  then  I've  left  nly  fweet 
Mary-gold  all  to  Frill.— Here tiave  I  tramp'd  three 
miles,  as  hungry— and  not  a  ihilling  in  my  pocket, 
•i— Now  here's  a  hbufe  of  entertainment— yet  I'm 
afraid  even  to  fit  down  on  the  bench,  left  I  (hould 
be  afk'd  to  pay  for  it.^— I'm  fo  hungry— Houfe  f 
{calls  faintly^  Oh !  what  an  cfiefl:  an  empty  pocket 
has  upon  a  man's  voice  at  the  door  or  a  public 
houfe ! 

^  finter  Landlord. 

Landlord.  What  wou'd  you  be  plealed  to  have  ? 
Mum.  Any  thing,  Jgit, 

Enter 
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Enter  Landlady. 

Landlady.  What  do  you  want  ? 

Af««^.  Everything,  Ma*am. 

Landlord.  Who  are  you  ? 

Muni.  A  poor  fcrvant  out  of  place. 

Landlady.  We  want  a  waiter^  hufband. 

Landlord.  Did  your  mailer  giv^  you  i  cha* 
W&cr? 
muns.  No,  Sir,  he  had  none  for  himfclf. 

Landlord.  What  can  you  do  ? 

Muns.  Sir,  I  don't  know  what  to  do.  * 

Landlord.  What  are  you  capable  of  ? 

Muns.  Oh,  Sir — ^I  can  play  a  duet  upon  tht 
horn.  ,  . 

Landlord.  I  want  no  horn. 

Landlady.  No,  that  you  don't,  hufband. 

Landlord.  Do  you  underftand  horfes  ? 

Muns.  Yes,  Sir,  and  cookery. 

Landlord.  I  w^t  one  in  my  ftable. 

Mum.  Ahorfe? 

Landlord.  P(ha !  my  ftable. 

Muns.  Yes,  Sir,  but  Fm  beft  in  the  kitchen- 
Ma'am,  V\\  do  any  thing  for  bread— only  employ 
m^-^rU  be  humble  as  a  fpanieL— fecret  as  a  fiih--» 
watchful  as  a  cat — I'll  fleepi  like  a  cock  upon  one 
1^,  with  the  other  ready  to  pop  down  to  run  on 
a  meflage.  •  • 

Landlord.  Come  in,  tiy  lad,  you're  the  very 
plan  for  the  Shoukler  of  Mutton. 

Mums.  That  I  am>  Sir,  either  baked  or  roafted. 

lExennt. 


3  c  2  SCENE 
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scekc:  II. 

ji  RdM  U  the  Im. 
Enter  Im^  Eshokd  and  Lahdxoed* 

Jjori  E.  Onljr  if  Count  F^ripon  inquires  iqt 
Mr.  Niig^ty  ibow  him  in, 

LanJhrd.  Yes,  Sir.  [JExit^ 

Lord  Ef  Luckily,  that  b  the  time  of  my  diitrefs 
at  Montpelier,  I  too}:  the  name  of  one  of  their 
confederates,  who,  from  being  ftacioned  in  a  diftant 
quarter,  probably  the  Count  has  never  feen^ 
They,  fyppofing  me  one  of  their  rafcally  club,  | 
may  get  at  their  fecret  fchemes,  and  tq  be  prepared 
to  coi}dtera<5t  them. 

Enter  Cojrsrfdxvov* 

Count  F,  H^,  Monfieur  Nugent !  I  never  ave 
de  honeur  of  feeing  you,  but  knoW  you  art  of  our 
chib  in  Paris;  Sir,  I  am  rejoice  at  your  coming. 

Imt^  E.  Thank'ye,  Count^r-Pm  deputed  by  out 
fiends,  to  fee  bow  you  go  pn  with  my  Lord 
Efmond's  affairs. 

Count  ¥.  Ah,  malbeurcux !  very  bad— no  money 
—been  out  now  all  laft  night,  and  got  but  abufe 
— ^nc— dey  will  pay  none  but  my  Lor  himfclf— 
One  Jack  Connor  will  not  let  *em. 

LordE.  My  friendly  fchool-felk)w!  {ajUe)  . 

Cmnt  F.  Monfieur  Nugentrs-eh — I  have  de 
thought — ^has  Monfieur  Dowdlc,  de  fteward  ever 
fee  you  ? 

Lord  E.  I  think  not. 

Count  F.  Bon!  It  vil  do — fince  de  tenant  vil  pay 
none  but  my  Lor  himfelf,  I  vil  pa6  you  on  dcm 

for 
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fyt  Lor  Efmond,  and  I  warranc  io  tumUe  de 
money,  ma  foi,  ba,  ha ! 

Lord  £.  Excellent !  You'll  fay  Tm  his  Lord-» 
fhip,  they  pay  mc,  and  we  return  to  Paris,  and 
ihareit  with  our  club,  ha,  ha^  ha  !  admhrable  ! 

Count  F.  Dae  is  it,  ha,  ha,  ha  1  But  hold«-«'if 
dey  even  believe  you  are  h^^  how  will  dey  tiok 
you  got  out  of  priibii^  m  Paris  i--<lat  is  to  be 
confider. 

Lord  £•  What  do  vou  think  of  my  nmktng  my 
valet  pafs  for  my  jaBor,  whom  HI  fay»  I  prcvaird 
ppon  for  a  bribe  to  accompany  me  on  this  ramble^ 
to  fee  my  eftate? 

Trap,  {without)  Ay,  FH  have  him. 

Lord  E.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  d'ye  hear  him  ? 

Count  F.  Diable  !  vat  is  he  I 

Lord  E.  Why,  t»o  tcU  you  the  truth,  I  had 
adopted  this  very  fcheme  of  yours  my&lf,  and  had 
already  tutor'd  my  valet  to  play  his  part  of  my 
Jailor.— Now  Trap  will  help  me  without  knowing 
it,  (afide) 

Count  F.  Oh  den  dis  is  your  valet  ?— ha,  ha,  hat 
admirable  1 

Lord  E.  Now  only  obferve  how  he*U  keep  up 
his  chara£fcer. 

) 

Enter  Trap. 

Trap.  Oh  !  you're  there — ^I'm  glad  Pve  found 
you  again. 

LordE.  Well,  Trap— I  call  hun  Trap— (tf/^tfrt 
io  Count) 

Trap.  I  thought  you  had  run  away  from  mej  but 
you  frighten  me  fp  np  nK>re,  as  back  you  come  to 
prifon  direftly. 

Count  F.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  bravo !  he  does  it  capi- 
tally! 

Lord  E.  Now  V\\  jglye  you  a  fpecimen  how  I 

can 


etiti^tht\6t^.(dpd^ftd  C^mnt)  But  thy  hdneft^ 
jailor,  indulge  mc  in  this  little  frolic — I  paid  yoQP 
«rcirf6rit. 

Ooitnt  P;  6r^,  iTly  Lord ;  riOw  jiailor. 

^r^;>.  Y^s,  but  wh^'s  four  pay  if  I  get  hang^d^ 
ft)r!6trittg  yeta  obt  ? 

€vunfF.Ahi  ah,  ah  !  d«t  is  capiwK 

Lvrd  Er  But  I  am  iiow  gioing.to  my  caftic. 

3^;v?^.  Butfirft,  my  Lord,  you'll  comebalcktQ^ 
l^ycafllc?  ■ 

'  Count F.  Oh?  dia«!ianrl   ha,   ha,   hit!  dat  i^ 

idtnifablc-^-*-***      ^  . 

7rtf/>.  Yes,  what  do  you  laugh  at  ?  If  I  had  ytt^ 
peeping  through  the  bails  of  iny  ca:ftle,  theiiybu 
%  might  grih'  like  a  baboon. 

Count  F.  Yes,  bdt  as  dl^fe  is  nobody  by,  you 
iti^y  ftow  a?  weR  drdp  the  jailw. 

^  Trap.  ButI  won't  drop  the  jailor.— Nobody  by? 
Do  yoU  Want  to  rcfctie  fny  pinoner,  eh  ? 
<    Coufji^  F.  Begar;  4f  I  vas  not  told  you  viras^vafct* 
you  almoft  make  me  tremble. 

Trap.  Vdn  !  wh^t-do  you  mean  ? 

Count  F.  Oh,  I  warrant  he  is  de  careful  dili^^ 
^t  I  t  wifli  !•  lud-  fuch  to  ave  the  care  of  my 
clothes. 

Trap.  Your  clothes !  ha,  ha,  ha !  Td  defire 
pnly  one  fuit  and  your  body  in  it,  I  warrant  Fd 
take  care  of  it. 

Count  F.  You  will  drink  my  health  ?  {gives  him 
tioneyj 

.  Trap.  Why,  as  for  your  health  that's  no  bufi- 
rvefs  or  mine,  but  FU  drink  your  wine.— -My  Lord, 
1*11  have  an  ej'e  upon  you-rcan  he  drop  from  this; 
window  ? — »NIo,  no.       *  ^  \^Exiti 

'  ^ord  E    Ha,  ha,  ha } 

Count.  F,  Ay,  I  hope  you'll  play  dc  Lor  half  fo 
t*el,  and*  we  touch  dcrent-s.       '  Enter 


/ 

■  -  * 

Enter  Mv^^  .as  "i/uaitis.r. 

jk&iix.  Did: yjQU  call,. Qendeeoep?  i 

Count  F.  Ventre  bleu !  more  afting !  YouMurts, 
vat  bring  yop  Ji^re  ! 

Muns.  Mailer  turned  me  off  for  letting  in,  and 
giving  a  bed  in  t^^  i^^^ed  )room,  to  a  half- 
ftarv'd  poor  devil,  that— (yi-^i  Lord  Efmond)  Oh  ! 
hbw  d*ye  do,  Siri  JL?^,  Sir,  did  yqu  fee  matter, 
coming  away  ? 

Count  F*  Pen  yqu  ycrq  ^-^e  houfe,.cb  Nugent  ? 

Lord  E.  Laft  night,  to  look  for  you.  (apart) 

Count' P.  Oh!— veJ,  my  Lord  Efmond,  ten 
do  you  iseturn  to  your  caHle  as  yourfelf«-  ? 

Lord  E.  Immediately. 

Muns.  This,  my  Lord  Efmond !  huzza !  my 
fortune'^  made. 

Enter  Landlord. 

*  -  .  *  . 

I^Oft^kKd.  Hey  1  What  bftye  you  got  laay  al- 
ready, firi:ah  ?'  (ipMuns)    l 

Muns.  Fellow,  who  do,  yoji  talk  Xo  ?  My  Lord, 
ha4'n*t  webeft  quit  this  place?  No  aiccommodatioqi 
for  your  terdihip  in  tbefe  paliyry  inns.    . 

Count  F.  You  muft  difpatch  all  your  fervants 
tnd  hpr&S' round  the  country,  dat  jny  Lord's  yaf*- 
fals  and  domeftics  may  Ihow  their  duty,  and  refpe^ 
in  ibis  welcome  home. 

Muns.  And  fince  you  kindly  took,  merin^when 
you  found  me  a  poor  ftarving.  devil  at  your  dopr, 
%Qjhm  my  :g^atitude,  in  my  Load's  j^atiie,  I  open 
your  houfe.   (to  Landlord)  . 

Lord  E.  Well  faid,  honeft  MiJns ;  ao4  for  your 
^fintefefl^d  generglity  in^rcceividg  me  laft.ftighr, 
at  my  own  houie,  you  may  change  pl|ces  .with 
ypur.old  matter. 

Muns. 
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Muns.  Make  me  fteward!  Oh»  triy  Lord,  t 
ihall  grow  mad  with  joy  ! — ^Clear  the  Way  there 
for  bis  lordihip^  this  way  my  Loft)  \         \Exiunt4 


SCENE  m. 

•  t  * 

Jack  Conn  or ^s  Houfe. 

Enter  ]ack  Connor  jiri  PHStiy. 

JackC  The  ftrai^r  gone  I  I  (hou'd  hi?« 
ftay*d  to  entertain  him  b^  for  his  reflcdions  oa 
my  Lord^'^Hand  the  call  of  love. 

PMim.  Yes^  and  here  has  been  old  Tough,  the 
grazier,  making  fuch  a  riot,  about  a  lamb,  he 
infifts  has  been  taken  out  o£  his  fields 

Jack  C  Pflia !  the  fool !  never  mind  him— f 
if  my  darling  will  but  come,  and  Fathor  Frank 
will  but  marry  us-^h  I  here  come<  his  reverence. 

Enter  Father  Frank* 

Father  F.  Well,  Jack  Connor,  what  is  thi^ 
bttfidefs? 

Jack  C.  The  firft  is,  that  your  reverence  will 
bieakfaft  with  me. 

Father  F.  Well,  that's  a  buiinefi  of  no  harm# 
if  it  be  a  good  fareakfaft. 

Jack  C.  The  next  is  that  you  many  me  to  mf 
dear  Rachel,  who  defigns  to  flip  out  to  me  this 
morning* 

Tough  \withQui)    I  will  have  it. 

Jack  a  Now  here's  that  litigious  blockhead^ 
•Id  Tough. 

Enter 
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Enter  Tough; 

Tough.  So,  Jack  Connor,  rio^V  that  Father 
Franck  is  her^j  Til.  make  my  complaint,  if  you 
don't  reftore  my  lamb. 

Jack  C.  She's  not  yours — ydu  know  my  ftiep* 
herd  faw  you  t'other  night  fneak  into  niy  field,  and 
brand  two    f  my  (heep  with  your  own  name* 

Father  F.  Oh !  that  was  a  grievous  fin,  neigh* 
bour  Tough. 

Tough.  Ah,  Father  Frank,  I  Cet  which  way  your 
opinion  goes  where  good  eating  is  to  be  had ;  but 
rii  lay  my  cafe  before  my  Lord's  fteward^  that  I 
will.  •  lExit. 

Enter  Rachel  hafiHy.    ' 

Jack  C.  My  love  I 

Rachel  Well,  here  I've  run  to  yoUk  Oh !  Tnl 
fo  frighten'd.— Now  if  you  have  not  brought  Fa- 
ther Frank  here  to  tnarry  Us. 

Jack  C.  Ha,  ha^  ha  1  guefs'd  it.-^Ah,  lly  one  1^ 

Father  F.  But  have  you  her  father's  confent  ? 

Jack  C.  I've  her  own,  which  is  worth  fifty  fa- 
thers—eh,  Rachel  ? 

Rachel.  You  have,     {givi^s  her  hand)    ^ 

Father  F,  I  will  not  marry  you  without  her  fa*' 
ther's  confent. 

Enter  Phelim* 

Phelim.  Here's  the  fteward. 
Rachel.  Lqd,  my  father ! 
Phelim.  And  yonder  comes  old  Tough  again^ 
/Wearing  he'll  complain  to  him. 

VOL.  IV.  3D  Jack 
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Jaci  C.  Will  he  ?  I've  a  thought—Ha !  (aJUe) 
Father  Frank,  only  ftep  ih;  Rachel  will  make 
breakfiift  for  you — fuffer  me  to  (ay  a  few  words 
to  her  father,  and  1  promife  you  hfc  cor^ents  to  our 
marriage.— Hufti !  ftep  in. 

Father  F.  Your  hot  cakes  and  your  oggs  are 
good,  and  that  that's  good  is  the  delight  of  a 
churchman.  [Exit  with  Racket. 

l^ter  DowDtt. 

Dozvd.  Jack^  I  am  come  again  to  deniand  your 
rent,  to  pay  off  my  Lord's  debts  to  the  Count. 

Jack  d.  Well,  ydu  ftiall  have  it^  if  you'll  oblige 
me. 

JDoivd.  Oblige  you,  that's  doing  all  manner  of 
rogueries  to  thwart  and  perplex  me  ! 

Jack  C.  Well,  my  frolics  are  all  over— for  as  I've 
loft  all  hope  of  your  giving  me  Ruchfelv— * 

Doivd.  You've  no  hope  ihdeedi— this  eV>e]nii%  I 
gifve  her  to  Hhe  Count. 

Jack  C.  Well,  I  knew  you  would  j  fo  I  ftuck 
up  to  thi  d^htef  df  old  Tough*  the^grteier; 
.  unknown  to  him  (he  has  fcamper^d  off  hire  to  ihe, 
and  is  this  moment  in  that  roomv 

Dowd.  No!  Well,  you're  a  devil  of  a  fellow  I 

Jack  C.  I  am— arid  how  can  I  help  k  ?  Ha,  ha^ 
bal 

Dowd.  You  can't.    Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Jack  C.  We've  Father  Frank  here  ready  to  marry 
us,  but  he's  afraid  of  yotir  ang&. 

Dowd.  My  anger  !  What  is  it  to  me  who  he 
marries  ? 

JackC.  Why  yes,  as  't^d^  all  iabbut  my  cbun- 
ing  y<h3r  daughter,  he  will  bcjt  toart^  mS6  to  this 
girl  without  you  are  Willihg. 
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J^md.  What !  yoq  )^ipiave,  do  you  thini  PU  con- 
nive at  your  running  away  with  any  niai) 'S  4(tugb\f&El 
I  might  be  fcrvcd  fo  myfclf. 

Jack  C.  Arid  you  fliall — for  by  t^l  tb^  be^rd  Qn 
your  chin,  if  you  don't  call  to  Father  Fraii^jL  to 
marry  me  to  the  ^irl  the^^c,  (points  to  the  roqm) 
as  I  lofe  her  through  you^  Til  ag^in  taq]^  about, 
and  run  away  with  Rachel  in  fpite  of  your  teet^t^ 
I  tell  you,  you'll  never  be  able  to  hold  your  ds^ugh- 
ter  till  I*m  tied  up. 

Dov^d.  Then  I  wifti  you  were  tied  up,  T^c 
fellow  is  as  dangerous  in  th^  village  as  ?  fpx.--r 
•Well,  I  confent  i  fq  call  Father  Ftat\lc. 

Jack  C.  Call  a  Prieft  from  hijSi  bre^kfalt  I  arc 
you  mad  ? 

J)awd.  Call  the  wench  hither  then. 

Jack  C.  I  will,  thank  ye-r-{going^  ufurf^s)  B^ 
J.  think  you'd  as  good  npt  be  prefent. 

IXowi*  No  ? 

Jack  C.  No.— ^Old  Tough  will  pwe  you  a  £m) 
fpite. 

Dowd.  Well,  Fm  obliged  to  you.  Indeed  her 
father  is  a  wicked  old  rogue. 

Jack  C.  So  he  is,  Sir ;  he's  a  wicked  old  rogye : 
why  1  told  him  fo  juft  pow. 

Dowd.  Did  you  ?     What !  to  his  face  ? 

Jack  C,  To  nis  face,  as  I  talk  to  you  this  rpo- 
Uient.  Says  |,  you  old  knave,  FU  iparry  your 
daughter. 

Dowd^  po,— -go  \^  and  do  it  i  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Jack  C.  I  will— FIl  do  it. 

Dowd.  1  like  to  fee  a  crabbed  oW  ^^mflfiUll 
bamboozled,  ha,  ha,^  ha  ! 

Jack  C.  So  do  I,  ha,  ha,  ha  { 

'Tough,  {within)  Fll  have  her, 

Dowd.  £h  1  here  he  is. 

3  D  2  Jack 
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Jack  C.  Yes,  he  ha?  mifsM  her.  Now  only 
mind  the  fordid  fellow's  manner  of  talking  of  hfs 
family — all  in  the  grazier's  ftyle. — ^Wliy,  Sir,  his 
wife  he  calls  his  ewe, 

DowJ.  Then  I  fuppofe  he'll  call  his  daughter 
here  within,  his  lamb,  ha,  ha! 

Jack  C.  Eh  !  why  no ;  I  think  he- 11  fcarce  do 
•that. 

Dowd   I'll  bet  you  half-a*crown  he  does. 

Jack  C.  Done  !     He  won't. 

bozvd.  He  will.  Don't  I  know  the  fellow's 
xnofle  of  phrafc  ?     A  mere  favage  ! 

Jack  C.  Well,  but  do  you  call  to  the  friar. 

Dowd.  I  will.^ — Here,  Father  Frank^  marry  the 
couple  diredly.  {calling  off) 

Father  F.  {within)  Have  the  young  couple  your 
confenr,  neighbour  Dpwdle  ? 

Dowd  Yes,  yes— 7-Go  in  and  do  it.  {pujhing  him 
in)  Oh  !  this  will  make  a  rare  laugh  againft  the  old 
JFeflow.  Here  He  comes. — Fatlier  Frank,  make 
hafte  and  marry  them,  {calling  off)  ^ 

Enter  Tough, 

« 

^ough.  He  fliall  reftorc  her.-— Mr,  Dowdle,  dq 
you  authofife  thefe  dpings  ? 

Powd.  What  doings !  ha,  ha^  ha  ! 
.    Tough.  Jack  Corinotr  to  take  away  .my  lamb  ? 

'Dowd.  His  lamb !  ha,  ha,  ha  !  by  the  Lord  I 
*  have  won  rny  half  crown— J   knew   the  grazier 
would  come  out.     She^  Jack  Connor's  lamb  by 
this.     ' 

Tough.  Hi^!  For  ten  guineas  £he  carries  my 
nam  e 

Donvd.  For  twenty  guinea?,  by  this  flie  carries 
Jack  Connor's. 

Toughs 


k.. 
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Tough.  Why,  ^^ounds !  he's  Jiot  tarring  her 
•ver  again  ! 

Dowd.  TarrM,  yes  ;  and  (he*ll  foon  be.feathcr'd 

Tough.  Feathcr'd !     ^  •     . 

Dowd.  Yes,  when  fhe's  drcfs'd:  'tis  all  the 
faftiioft,  you  know, 

^ough.  Then  he  intends  her  for  his  own  table, 

Dow'd.  Yes,  certainly,  (he'll  head  his  table,  ha, 
h^i  ha  !        . 

Tough.  He's  plaguy  dainty. 

Dowd.  Yes,  he's  a  dainty  fellow. 

Tough.  He's  a  thief. — I  thought  to  have  fent 
her  to  market  to-morrow. 

Ddwd.  Fiitbcr  Frank,  if  the  job's  over,  let  the 
lamb  come  out  here,  and  aik  the  old  ram's  bleffing. 

JEnter  Rachel,  handed  in  by  Jack  Coknor  and 

Father  Franij^* 

Rachel,  {kneels  to  Dowdle)  Father,  your  blef- 
fmg. 

Dowd.  Eh  !  if  this  ihould  be  the  lamb ! 

Tough.  And  I  believe  you  are  the  old  fam, 
ha,  ha,  ha! 

Dowd.  Father  Frank,  what  the  Pevil's  this 
you've  been  doing  ? 

Father  F.  Fie,  fie !  this  isunfeemly. — I've  been 
joining  this  pair  in  holy  wedlock,  as  you  defired 
me,   '  - 

Tough,  As  you  defired  him,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  'tis  my 
turn  to  laugh  how. 

jack  C.  FatKer-in-law,  to  keep  the  laugh  from  i/' 
yourfelf,  you'd  bed  join  in  it. 

Rachel.  Father,  don't  be  angry.  For  upon  the 
word  of  a  bride,  I  h^id  no  notion  of  marriage, — 
"    ^  but 
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but  w  you  ^6red  it,  1  complied,  to  fliow  my 

obedience.  ^  .  /     '    \ 

DawJ.  Oh,  plague  of  your  obedience,  (gotn^) 
Jack  C.    Sir,   father-in-law,   here's   the  half- 


crown  you  wottc 

[DowdU  breaks  from  htm  and  emt  enraged. 
l0Ugb.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I'm  fo  pleas'd.     Jack,  if 
you  ev*n  have  my  lamb,  keep  it,  and  let  your 
lamb  carve  it  for  the  wedding  lupper. 

{Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV :  and  lajt. 

Lord  Esmond* J  Houfe.  ' 
Enter  Mary,  taps  at  the  Door. 

Maiy.  Yes,  by  this  piy  young  Ljidy*^  a  bride, 
and  if  poor  Muns  hadn't  been  lurn'd  away,  J 
might  have  been  a  bride.— Mifs  Adelaide!  {taf^  at 
the  door)  Blqfs  me !  will  (he  flcep  all  day  ? 

Enter  Adzl AIDE. 

Adelaide.  'Tis  very  late,  {looks  at  her  watch) 

Mary.  Late  !  Now,  Mifs,  haven't'  you  been 
dreaming  of  your  fweetbeart  ? 

Adelaide.  Oh  !  Mary,  the  fweeteft  dream  ! 

Mary.  La,  Mifs,  that's  a  vaftly  pretty  ring :  I 
never  faw  you  wear  it  before. 

Adelaide,  {looking  at  her  finger)  Ring!  Hea- 
vens !  is  it  poffible  ? 

Mary,  I  muft  put  your  room  to  rights.     [Exit. 

Adelaide.   This  is  the  very  ring  I  gave  my  Nu*- 

gent 
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gent  at  our  lad  parting  I     If  he  {hould  be  ftill 
alive !    Oh  trani^KM  1 

Re-^nUr  Mart. 

sMSw^.  La,  Mifs^  as  fune  as  I  live,  there's  a  door 
none  of  us  ever  faw  from  your  chanjber  to  the 
blighted  tdoifd.  I  wenft  tbrm^h  a  long  paflage  that 
goes  all  the  way ;  and  therc^smyold  Lady's  dothes- 
prefs  opened,  and  aU  ih  fuch  a  confufion  ! 

Adelaide.  Do  you  know  Of  any  ftranger  here  laft 
night? 

Mary.  None,  Mifs,  bttt  he  Iput  to  fleep  in  the 
haunted  room. 

Adelaide.  Whefreishe?  (toifh  emotion) 

Man.  Gone,  Ma'am,  but  Lord  knows  where. 

Adelaide.  It  muft  have  been  my  Nugent ;  every 
circumftance  confirms  it ;  and  this  ghoft  muft  have 
been  me,  I  muft  have walk'din  my  fleep.  I  (hud* 
der  to  thirik  of  the  dangers  I've  efcap'd  ^  but  my 
i>rugent  lives,  and  danger  Vaniihes. 

Enter  Dowdle.    * 

'  iDmvd.  Ah,  jade !     Pmy,  Mifs,  did  you  knoif 
of  my  daughter's  elopement  ? 

Adelaide.  Dear  Sir,  did  you  fee  the  Gfentleman? 

Dcywd.  The  devil's  in  the  women !  I  afk  about 
ttij  daughter,  and  a  Gentleman  is  flap'd  in  my 
teeth  !  Huffey,  were  you  Rachael's  confidant? 
(/(?  Mary) 

Mary.  Pfay,  Sir,  can  you  think  where  Muns  is 
gone  } 

Dowd.  G6t  along,  you  jade,  you  and  your 
Muns  ;  the  rafcal,  I  fuppofe,  is  ftarving  in  a  ditch 
by  this— *—  (tf  loud  knocking  "Without)  Hey  !  what 
great  man  is  here  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Mums,  in  a  rich  Livery, 

Muns.  Nobody  to  throw  open  the  gates  for  us  i 

Dowd.  You !  you  fcoundrel,  how  dare  you  (how 
your  lawcy  fape  here  ? 

Muns.  Come,  we  mud  have  the  rooms  now  in 
fome  order.  This  tabl6— chairs — fopha— We  muft 
have  a  total  change  here^— by*r  kave— 

Dowd.  Hey  I     Turn  out. 

J\duns.  Stop— we  (hall  foon  fee  which  of  us  is  to. 
turn  out.  {^Jhouting  without) 

Enter  L$rd Esuo^Vy  (^dre/s^d)  and  Count  Fripon. 

Lord  E.  My  beloved  Adelaide !  {embradng) 

Muns.  My  darling  Mary  !  {embracing)  ' 

Jdelaide.  'Tis  my  Nugent ! 

Count  F.  Nugent !  Oh  !  (he  vil  fpoil  all.  (a^de) 
De  Lady  is  miftaken  ;— dis,  Mr.  Dowdle^  is  your 
mafter,"fcord  Efmond. 

Dowd.  Eh !  • 

Count  F.  {apart  to  Adelaide)  Mifs,  (ay  with  us^ 
and  you  (hall  have  the  money. 

Adelaide.  And  does  Mr.  Nugent  come  here  art 
impoftor?  Lord  Efmond  has  been  already  too 
much  wronged— deprived  of  Liberty  and  fortune . 
and,  though  I  never  faw  him,  and  once  dearly 
loved  you,  could  I  fuppofe  you  one  of  his  un- 
principled oppreflTors,  Td  banifh  you  for  ever  from 
my  heart. 

Lord  E.  My  Adelaide  1  what  joy  to  prove  your 
probity  un(haken,  as  your  innocence  is  fpotlefs !  I 
0iould  fcarce  wilh  to  recover  my  fortune,  but  to 
render  myfelf  more  worthy  of  your  love. 

Count. 
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Count  F.  He  does  aft  de  Lord  charmant ;  I  muft 
help  him  on.  (afide)  Monfieur  Dowdle,  I  have 
received  lettres  from  my  friends  in  Paris  ;  to  fhew 
dere  generofite,  dey  defire  me  to  deliver  Lord 
Efmond  up  his  bonds — Dere,  my  Lor.  {gives  Lord 
Efmond  papers^  Now,  as  we've  no  claim  on  his 
Lordfhip,  I  hope  de  tenants  will  pay  dere  rents. 

Lord  E.  I'm  fure,  my  dear  Count,  Tih  vaftly 
oblig'd  to  you  for  this,  {noife  without) 

Enter  Jack  Connor  and  Rachel  ;  he  with  a 
lar^ejiick  ftands  before  Lord  Esmond. 

Jack  C.  I'll  die  before  they  take  my  Lord  again 
to  a  prifon. 

Enter  Tra?  and  Ofticer%. 

Lord  E.  So,  Connor,  you'Jl  die  for  me,  and  not 
return  to  fup  with  me  ?  ha,  ha  ! 

Jack  C.  {looking  at  Lord  Efmond)  And  was  it 
you,  my  Lord,  1  affronted  at  my  houfe  laft  night? 

Lord  E.  My  old  friend,  neither  time  nor  dignity 
has  erafed  the  affeftions  of  our  boyifh  days. — As 
for  my  fteward 

Jack  C  My  Lord,  my  firft  requeft  is,  pardon 
for  my  father-in-law. 

Dowd,  Ah,  Jack !  you  know  how  freely  I  gave 
you  my  daughter. 

Trap.  But  now,  my  Lord,  you'd  as  good  think 
of  coming  back  to  my  houfe. 

Lord  E.  I  thank  you.  Trap,  but  I  prefer  my 
own — Reftor'd  to  my  eftate,  I  will  fatisty  all  my 
creditors ;  and,  be  aflured,  I  will  take  care  to  in- 
demnify you. 

Count  F,  Diable  !  Are  you  really  my  Lord  Ef- 
mond ?     Ob,  Tm  ruin'd  ! 

VOL'.  IV.  3  E  Lord 
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Lord  E.  My  ruin,  I  hope,  will  teach  our  No- 
bility, inftead  of  travelling  to  become  the  dupes  of 
foreign  iTiarpers,  to  (lay  at  home  and  fpend  their 
fortune  amongft  their  honeft  tenant^,  who  fupport 

their  fplendor. Trap,  you  have  been  long  my 

gaoler,  now  I'll  be  yv  qrs  s— but  liberty  (hall  be 
your  punifliment — hofpitality  the  lock  of  my  prifon 
— and  honeft  Muns  my  turnkey,  to  give  a  welcome 
to  the  kind  friend,  focial  neiglibour,  and,  above; 
all,  the  ftranger  in  diftrefs. 
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A  C  T    I. 

SCENE  L 
A  nmote  fart  ef  the  Campi 

Soldiers  di/cover^d  cleaning  their  fire  arms^ 
AIR.— CHORUS. 

i^O  cheerfttl,  fo  happy,  we  boys  of  the  blade^ 
Prepare  all  to  meet  on  the  ihining  parade; 

Then  rub. 

And  fcrub. 
Your  mafquet,  your  belt,  and  your  bayonet  bright^ 

We'll  rub. 

We'll  fcrub, 
Onr  mufquets,  our  belts,  and  our  bayonets  bright* 

In  fpatterdalh  white,  as  he  throws  up  his  leg. 
Each  rank  and  file  marches  a  bold  Scanderbeg  ; 

The 
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The  ladies  admiring. 
Our  charging  and  firing. 
Our  (landing  and  kneeling. 
To  right  and  left  wheeling. 

A  (mile  from  a  woman  *s  a  foldier's  delight. 

They  love  us,  we  love  'em,  and  for  'cm  we'll  fight  ^ 

We'll  jovially  fing. 

Drink  a  health  to  our  king. 

And  make  the  camp  ring. 

(Drum  beats  roll  call.) 

'  [Exeunt. 

Capt.  P.    {Without)  No,  noj  take  the  horfcs 
back  to  the  inn. 

Enter  Captain  Patrick,  and  PosT-Boy. 

As  IVe  reach'd  the  piquet  guard,  I  (hall  cafily 
find  out  Marfhal  Fehrbellin's  tent. 

[Exit  PoJl'Boy* 
So,  here  am  I  in  the  camp  at  Groffen-tin^tz — but 
now  to  enquire  for  the  Marflihairs  quarters^  if  I 
cou*d  be  fo  lucky  as  to  find  Darby — let's  fee  his 
fcrawl—  {Takes  out  a  letter  and  reads.) 
*^  My  dear  Paddy  !  by  your  example,  I  am  now 
"  turn'd  s:entleman  Ibldier  in  the  Pruffian  fervice 
**  — fuch  favor  with  all  our  officers !  I'm  in  the 
*'  high  road  to  preferment,  fo  in  that  cafe,  like 
-**  our  brave  Pruffian  hero,  I'm  learning  to  kill 
**  man,  woman,  and  child :  and  am  your  loving 
•'  friend  till  death/' 

Ha,  ha,  ha!    So  then  Darby  by  this  I  fuppofc  is 
a  very  great  man  indeed. 

{^Fifes  without.) 

Enter 
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Enter  Adjutant,  Soldiers,  .Drummers,  {with 
%vbifs^  ^c.)   and  Darby  Prijoner. 

Adjutant.  Halt  ! 

Capt.  P.  Some  poor  deviF  to  be  flogg*d ! 

Darby.  Oh  dear  Mr.  Adjutant — Mr,  Serjeant 
f — mv  good  little  Drummers — don't  go  to  whip 
me — I  flrall  never  bear  it. 

Capt.  P.    By  Heaven  it's  my  old  friend  Darby ! 
poor  fellow  !   Is  this  his  high  picfcrmeat  ? 
{afide) 

Adjutant.  Strip  ! 

Darby.  1  tell  you  I  never  ftrip  but  when  I'm 
going  to  bed. 

Adjutant.  Drummers^  prepare  your  cat-o'-ninc- 
tails. 

Darby.  Oh !  why  ?  what  the  devil  arc  you 
about,  friend  Nimblewrift  ? 

Drummer.  Don't  you  fee  I'm  tying  knots  ? 

Ddrhy.  That's  very  childilh  work!  what  arc 
you  at  there,  Tommy  Ticklebaek  ? 

Adjutant.  Right — plait  the  whipcord  with  wire. 

Darby.  Wiupcord  and  wire  !  oh  !  can  you— ^ 
have  you  the  heart — my  dear  friends — mefsmates 
^ — comrades — my  own  gay  companions — oh  M.— • 
then  if  I  muft  be  flogg'd — mind,  if  I  don*c  like  it, 
you'ie  to  leave  off. 

Capt.  P.  You,  Sir,  are  the  Adjutant,  I  pre- 
fume,  pray  what's  this  man's  crime  ? 

Adjutant.  Only  a  fufpicion  of  drunkennefs,  and 
fleeping  on  his  pod. 

Darby.  I  fell  afleep  and  never  dreamt  that  I 
was  to  be  flogg'd  for  it.   (cries) 

Adjutant.  Ha,  ha,  ha!    You  hear  Sir — A  plea- 
Ian  t 
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fant  good-Batur'd  poor  fellow,  but  never  out  of 
mifchief— from  his  arch  tricks,  he's  fo  great  a  fa- 
vorite with  our  officers,  that  none  of  them  cou'd 
bear  to  be  lookers-o/i,  and  indeed,  we've  orders  for 
the  fentence  to  be  executed  in  a  more  private  and 
gentle  manner  than  ufual — I  myfelf  have  a  par- 
ticular fricndfhip  far  poor  Darby — (^apart)  Strip 
you  dog ! 

Capt.  P.  A  moment.  Sir — who  is  your  Cap- 
tain. 

Adjutant .  H6  that  we  had  Sir,  is  exchanged, 
and  our  new  one  not  being  arrived  yet  from  Ber- 
lin, 1  may  fay  that  indeed  now  wc  have  no  Cap- 
tain. 

Capt.  P.  I  am  he. 

Adjutant*  Sir ! 

Darby.  {Looking  at  the  Captain)  Eh  ! — No  ! — 
Yes  ! — Pat  1 — Patrick  ! — Paddy  !  Oh  my  dear 
dear  friend — oh  my  fweet  Captain  Paddy  !  {runs 
and  embraces  him) 

Capt.  P.  Sufpend  his  punifliment  till  1  fpeak  to 
the  commanding  officer. 

Darby.  Huzza !  Didn't  I  fay  he  was  Captain 
Paddy  ? 

Adjutant.  We  hadn't  heard  Sir,  of  your  arrivat 
— you're  welcome  to  the  camp,  and  if  its  your 
defire,  I  think  I  may  venture  a  refpite, 

Capt.  P.  You  may. 

Darby.  OH  yes  you  may — you  may  pardon  me 
too;  the  Devil  a  harm  that'll  do  any  body- 
He,  he,  he! 

Adjutant.  Sir,  as  ycu  anfwer  for  the  prifoncr— 
relealehim! 

Darby.  Keleafc  me ! 

Capt.  P.  Sir,  you're  very  obliging. 

Darby. 
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Darhy.  Sir,  you're  very  obliging  (Bows  fo  the 
Adjutant)  He,  he,  he — Comrades — friends — my 
gay  worthy  companions,  M after  Nimbltwrifl:, 
and  Tommy  Ticklcback,  go  find  another  moufe 
fbryourcat-o'-nine  tails — go — Ha,  ha,  ha! 

[^Exeunt  all  but  Darby  and  Captain  Patrick. 
Pat,  Tm  fo  glad  to  fee  you— oh  Lord  !  Ho\V  you 
Come  to  fave  mc  like  my  good^-I  believe  you 
dropp'd  from  the  fkies;  let's  feel— did  an  angel 
ever  wear  a  bl  ae  coat  ? 

Cap.  P.  But  how,  how  is  all  this,  t>arby  >  I 
kft  you  at  your  little  farm  in  Ireland,  and  here  I 
find  you  at  a  whipping-poft  in  Silefia}  how  hav^ 
you  contrived  to  bring  all  this  promotion  about 
you  ingenious  rogue  ? 

Darby.  'Twas  you,  you  done  it  all — that  curfed 

pair  of  colours  that  Captain  Firzroy  clap'd  into 

your  fift,  fet   me  all  agog  for  a  General's  ftafF| 

'  and  as  I  cou'dn't  turn  foldier  whilft  I  was  worth 

two-pence,  I  fold  off  the  farm. 

Capt.  P.  Then  away  went  ploughs,  flails,  (heepi 
and  cows. 

^arby.  Aye,  after  that  jade,  Kathleen,  jilted 
me,  it  was  all  up,  and  to  Dublin  on  my  long* 
tail'd  garron — Gee-up  went  Darby. 

Capt.  P.  And  while  the  fplinters  held  out'       >> 

'  Darb.  Oh  ITiidn't  flafh  it  away,  (ironically)  Ve^ 

fy  ordinary  clothes  I  bought  to  be  fure,  fhew'd 

*  *cm  the  foul  of  an  Irifh  boy ;   but  when  all  was 

fone,  fays  I,  Til  go  try  my  fortune  in  Landx>n, 
nowing  I  (hou*d  meet  fome  lads  o'  the  Aamrdck 
there;  but  muddled  a  little  with  taking  leave  of 
this  body  and  chat  body — the  blundering  wherry- 
tnen,  inftead  of  the  Park-gate  Pacquet,  put  me  on 
bpard  a  fliip  bound  for  the  Baltic,  didn't  find  mf 
V  VOL.  ivr.  3  F  miftake 


4XO  I.OVE  IN  A  CAMP ; 

miftake  'till  I  was  landed  at  Danczick,  rery  gcn- 
tcely,  without  a  fecond  coat  to  my  back  ;  fo  from 
hunger  and  the  drill  here,  you  lee  me  a  PrufCaa 
hero,  huzza! 

Caft.  P.  But  how  comes  it^  Darby,  that  the 
army,  inftead  of  iqfiproviog,  fhou'd  have  made 
you  irregular  ? 

Darby.  Me!  Lord  I'm  the  moft  regularT- 
every  day,  as  fure  as  the  day  comes,  I  ivp  off  my 
two  half  gallons. 

Capt.  P.  Darby,  ^have  a  care — if  you  tipple— 

Darby.  Me  tipple !  but  fure  when  nobody's  by, 
what  harm  can  it  do  your  military  difcipline,  if 
we — He,  he,  he  !  crack  a  joke,  and  have  a  laugh 
about  old  times  ?  Pat,  don't  you  remember  that 
evening  that  Dermot  was  filling  the  brown  jug 
jToryou  and  I,  and  father  Luke^  at  the  three  jolly 
goofes,  how  we—  — 

Enter  Olmutz. 

I  Darhy  JuddenJy  changes  to  refpe^  and  deference) 
Your  Honor  likes  a  broil'd  goofe  ?— oh  very 
well,  your  Honor — Corporal  tell  the  Sutler — 

Olm.     Sir, — Marlhal    Fehrbellin — informed-— 

mt  arrival — complimentsr—fee  your  honor-— 
iis  tent — half  an  hour— 

Capt.  P.  My  refpedts  and  I  fhall  wait  on  hira. 

Olm*  Tell  him  fo.  [Exit. 

Capt.  P,  Our  brother  foldier  here  is  very  Ipar. 
ing  of  his  words. 

Darby.  Corporal  Olmutz — yes,  but  he  found 
words  enough  to  inform  againil  me,  for  fleeping 
on  my  poft  j  I'll  be  up  with  him. 

Capt.  P.  A  devilifii  fmart  girl  yonder— Darby 
do  you  know  her  ? 

Darhj 


OR,  PATRICK  IN  PRUSSIA.  411 

Darby.  Eh  !  oh  yes,  very  well--nevcr  faw  her 
before  tho*  {afide)  She's  been  felling  her  fruit  ia 
Breflaw  I  fee  j  come  this  way,  and  1*11  introduce 
you.  \jb^  retire. 

Enter  Flora  with  an  empty  flower  hajket. 

AIR. — Flora. 

The  tuneful  birds,  how  fwedt  they  fing. 
How  gay  the  dainty  flow'rets  fpring. 
How  light  the  milkmaid*s  brimming  pail. 
As  chauiiting  o'er  the  flow'ry  dale ; 
*Tis  love  that  wafts  her  blithe  along. 
That  paints  the  flowers  and  tune3  the  fong. 

Vlora.  Let's  fe«.  {reckoning  money)  The  peach-' 
es,  yes  but  what  did  I  mike  by  my  llrawberries? 
fix  fennins,  on6,  two,  three,  four — ten  creitzers  ; 
and  ray  flowers  too  turn'd  out  vaftly  well. — I'll 
tie  my  money  in  the  corner  of  my  handkerchief, 
and  then  if  any  impudent  fellow  fliou'd 

Captain  and  Darby  advance. 

Darby.  Servant  ipy  pretty  lafs !  hem  He's  your 
own — I  know  her,  *tis  little  Flora,  fells  apples 
and  flowers ;  lives  at  the  corner  of  the  weft  ram- 
part,--r-Talk  to  her  in  her  own  way. 

Capt.  P.  She's  the  fweeteft  flower  in  her  own 
garden. 

Flora.  Did  you  want  me.  Sir  ?  • 

AIR. — Captain  Patrick. 

Dans  votre  lit,  that  bright  parterre  ! 
Shou'd  Flora  bloom  a  lilly  fair ; 

3  F  2  A  fmiling 
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A  {miling  jopquil  I  cou'd  be. 

To  blow  I'weet  flow*r  beiide'  of  thee, 

Dans  votre  lit. 

Or  nodding  on  the  thorny  bufh. 
You  droop  to  hide  the  rofe's  blufli ; 
The  leafy  umbrage  make  of  me. 
And  in  this  bread  yod'ii  Iheher'd  be, 

Dans  votre  lit. 

When  ev'ry  ilow'r  that  paints  the  ground. 
Throws  fmiles  and  odours  all  around ; 
Sweet  How'j  I'll  prove  thy  faithful  bee. 
And  honey  fip,  from  none  but  thee, 

Dans  votre  lit. 

Darhy.  Pray  ar'n't  you — ^a— a— a-r-what-d*yc- 
call  urn  girl,  and  don'c  you  live  at  thing-o-mc 
vilhgc? 

Ko^a.  Well  fuppofe  fo,  what  then  ? 

'Darb.  What  then  my  dear?  why  this  is  a  cap- 
tain, and  you  (hall  have  the  honor  of  drinking 
fome  wine  with  his  honor  to  morrow  evening  in 
his  honor's  tent. 

Flora.  ^\.c  fellow's  a  fpol ! 

Capt.  P,  So  he  is,  my  love»  but  no  harm  in  ^ 
glafs  of  wiiie,  my  pretty  Pomona. 

TRIO. 

Captain  Patrick,  Flora,  ^«^  Darby. 

Captain. 

My  Angel! 

Darby. 

Little  girl ! 

*  

Flora* 
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Flora. 

Who  me  ? 

Captain. 

A  moment  flop. 

Flora. 
Do  flop  me  at  your  pcrU. 

Darby. 

Your  tent,  and  then  a  drop* 

Flora. 

Nay  Sir. 

Captain. 

Why  fo  cold,  my  charmer  ? 

Darby. 

Brilliant  Burgundy  will  warm  her. 

Captain. 

My  cherry !  ' 

Darby. 

My  plum! 

In  finger  and  thumb , 

YouJhall  fold  the  waift 
Of  the  blufhing  glafs. 

Captain. 

My  f^veet  rofy  lafs  i 

Darbv^. 

While  the  ncdlar  lip  you  tafte. 

Captain* 
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Captain. 


Such  joy  will  1  fip 
From  your  ripe  balmy  lip ; 
Your  charms  thus  I'll  clafp.    {ftas  his  hand 
round  her) 

Darby. 

Thus  the  bottle  I'll  grafp. 

F;.ora. 

How  can  you  nfe  me  fo? 

Darby. 

Then  up  my  dear  you  go. 
Do  let  his  honour  bufs : 

Captain. 

My  fweet !  a  moment  ftay. 

Flora. 

How  dare  you  ufe  me  thus 
Upon  the  King's  highway. 

Darby. 

A  turnpike  man  am  J, 

To  take  king  Cup;d's  toll : 

Captain. 

Akifs— 

Fj-ora. 

I  will  pafs  by. 

Darby. 

You  can't,  upon  my  foul. 

Caftain. 


OR,  PATRICK  INTRUSSIA. 


4»J 


Captain^. 

My  lovely  Sylvan  beauty! 

Flora. 

What  fhall  I  do,  o'lack! 

Darby. 

My  fwect!  pay  here  ikt  duty. 

With  a  hearty  fmack.     (ShejhrihshiM  m 
the  cheek.) 

Pize  on  your  £ft,  my  beauty ! 

Oh  dang  it  what  a  whack ! 
Your  cheek  may  take  the  duty 

Of  fuch  a  doufing  fmack.     {To  the  CafUun*) 

[Exii  Flora. 


Capt   P.  A  diarming  girl  upon  my  foul  I 

Darby.  Tol  lol  de  rol— you  (hall  have  her. 

Capt.^P.  Stop  Darby  1  arc  you  fure  by  my 
kindnefs  I  (ha'n't^  be  guiliy  of  fedudHon  $  I 
wou'dn't  for  a  tranfient  pleafure  bring  lafiiDg 
ruin  on  an  innocent  girl. 

Darby.  Pfha  !  D'ye  think  Pd 1  muft  pufli 

him  on  to  an  intrigue,  to  make  myfelf  of  confe- 
quence.  (ajide)  Say  no  mOFe>  where's  your  wife^i 
Madam  Norah  ? 

CapL  F.  IVe  left  her  behind  mic  at  Berlin,  wiA 
her  uncle. 

Darby.  Who?  Father  Luke!  Ha,  ha,  hat 
old  two-to-one — that's  fo  curfed  clever  at  bringing 
mutton  to  his  multiplication- table. 

Capt.  P.  But  now  to  wait  on  Marflial  Fehrbei- 
Jin.     Eh— where  (hall  1  get  on  my  (hoes  ? 

Darby.  Lord,  Sir!  we  all  wear  boots  here  in  the 
camp^  we  (hoe  none  but  the  horfes — I  '11  do  your 

Marquee 
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Marquee  up  fo  gay  and  trim  to-morrow — but  for 
to-night — I'll  befpeak  apartments  for  you  at  Ma- 
bel Flourifh's,  where  our  officers  tpxis.  This  way 
Paddy — Come  along  Captain — plcafe  your  honor* 

[Exit. 
Copt.  P.  If  thcfe  pretty  lafles  come  much  in  my 
way>  I  ihall  (land  in  need  of  all  my  conftancy. 

AIR. — Captain* 

Away  ye  giddy  fmilin]^  throng. 

Of  tempting  beauties  fair  and  young  i 

My  heart  be  true,  altho*  my  tonpgue> 

Shou'd  fing  of  lovely  Flora : 
Or  ihou'd  i  gaze  with  A>nd  defirei 
Shou'd  breath  of  rofes  fan  the  fire  ; 
Or  tho'  I  on  a  touch  expire. 

My  foul  is  thine  fweet  Norahw 

The  bonds  of  Hymen  o'er  my  mind. 
My  coi^ftant  foul  mufl  ever  bind ; 
To  that  dear  woman  left  behind. 

My  kind,  my  tender  Norah  I 
But,  Oh !   I  fear  each'mortal  part. 
Nay,  e'en  this  true,  this  faithful  hesirt^ 
Itefiftleft  to  the  Urchin's  dart, 
\   Shot  by  the  eyes  of  Flora* 

Illufive  vapour,  tranfient  btaze^ 

Oh !  vanifh,  while  I^  wondVing  gaze ; 

But  Ihine  like  Dian's  lilver  rays. 

My  pailion  chaftfe  for  Norah : 
Yet  Hymen  winks,  and  Venus  (miles^ 
And  pailion  cv'ry  fenfe  beguiles; 
And  Cupid  with  his  thoufand  wiles, 

Afliib  my  charming  Flora. 

{Exit. 
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SCENE  11. 

Outfide  ^  Mabel  Flourish's  Houfe^Over  tbt 
door  wr^/^— "  the  Officers  Mejs-houfe^  hpt  by 
•*  Mabel  Flourish/* 

Enter  Captain  Patrick  and  Darby,  {meeting.  - 

Capt.  P.  Well  where  are  thefc  apartments  ? 
Darby.  This,  this  is  the  houfe  your  honor—* 
Mabel  Flouri0i*s  houfe-*-Waiter  !  Houfe  ! 

Enter  Waiter.  # 

Spread  the  grand  turkey-carpets  and  the  wilton 
counter-panes,  rub  up  the  mahogany  tables- 
bring  the  old  trumpeter's  great  arm  chair  into 
the  flate  bedchamber — get  a  waih-ball  and  flip- 
pers— throw  fand  upon  the  flairs,  and  kick  the 
cat  out  of  the  way — ^That  way  your  honor. 

\_Exit  Captain  Patrick  and  Waiter. 
Yonder  is  Olmutz — -if  I  coxild  engage  him  to  car- 
ry off" this  girl  for  the  Captain — yes  Olmutz  is  the 
man,  he's  a  good  large  ftrong  wicked  rogue — be- 
fides  if  its  found  out  he'll  be  in  for  the  punifli^ 
ment,  and  if  he  wants  to  excule  himfelf  by  his  clip- 
pings, and  his  half  words,  they  can  Icarce  tell 
what  he  tfteans,  fome  revenge  for  his  getting  me 
tied  to  the  halberts.  Ha  !  the  deuce  now  if 
little  Quiz  hafn't  got  along  with  him ;  that  fellow's 
never  happy,  but  when  he's  in  company  with 
great,  big  people — delights  in  every  thing  that's 
large — can'c  drink  but  out  of  gallons  and  rum- 
mer glaffes — eats  his  meat  with  a  carving  knife,- 
and  picks  his  teeth  with  a  bayonet.  Coming  in 
fit  our  door  here  t'other  day,  he  flooped  like  a 
vol.  it.  3  G  gander 


4l8  LOVE  IN  A  CAMP} 

« 

gander  under  a  gate,  yet  it  being  a  little  dark, 
broke  his  nofe  againft  the  buckle  of  Olmutz's  belt. 
— Swears  he  will  be  a  grenadier, --rHa,  ha,  ha! 
(^retires) 

Enter  Olmutz  and  Quiz. 

Olm.  Only  whlpp'd. 

^iz.  I  tell  you  Darby  was  fhot — blown  from 
the  mouth  of  a  cannon. 

Darby,  {advancing)  Your  cannon's  a  great 
gun,  for  I  was  not  &ot. 

Olm.  Knew was  only  whipped. 

Darby.  Knew was  only  not  whipp*4. 

^iz.  Ah  when  I'm  a  trooper 

Darby.  When  Ihriirps  are  lobfters — you  a  troo- 
per you  little  inip  of  a  devil  you.     Ha,  ha^^  ha ! 

Olm.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

^iz.  Very  well  gentlemen  ! — very  well — but 
the  Iwprd  filji  is  not  a  whale,  nor  the  lion  an  ele- 
phant— nor  am  I  feven  foot  high — fpirit  dont 
confift  in  bone  and  mufcle — its  thq  heart — the 
heart  by  the  god  of  war ! 

Olm.  {looking  out)  Marflial  Fehrbellin  ! 

^«/:?,  Oh  now  gentlemen,  you  fhall  fee  what 
the  Marihal  will  fay  to  me— See  if  hke  your 
Martinets  of  officers  he'll  refufe  me  a  place  in 
the  grenadier  corps — but  hold — I'll  appear  be- 
fore him  in  my  new  purchafe. 

lExit. 

Darby.  Hey  !  the  Marihal  may  be  for  calling 
up  the  reckoning  that  he  ordered  to  be  fcored  on 
my  back.  Olmutz  your  hand-r-Your  turning 
tell-tale  upon  me  wasn't  fo  well,  but  brother 
foldiers  Ihou'd  forget  and  forgive,  and  to  fl^ew 

you 
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you  I  doi  I'll  put  you  in  a  way  of  making  our 
new  captain  here  your  friend  for  eyer.^—Mabel ! 
(calls) 

Enfer  Mabel  Flourish. 

MrSi  Flourifh>  flop  you  here  and  anfwer  the  Mar- 
ihal?    * 

Maik  F.   Me  fpeak  to  his  Highnefs ! 

Darby.  Hearkye  Olmutz. 

{Darby  and  Olmutz  retire. 

Enter  Marshall  Fehrbelliw  and  Soldiers. 

Marjhal  F.  Who  faw  the  Irilh  officer  from 
ficrlin  ? 

Mabel  F.  Pleafe  your  honor,  the  Captain  is 
only  changing  his  cloaths,  but  I'll  tell  him  your 
Highnefs  requires  his  attendance. 

Marjhal  F.  Hold,  don't  difturb  him— I'll  fend 
ray  Aidde-^camp  with  a  plan  of  our  intended 
manoeuvres — A  tall  woman,  {ajide)  What's  your 
nanie  ? 

Mabel F.  Mabel  Flouriih,  pleafe  your  High- 
nefs. My  father  was  a  trumpeter  in  the  guards, 
pleafe  your  Highnefs. 

Marjhal  F.  Oh  poor  old  Flouriih — Ha  !  I  re- 
member him — Are  you  married  ? 

Mabel  F.  No  pleafe  your  Highnefs,  Pm  a  maid 
at  your  fervice. 

MarJhalF.  Not  married,  hzl-^^/urveyingber) 
To  match  her  with  one  of  our  talleft  men  muft 
produce  foldiers  to  the  full  ftandard ;  the  king  does 
not  approve  of  this  method,  but  without  it  our 

302  troops 
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troops  moft  iii  time  degenerate.  Ha !  yonder^s 
a  good  tall  fellow — foldier  !  {calls)  (Olmntz  ad^ 
vances)  {looks  alternately  at  him  and  Mabel)  They 
muft  do  very  well,  {afidey  Soldier  are  you  mar- 
ried? 

Olm.  No — Highnefs. 

Marjhall  F.  {tears  a  kaf  out  of  his  pcket  bookj 
and  writes  with  a  pencil)  Can  you  read  ? 

Olm.  Don*t  know — never  try*d — pleafe  High- 
nefs. 

Marfifal  K  I'll  have  this  perform'd,  and  by  our 
new  Irilh  Captain^  it  will  give  him  a  fample  of 
the  ftriAnefs  of  our  Pruflian  military  difcipline. 

{ajide)    Deliver  this   to   your  Captain. Yes, 

very  well  matched  indeed.  \Exit  attended. 

Mabel  F.  His  Highnefs  is  generally  very  proud, 
I  neverfaw  himfo  fweet  and  condefcending.  {bell 
rings)  Oh  dear  the  new-come  Captain. 

l^Exit  into  the  houfcs 

Darby.  Olmutz  what's  the  matter,  what's  his 
Highnefs  been  faying  to  you  ?  What  have  you 
got  there  ? 

Olnt.  Only — Marlhal  ordered—deliver  papers- 
Hew  Captain. 

Darly.  {reads  it  apart)  *^  Marlhal  Fehrbellin's 
bell  regards  wait  on  Captain  Patrick — deiires  he 
will  with  all  difpatch,  have  the  bearer  married  to 
Mabel  Flourifti — She  fliall  have  a  portion  of  fifty 
rix-doUars  from  the  military  cheft.*' For  get- 
ting me  tied  to  the  flogging-poft,  friend  Ollhutz 
flxall  never  touch  thefe  dollars — no,  no— (<2^/^) 
Hem  !  Olmutz  you'd  better  not  .wait  to  give 
this  to  the  Captain,  but  according  to  your  pro- 
mife  come  along  with  me  about  that  buiinefs. 
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Ohn.  Yes,  but-^-paper*s  confequcttcc— let'i 
hear — what's  about. 

Darby.  Oh  you  fliall  hear  .what  its  about  my 
fine  fellow— (jprt^ands  to  read)  *'  Marfhall  Fehr- 
bellin's  compliments  to  Captain  Patrick,  defires 
he  will  with  all  difpatch,  make  the  bearer,  for 
ene  hour,  ride  the  great  wooden  horfc,  witfii' 
five  carbines  tied  to- each  leg." 

Olm.  (^alarmed)  Me  ! — Devil — what  have«-« 
done  ? — 

Darby.  1  don't  know — poor  fellow!  did  he 
alkjou  any  queftions  ? 

dim.  Yes — afk'd^ — cou'd  read. 

Darby.  And  L warrant  you  faid  no? 

Olm.  No — didn't— ^faid— never  try 'd. 

Darby.  That's  what  has  undone  you. 

Olm.  By  the  Lord  ! — fevereft  officer — whole 
army— Punilh  man — caufe  can't^read — ^Gourt 
martial — not — too — {walks) 

Darby.  Yes,  and  fuch  a  fine  tall  clever  fellow 
as  you — Oh  !  upon  my  word  his  Highncfs  is  too 
fevere — Olmutz — harkee — Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I've  a 
thought — this  paper  does'nt  mention  your  name, 
it  only  fays  '*»the  bearer"  fuppofe  we  defire  little 
C^iz  to  deliver  it,  the  Captain  witl\out  any  cere- 
mony, wou*d  mount  him  oil  the  great  horfe. 

Olm.  Good — friend  Darby  !  do  fo. 

Darky.  I  muft  feal  the  note  tho*,  for  if  he 
ftiou'd  have  the  impudence  to  read  it,  our  joke 
is  fpoil'd. 

Olm.  Stop — wafer  box — window.  [Exit* 

Daicby.  Ha^  ha,  ha  !  i'll  have  a  rare  joke  cut 
of  chis. 
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Reenter  Olmutz  with  a  wafer^  Darbt  feals  the 

Note. 

Olm.  Hufli — Comes — Quiz. 
Darby.  There- *-don't  laugh  ? 

Enter  Quiz  in  large  Grenadier^   capj  fabre^  bett^ 

fpurSj  ^c. 

^iz.  Well,  now  Vm  equip'd — I  make  a  very 
foolifh  bit  of  a  foldier — don*t  I — Hem  !  where'» 
the  Marfhal  ? 

Darby.  He's  only  gone  from  fjence  this  mo- 
ment— I  don't  know  how  it  comes  about,  but 
you're  in  high  favor  with  his  Highnefs. 

^iz.  Me !  I  thought  fo — Merit  can't  be  long 
hid. 

Darby.  I've  done  your  bufinefs  with  him. 

^iz.  How  ? 

Darby.  Here  I  fancy  under  this  wafer  liesT 
your  promotion  ;  I  gave  fuch  a  charafter  of  you 
to  his  Highnefs.  I  told  him  you  were  fix  footy 
cap  and  all,  and  this  note  his  Highnefs  left  for 
you  to  give  to  the  Captain. 

^iz.  His  Marffialfhip  hotiors  me  much. 

Olm.  Date  fay — Quiz— foori  exalted,  {winks  at 
Darby) 

^iz.  Aye,  little  as  I  am  now,  I  may  look 
down  on  people  bigger  than  myfelf. 

Oim.  May  fo — look  down  from  wooden  horfe. 
{ajide)  give  letter — Captain  ? 
\  ^liz.  D'ye  think  I'd  negledl  his  Highnefs's 
orders  ?  ,  • 

Darby.  Here  he  is.  Come  Olmutz  we  mud 
fee  about  getting  this  pretty  girl  far  the  I rifli  of- 
ficer. \Exeunt  Derby  and  Olmutz. 

Enter 
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£«/^r  Captain  PATRicK/r(?«i  the  houfe. 

Capt.  P.  So  now  for  the  Marftial's  quarters^— 
but  no  finding  Darby  to  conduft  me,  oh,  per- 
haps this  foldier  may — hey  ?  what  fort  of  figure 
have  we  here  I  {feeing  ^iz) 

^iz.  Hem !  Sir,  I'm  order'd  by  his  FIighne(ss 
Marlhal  Fehrbellin  to  deliver  this  billet  to  your 
Honor,  {gives  it) 

Capt.  A  {Having  perujed  it)  Ha,  ha,  ha!  a 
whimfical  fort  of  duty  this,  but  Til  obey — bis 
Majefty  wiflies  to  replenifh  the  race  of  drummers 
1  fuppofe.  {ajide)  And  pray  friend  where  is  this 
Mabel  Flourilh. 

^iz.  Sir  !  now  what  can  he  want  with  her  ? 
{afide)  Oh,  here  comes  Mabel  and  pleafe  your 
honor. 

Enter  Mabel. 

Capt.  P.  This  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
*  Mabel  K  Sir,  will  you  take  the  key  of  your 
portmanteau,  or  (hall  1  give  it  to  Darby  ? 

Capt.  P.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  This  will  be  a  whimfi* 
cal  match'faith,  but  I  fuppofe  you're  both  agreed ' 
in  the  affair  ;  you're  determined. 

^iz.  Yes,  I'm  refolv'd— Honor's  my  miC 
trcfs,  and  for  her  Til  die. 

Capt.  P.  Oh,  very  well ;  then  Til  fend  for  the 
chaplain,  and  fee  you  both  married  immediately^ 

Mabel  F.  See  us  married  ! 

^iz.  How !  Oh  Darby  has  indeed  done  my 
bufmefs  one  way,  ha,  ha,  ha !  I  had  no  notion 
the  fellow  had  fuch  intercft.  {aftde) 

Capt.  P. 
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Copt.  P.  And  pray  what's  your  name  ^ 

^iz.  Quiz  Oddbody. 

Capt.  P.  Then  Mr.  Oddbody  I  give  you  joy^ 
Ym  order'd  by  Xhe  Marfhal  to  (ee  you  mairicd 
to  that  gendewoman  imimediately. 

Mal^el  F.  Mtl 

i^tz.  Well  this  is  the  ftrangfeft — I  had  no  no- 
tion of  marrying,  but  this  is  fuch  a  prodigiojus 
-»^fuch  a  great  match  ■!    '■ 

Mabel  F.  Your  Honor,  ferioufly,  does  his 
Higbnefs  infift  upon  my  marrying  that  eham- 
panza  ? 

Capt.  P.  Here  I've  his  Highnefs's  exprefs  com- 
mands,  and  Madam,  he  orders  you  a  portion  pf 
fifty  rix-dollars  from  the  military  cheft. 

Mahel  F.  Oh  that's  aaotber  thing — there's  noy 
band,  Mr,  <^iz. 

J^/2;,  Hem !  Madam  I  fhall  be  proud — ^^to  be 
man  of  the  hcufe. 

Mabel  F.  I  fliall  have  the  hnndfomeft  booth  ia 
the  camp  to-morrow. 

Capl.  P.  Come  let's  attend  the  chaplain, 

[Exit. 
.  Mabel  K  Aye,  let's  go  to  chapel. 

^iz.  Chapel !  we'll  he  married  in  a  cathc^ 
dral^  we  viill  by  the  god  of  war. 

AIR. — Quiz. 

All  fierce  and  military, 

Crofs  bufF  belts  and  regimentals  new, 
*      High  cap  rough  and  hairy. 
At  the  grand  review. 
With  fpur  and.  boot. 
Adorn  the  foot,  ^ 

To  grace  the  field,  while  pateraroes  flioot 
Fire  and  fmoke, 
AH  a  joke, 

fiullets 
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Bullets  whiz* 
Bully  Quiz 
]Sre^  as  a  ifturdy  oak. 

On  my  charger  prancihg> 

Rat  tat  tat  his  hoofs  fhall  beat  the  ground ; 
Great  glove  aud  broad^-fword  glancing* 
Salute  the  ladies  round: 

In  the  grand  pas  rear. 

Up  the  pavement  tear. 
Like  a  noble  Colonel  at  jny  men  I  fveear. 

Hey,  the  fight. 

To  the  right. 

Keep  the  rank. 

Guard  the  flank. 
Zounds  I  I'll  Toon  be  a  brigadier. 


SCENE  IV. 

j1  fmaU  CoUage,  adjoining  to  if  an  Arhour. 
Enter  Darby,  Olmutz,  and  two  Soldiers. 

Darby.  Softly— *01inutz,  this  is  her  father'^ 
houfe — it  fccms  her  head  runs  upon  one  Rupert, 
a  young  HufTar  that's  abroad  fomewhere — but  our 
Captain  (hall  have  her  my  boys. 

Olm.  Hulh— yonder  comes — tripping  along — 
where  hiding  place  ? 

Darby.  That  green  fummer-houfe — but  hereV 
the  girl— go  to  the  ambufcade. 

Qlm.  You  come  ? 

Darby. ^  Me  !  no,  never  mind  me— you  know  I 
mud  look  about,  and  fee  that  every  thing  is  fecrec 
—you  (hall  liave  the  glory  of  this  a<5lion  all  to  your- 

YOL,  iv»  3H  Iclfip-* 
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felf— my  dear  Olmutz  I  wou*dn*t  rob  you  of  a  ringttf 
— la(h,  yoii  villain,   {aftde) 

\Exeunt  Olmutz  and  Soldiers  'into  the  arbour* 
Ha^  ha,  ha  !  Captain  Pat  (ball  have  the  fweet  chef- 
nut,  and  rii  ke^p  my  paw  out  of  the  fire.  Aye, 
here  fhc  comes  indeed-^— this  is  lucky—- we're  in  a 
fair  way.  {retires) 

Enter  Floka,  crojfes  into  the  arbour. 

Darby  advances.   There  little  pufs  pops    into 
the  fn^re.  {Goes  towards  the  arbour) 

Enter  Marshal  Fehrbelin  and  Captain 

Patrick. 

Marjhal  F.  Yes,  Sir,  the  review  is  politicly  nc- 
'  ceflary,  for  fliou'd  the  Emperor  be  inclined  to  re- 
vive the  claim  upon  Silefia,  by  keeping  his  troops 
in  readinefs,  our  wife  and  vigilant  fovereign  is  pre- 
pared to  oppofe  him. 

Flora,  [without)  Help !  help !  oh,  my  father, 
fave  me ! 

Darby  advancing.  Huzza !  they  have  hen  {fees  the 
Marjhal)  s' blood  and  thunder !  {going) 

Marjhal  F.  Stop,  what's  the  matter  here,  fpeak ! 

Darby.  The  matter,  pleafe  your  Highnefs — the 
devil,  what  (hall  I  do.  {aftde)  Sir,  it's  that  Olmutz' 
— he's  a  very  bad  man,  for  all  I  could  fay  to  him, 
he  wou'd  run  after  a  young  woman  yonder  over 
the  daifies  and  butter-cups. 

Marjhal  F.  Call  him  hither ! 

Darby.  Olmutz  1   come   to  the  Marfhall ! 


Enter 
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Enter  Olmutz. 

Olm.  Marflial !  devil !  got  her  off  tho*.  {apart 
So  Darby) 

Darby.  Don*t  talk  to  me- — anfwer  his  Highneft,  ' 
you  wicked  rogue. 

Olm.  Pleafe  Highnefs — thought  no  harm — man 
get  pretty  girl  for  officer. 

Marjhal  F.    What  officer  ? 

Olm.    Monor — new  Captain   there,    {points  to 
Captain  i'atrick) 

Marjhal  F.   How,  Sir !   is  this  the  fcrvice  in 
which  you  employ  your  men. 

Capt.  P.  Wliat  have  you  been  about  here,  you 
fcoundrel !  {apart  to  Darby) 

Darby,  {to  Olmutz)  Aye,  why  don't  you  fpeak  ? 
what  have  you  been  about  here  you  fcoundrel ! 

Marjhal  F.  Your  crime  was  only  obedience  to  ' 
a  fuperior,  that  has  funk  himfelf  even  below  your 
level  i  {to  Olmutz)  but.  Sir,  {to  Captain)  1  never 
thought  I  ihou'd  have  an  occafion  to  remind  an 
officer  that  the  very  top  and  feather  of  his  duty,  is 
a  priviledge  to  proteft  the  fair;  and  it  is  with  re- 
grec  I  tell  you  vSir,  that  this  aft  of  violence,  which 
reflefl:s  di(honour  to  your  profeffion,  obliges  me 
to  fufpend  your  command. 

Capt.  P.  Sir — if  your  Highnefs  will  give  me 
leave  to  explain — 

Marjhal  F.  When  the  King  arrives,  Sir, he  may 
ufe  his  pleafure- 

Darby.   Oh,  dang  it!  then,  after  all,  Olmutz 
won't  be  whipped,  {ajide) 

Marjhal.  F.  But  harkee,    foldier,  I  thought  I 
I^ad  appointed  you  other  employment. 

3  H  2  Olm. 
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Olm.  Yes,  Sir— but  if  honor— orders  man-p-** 
ride  great  horle— caufe  can't  read-<— 

Jmrjbal  F.  A  great  horfc— I  thought  her  a 
comely  pcrfonable  woman — has  the  ceremony  been 
performed  ? 

Olm.  Yes,  Sir — dare  fay — that  little  Quiz  knovi^, 

Marjhal  F.  Then  friend,  as  you  arc  married—* 

Olm*  Me  !— honor— not  I. 

Darby.  Here  they  come — ha,  tia,  ha  ! 

Enter  Quiz  and  Mabel. 

^iz.  Spoufy  and  I  arc  come.  Sir,  to  thank 
your  Highnefs  for  all  favors. 

Mabel  F.  Blcfs  me  !  Vm  fo  much  afhamed. 

Marjhal  F.  Tell  me,  Sir — what's  the  meaning 
of  this  (Jo  Captain  Patrick) 

Caft.  P.  Your  Highncfs's  letter  defircd  mc  to 
have  the  bearer  married  to  this  woman— that  man 
delivered  it,  and  according  to  thofe  orders,  there 
you  fee  your  well-macch'd  couple,  (bows) 

Olm.  Oh  then  this — great  horfe — rafcal  Darby. 
{ajide)  [Exit. 

^iz.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs — Mabel  and  1  are 
now  man  aiid  wife — and  fo  Sir,  as  we  arc  but  a 
young  couple 

Marjhal  F.   {Jiercely)  Retire  I 

[Exeunt  ^iz  and  Mabel. 

Darby.  Oh  !  I'd  beft  fneak  off,  or  I  may  knock 
my  head  againft  a  whipping-poft.  {aftde)      [Exit, 

Marjhal  F.  Captain,  this  very  equal  match  is 
what  you  in  Ireland  I  fuppofe  call  a  good  joke,  as 
1  know  a  praccical  jeft  is  the  leading  feature  of 

your 
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your  countrymen,  Pm  not  fo  iU-tempcred  as  to 
quarrel  with  your  charafteriftic  humour,  but.  Sir, 
the  young  woman  that  you  ordered  to  be  carried 
off,  muft  in  fafety  be  reftored  to  her  parents,  and 
I  hope  from  your  future  conduft  I  Ihall  not  repent 
of  my  defire  to  be  your  friend.  lExit. 

Re-enter  Darby,  looking  after  bim. 

QIIARTETTO. 

Darby. 

And  is  he  gone  ?  O  !  bug  and  bounds. 

How  near  I  was  a  thrafhing ; 
Biit  there's  your  uncle.  Father  Luke,  * 

In  Berlin  chaife  come  dafhing. 

Captain. 

SMeath  !  perhaps  my  Norah  too  ? 

Darby. 

We're  in  a  hopeful  hobble ; 
3ut  I  muft  to  my  awl  and  end,  '  . 

Th^  matter  up  to  cobble. 

Captain. 

Difgrac'd,  I  cannot  face  my  wife. 

Darby.  . 

Who  bid  her  now  to  come.  Sir  ? 

Captain. 

And  fuch  a  caufe,  them  Father  Luke, 


Darby. 
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Darby. 

Your  hand^  the  prieft  I'll  hum^  Sir, 

Captain. 

'Till  I'm  rcftor'd,  amufe  'em  botk 
Again  my  friend^  I'll  rank  ye ; 

Darby. 

I  wonder  how  is  little  Quiz  ? 

Enter  Quiz  and  Mabel. 

Quiz. 

I'm  pretty  well,  I  thank  ye. 

]^y  Mabel,  by  the  god  of  war,l 
Is  a  celeflial  Houry ; 
/    As  line  a  bride  as  man  can  wifh. 
When  here  you  down  her  dowry. 

Mabel. 

Like  fciffars  hung  in  apron  ftring. 

Or  dangled  here  a  locket; 
But  touch  my  cafh,  and  that,  and  you, 

I'll  put  into  my  pocket. 

Captain. 

.   Come,  come,  agree. 
Like  man  and  wife. 
And  very  well  you'll  both  do, 

Mabel. 

Ay,  by  the  god  of  war  we  will. 

Quiz. 

Already  got  my  oath  too. 


Darby 
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Darby. 

Friend  Quiz,  your  hani,  I  give  you  joy. 

Of  fpoufy  and  her  riches; 
This  comfort  ftill  is  your's  my  boy. 

She  ne'er  can  wear  the  breeches. 

Quiz. 

Then  let  the  chine  and  turkey  fmoke. 
Good  cheer  o'erfpread  the  table; 

Darby. 

The  wedding,  fuch  a  merry  joke. 
Of  little  Quiz  and  Mabel. 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT, 
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ACT    IL 


SCENE  1. 

A  Room  in  Mabel  Flourish's  t{oti/e4 

Enter  Mabel  and  Olmutz« 
OlmvtZ. 

True— all  prank — ^fcoundrel  Dai  by* 

Alabel  F.  And  really  it  was  you  his  Highneis 
intended  for  me  ? 

Olm.  Yes, — curfed  Irifh  jokes — ^lofe  fortune 
(afide)  bring  mc — ^in  fcrape — run  off — girl  cap- 
tain— then  treacherous  thief  inform — Marfhal. 

Mabel  F,  What  Flora  !  why  here's  the  poor 
girl  in  the  next  room  putting  on  afuit  of  officer's 
doaths  that  I  ventured  to  lend  her^ — Ha,  ha,  ha  I 
the  foolifh  child  vows  that  (he'll  run  about,  the 
lord  kiiows  where,  till  fiie  finds  her  fweetheart 
Rupert. 

dim.  Then — don't  know — Rupert's  home— 
'but  let's  mind  own  affairs — no  talking  here- 
dear  Mabel  promifc — meet  eight  this  evening — 

foot 
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foot  ttbne  brldgc^-^ncar  old  ccntr^  box — private, 

(Bkl  rings. 

Mabel  F.  Coming  U— Hulh,  my  dear  01mutZ| 
if  you'll  be  difcreet^  I  don't  kno\^  but  I  may 
walk  that  way. 

Olm.  Remember  eight— fiiie  woman,  {kJJfes 
her  hand.)  [E^it  Mabel  F. 

Hey !  Rupert— -all  fire---flame,  loft  of  damfei— 
fuppofe  try  can't  bring  Darby— — banging 
here  ? 

Ruf.  Strang^  th^t  nobody  can  give  me  aitiy 
certain  intelligence  pf  Flora.-*-^Ha>  my  qU  friend 
Olmutz ! 

Otm.  Ropert,--*-welcome  home. 

(Jkake:^  bands. 

Rup.  Perhaps  you  can  ttil)  nae  jm, 

Olm.  Sweetheart  Flora  ? — poor  boy!  Ihe's— • 

Ruf.  What)  Speak  1  Quick! 

Olm.  Han^t  heard  Darby's  running  away  then 
1— for  Capt^tt  ? 

Rup.  What  captain  ?— -Who  is  this  Darby  ? 

Qlm.  T^\%  w^y^-tj&U  jili  j5naw-*.-iiow  even — 
Mr.  Darby.  "*  [Effiunt^ 


SCENE    II. 

Anetber  Room  in  AjabePs. 

NokAH  df/covered  at  a  toilet. 

i^o^ab.  {rifing)  There  I  have  got  tolerably  frfe 
from  th,$  duft  qf  the  road»  without  t|ie  aid  9f 

3 1  olympian 
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olympian  dew ;  how  my  coming  rouft  farprifc 
my  Patrick,  but  the  lefs  expeched^  the  more 
joyful  our  meeting. 

AIR — NORAM, 

Oh  come  my  foldier  meet  my  fight, 

.    Full  far  I've  come  to  thee ; 
No  foe  uOw  dares  yoa  to  the  fight. 

But  gentle  love  and  me  ; 
My  foldier  dotes  on  fierce  alarms. 

Where  foes  in  battle  join ; 
But  when  the  trumpet  founds  to  arms, 

Gh  ht  him  fly  to  mine. 

In  camps  how  rough  by  Mars  array'd 

There  fate  attends  his  will. 
At  home  you  hear  each  tender  maid, 

"  Ah !   was  he  form'd  to  kill ;" 
In  charms  fecure  the  fair  advance. 

And  e*re  an  arrow  flies ; 
He  looks  around  and  at  each  glance, 

A  wounded  maiden  dies. 

..    .  ,  , 

Father  L.  (without)  Never  mind  honey,  I  fee 
thedoofj  fo  I  can  find  out  the  room  myfeif. 

jr»/^r  Father  Luke,  and  Mabel  Flourish^. 

Norah.  Well  uncle,  have  you  heard  any  thin^ 
of  my  hufband  ? 

Father  L.  Yes,  Pve  heard  more  than's  good 
of  him. 

Norah.  What !  No  harm  ?  Dear,  Sir,  tell 
me? 

Father  L.  Be  quiet ;  let  me  alone. 

Mabel  F.  Do  you  chufe  any  refrefiiment, 
madam  ? 

Father  L.  Landlady,  you  feem  a  difcreet 
body ;  you  muft  know  that  I  am  Father  Luke, 
the  Parilh  Prieft  of  Carton>  in  the  kingdom  of 

Ireland: 
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Ireland:  and  my  niece,  Norah  there,  was  left  by 
her  hufbahd  at  Berlin,  only  that  he  might  have 
his  full  fwing  here  among  the  women ;  fo  we 
wou'd  not  have  him  fee  her  'till  flie  comes  foufe 
upon  him,  in  the  mldcle  of  his  jokes. 

Enter  Quiz,  with  a  cafe  Bottle. 

.   ^iz,  A  bottle  of  Hiberniati  ufquebaugh,  my 

beautiful  bride,  a  prefent  to  you, 

Mabel  F.  Will  you  keep  your  mouth  ihut, 
^iz.  ril  only  open  it  once  more,  (drinks) 
Father  L.  Td  like  to  converfe  a  little  in  that 

way  myfelf. 

^iz.  My  dear.  Darby  fent  it  you, 

Mabel  F.  Will  you  ha*  done. 

Quiz.  There,  I  fpike  my  cannon,  by  the  God 

of  War.  (corks  the  battle) 

Father  jL,  Landlady,  hav*n't  you  any  fnug  co/« 

ner  that  the  child  here  might  be  free  from  appre- 

henfions. 
Norah.  Dear  uncle,  what  fhouM  I  be  afraid  of, 
Mabel  P.  Madam,  will  you  ftep  into  my  own 

room— TT 

Quiz.  Ma'am,  pray  ftep  into  my  own  room, 
Mabel  F.  There's  only  a  young  girl  there,  that 

was  ufed  ill  by  the  foldiers. 

Quiz.  Soldiers  ufe  girls  ill !  wife.  Who's  man  of 

the  hoiife  J 

Father  L.  Aye,  where's  the  man  of  the  houfe  i 
Quiz.  If  you  can't  fee  him,  Doftor,  on  with 

your  fpedlacles. 

Father  L.   Faith  they  wou'd  be  neceflkry,  for 

you're  fmall  print— Man  o'  the  houfe  .'—-You're 

a  neat  couple    ha,  ha,  ha  !    Who  married  you  ? 

3  I  2  ^iz. 
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Quiz.  The  Chaplain.,  But  Vm  oblig'd  to  Darby  ; 
Hwas  he  hclp'd  me  to  a  wife. 
Father  L.  Upon  my  word,  and  he  hclp'd  yoo 

plentifully. 

Norah.  Come,  uhcle «•  ' 

Father  L  Norah,  child,  do  you  fift  the  land- 
lady about  Pat,  and  Til  try  what  I  cari  get  from 
the  landlord,  (dfpart)  I  han't  tafted  any  ufque- 
baugh  a  great  while.  [Exeunt  Norah  and  MaheU 
(^iz  going.  Father  L.  Jlopi  him)  Stay— A^  that 
young  creature  wou*n't  be  feeo  as  yet ;  how  don't 
you  go  fnearlng  at  your  neighbours,  and  fun.  about 
the  town  bracing  and  boafting,  that  you've  ^ot 

Father  l-uHe  m  yoyr  houfe. (^apfroaching  binf 

hy  degrees) 

^    ^iz.  Boaft !    my  greateft  boaft  is,  that  I've 

tnyf'lf  in  my  houfe. 

Father  i*.    Indeed  !    (endeavouring  /i  taiti  ihv 
to f tie  from  him) 

^iz    It  is,  by  the  God  of  War. 
Father  £,.  Come,  con^e,  ha'  done  cvirfing  and| 
fwe^ring  before  me. 
^iz.  Servant,  {going) 

Father  L.  Stop  ;  tell  me,  is  that  ufquebaugh 
prthodox — did  you  get  it  from  Drogheda  ? 

^iz  Drogheda  !  No.  Don*c  I  tell  you  I  got 
it  from  Darby. 

Father  L.  |f  its  the  Darby  I  onct  khew,  yo^ 
had  it  from  a  great  finner,  that  cou'dn^  give  yoit 

any  thing  good 

%/2.  Hey!  do  you  know  Parby  ?-*-try  it.— 
^oj^ers  the  bottle) 

Father  L.  What,  afk  a  clergyman  to  dHnk 
drams  !  Arrah  boy,  what  fort  of  ^  man  *re  vou  i 
I'm  fure  it  can't  be  good'^(drinh)  tSpt  it  csln't  be 
Wholefome.  (drinks)  (Ml  rings) 

^iz. 
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i^/z.  H^lt !  (id  Father  Luke) 

Olm.  {without)  Landlord  Quiz! 

i^  z.  That's  OlmUtz — Oh,  true ;  he  fold  me 
heM  g've  me  {omc  hints  about  my  fpoufe  and 
Darby,  that  I,  as  a  man  of  honor  ought  to  know, 
{bell  ringi)  That  vile  bell !  by  the  God  of  War, 
I'll  foon  have  drums,  ttumpeti  arid  drum^ftickg  in 
every  room,  [Exit, 

Father  Z.  You  little  guarlock,  hovy  full  of  prate 
you  are.     {fits  and  drinks)     That  Darby  is — 

Enter  Darby. 

a  wicked  rogue — but  his  ufqUebaugh's  a  heavenly 
cordial. 

Darby.  Father  Luke!  How  th6  plague  did  he 
find  our  mefs-houfe  out  ?  No\^  will  he  teaze  me 
with  enquiries  about  Pat ;  but  I'll  flop  his  moutli 
whh  a  round  lie  at  once# 

Father  L.  {chaunts)  Oh,  .this  is  a  heavenly  li- 
quor !    ^ 

Ddrby.  {chaunts)  And  as  good  for  poor  me  as 
the  vicar.— Good  morrow  to  your  Hdlinefs ! 
Father  £,.  I^  it — Darby  1 
Darby.  Yfes  it  is — ^is  it — my  bottle ! 
Father  L.  No  it  is  not !— ^ha,  ha,  ha ! — Well, 
this  is  fo  ftrangely  comical !     There  you  left  me, 
telling  my  beads  in  Ireland ;  and  now  you  find  mc, 
reading  my  book  here  in  Germany. 

Darby.  Why,  Sir,  I  think  its  my  book  you 
have  been  reading  i  but  if  your  Reverence  pleafcs, 
ril  read  a  chapter  now  ;  for,  I  fuppofe,  by  this 
you  have  it  by  heart. 

Father  L.  It  will  do  you  no  godJi  as  you  don't 
knpw  Latin. 

Darby.  Oh,  yes;  I  know  that  a  dram  is  Latin 
for  goofe;  and  if  its  good  for  your  Reverence,  it 

liiuft 
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muft  be  good  for  me  ;  for  what  is  fa uce  for  the 
goo(c  is  favce  for  the  gander. 

Father  L.  Why,  you're  in  liquor,  you  fellow. 

Darby.  Ycu're  out  there — fcr  it's  I'qu^r's  in 
me. 

Father  L.  Who  are  you  here,  and  what  are  you? 
Oh,  you  vn'ucky  cur,  how  you  ran  cut  of  Carton, 
with  all  the  conftables  after  you  ;  befides,  you 
were  over  head  and  ears  in  debt. 

Darby^  Onlv  up  to  the  chin — fo  I  fwam  away. 
But,  Sir,  pi  afe  your  Reverence,  now  you  talk  of 
curs,  did  my  little  dog  go  back  to  Carton  ?  he 
followed  me  a  bit  of  the  road,  but  1  drove  him 
from  me  ;  you  remember  I  call'd  him  little  Uni- 
corn^ becaufe  he  had  but  one  ear. 

AIR. — Darby. 

I'll'fing  you  a  fong,  faith  I'm  finging  it  now,  here,  v 

1  don't  mean  VafFront  either  fn)all  or  big,  bow  wow,  here. 
The  fubje^t  I've  chofcn,  it  is»  of  the  Canine  race. 
To  prove,  like  us  two  legged  dogs,  they  are  a  very  fine  race. 

Bow,  wcw,  wow. 

Like  you  and  I,  fome  other  dogs,  may  be  counted  fad  dogs, 
Anci  as  we  dou't  drink  water,  fome  may  think  us  mad  dogs; 
I^  courtier -s- a fpaniel,  a  citizen's  a  dull  dog: 
A  foldier  is  a  maftiff,  a  (ailor  is  a  bull-dog. 

Bow,  wow,  wow. 

An  old  maid  comes  from  church,  to  the  poor  no  lady  kinder, 
A  lufty  dog  her  footmap,  with  prayer  book  behind  her; 
A  poor  boy  begs  a  farthing,  and  gets  a  handfome  kicking. 
But  little  Shock,  her  lap  doe,  muft  have  a  roafted  chicken. 

Bow,  wow,  wow. 

When  (illv  dogs  for  property,  uncle,  fon,  and  brother. 
Grin  and  fnarl  mighty  gruff,  and  worry  one  another; 
Should  they  a  bit  of  equity  from  Ju  ft  ice  J)eg  the  loan  of, 
That  cunning  dog  the  lawyer,  Snap,  carries  quicliL  the  boneoif. 

Bow,  wow,  wow. 

•  A 
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A  poet's  a  lank'  grey- hound,  for  the  public  he  ruiis  gamedown^ 
A  Critic  is  a  cur,  and  ftrives  to  run  his  fame  down; 
And  though  he  cannot  follow  where  the  coble  fport  invites  him, 
He  flyly  ftcab  behind,  and  by  the  heel  he  bites  him, 

£oW|  wow,  wowi 

YouVc  a  choice  pack  of  friends,  while  to  feed  them  you  are 

able, 
Your  dog  for  his  morfel  crouches  under  your  table. 
Your  friends  turn  tail  in  misfortune  or  difafter, 
But  your  poor  faithful  dog  will  ne'er  forfake  his  mailer* 

Bow,  wow,  wow. 

But  when  did  you  come,  Sir;  arid  how  did  ybu 
find  out  this  h^ufe?  Dear  Sir,  where  is  Madam 
Norah,  vo'ir  niece  ? 

Father  L.  Oh,  then  they  don't  know  (he's  here* 
(^ajide)     Why,  Darby,  I  left  her  at  Porzdam. 

Darby.  Here's  a  lying  old  thief;  b  it  Til  match 
him  at  that  gime — what  (hall  I  tell  him — I'll  tell 
him  Pat's  dead,  {afide) 

Father  L  You've  met  her  hufband,  Patrick,  in 
your  German  travels,  I  Ojppofe? 

Darby.  The  Captain? — Oh  yes. 

Father  L.  It  feems  he  has  been  playing  pretty 
pranks  here. 

Darby.  Then  he  has  heard  all.  (afide) 

Father  L.  I  am  a  Prieft,  biit  upon  my  fundlon, 
were  I  like  him,  an  Irifh  Officer  in  a  foreign  fer- 
vice,  and  had  brought  fuch  a  difgrace  upon  my 
country,  I  verily  believe  nothing  but  my  own  blood 
cou'd  waih  away  the  llain  of  it. 

Darby.  A  good  hint  to  fend  the  Captain  offlike 
a  (hot.  (ajide)  I'hen,  Sir,  youVe  hearj  of  Pat's 
blowing  his  brains  out. 

Father.  L.  Me  !— Not  I !— Pat  dead  !— Oh  dear^ 
my  poor  niece  !— Norah  !— Norah  ! (calls) 

Darby* 
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Darhy.  I^ord,  Sir,  d'ye  think  fhe  cati  hear  yott 
at  Poizdam  ? 

Father  L.  But  how.  Darby  ? — When  > 

t)arhy.  Laft  night — a  piftol - 

father  L.  But  for  what  ? 

Darhy.  Becaufe  Marflial  Fehrbcllin  fpokc  feucy 
to  him.  . 

Father  L,  Oh,  the  fhallow  fool !  Oh  dear! 
Oh  dear !     Where  ftiall  I  find  comfort  ? 

Darly.  In  the  book,  {points  to  the  bottle) 

Father  L.  What !  this  ?  You  unfeeling,  you 
hardened  foul,  to  give  me  fuch  advice*  (^drinks  k 

Darhy.  Ah  !  your  Reverence  wpn*t  be  hardened^ 
>f  g  drpp  can  foften  you* 

DUET. 

father  £.  And  oh  is  he  gone? — whirra  ftrya!  ppqr  Pat  ! 

So  fony 
Dafhy^,  {Jhews  the  empty  bottle)  IrQok  here — 
FettJier  L.  I*m  foriy  for  that 

My  grief  is  fo  great,  not  a  tear  can  1  cry ; 
tier  by.      And  yet,  my  good  Sir,  you've  a  fup  in  your  eye. 
Father  L*  Go  !  go!  take  your  liquor  away  from  mci 
Par  by.       Oh  f  oh  !  does  it  givp  you  fuch  pain  \ 
Father  L.  And  ne'er  bring  yout  Uiquebatigh  bottle  ag^in  to 

Darby.       No  I 

Father  L.  No,  nO,  Darby,  no !  *till  ypu  511  it  ^ain. 

toathy.  Ma,  ha,  ha  I  Pat  muft  hpt  be  found 
alive;  then  my  lie  is  all  a  ftory— ^Eh  ! — little  Qui2 
(^looking  out)  and  Olmutz^^Olmutz  takes  hipi 
under  the  arm,  and  to  my  certain  knowledge,  the 
hypocritical  knave  has  an  affignatiop  with  his  bnd£;^ 
this  very  evening,  at  the  foot  of  the  Oder  Bridge*" 


Enfir  Quiz.  ,  » 

i^^/i:.  Hem  !-*'your Tervaat-^Sir''!"  '"^   • 

iiarby.  Now  i  d  as   Ifeve  a  friend  -  wotiM  gW 

ine  a  knock  o'chc  head  as  call  me  Sir.  . .    '  ^ 

'  ^uiz.  Aye?     Then  Tm  tire  friend  that  W(>a*4 

as  foondo  one  as  t'other.     .         ;''  ^     ^ 

^^^/V.  1  xVim'H,  'by  che'Gtjd''0f  War  !   '       \    , 
i)arby.  Ha,  ha',  ha  1  wf*U  find V  my  dipped Kride- 
^roorn.     Do"  you  know,  Q^i±,  th?^  Tye  befpokfe 
a  wia-box  as  a  cradle  for  your  fi  ft  rhild.'-  '  ' 
^    ^iz.  What,  Itugh'dsrt:  :to6  >     Do  you  knov«r 
that  I  have  been  a   man  t)f  r{iirtt:fiotn;hfe  fhellf 
As  the  great  Qufi  Hercult^  iit  h«is  cfadl^  ftrangied 
a  lerpent,  I  in  mine  throttled  a  couple  of  kittens. 
•—When  a  boy,  to  pra(?tWlI(>rMrt^a  town,  1  broke 
all  the  neighbour «  wia^ows-'^Ip  our  maurauding 
parties,  I  was  thd'tferroT  of  the  ducks  andgozlings 
*— tho^  in  red  breeches,  fcornM  to-rmi  away  froiii  a 
turkey-cock- — fl ruck  fire  from   the- flifb  of  z,  pan 
•— roaftcd  pur  boory  W^p^  a  ran^r^d-^flept  in  a 
mortar-^3nd  for  my  niufic  male.a  great  gun  my 
German-flute,  by  whiilij^g  iri^ti^,lpuaui-bole? 
Darby.  WeU?.      .,     .,r^      ,|  .^    .  j.^.  I  ..,,  ^  ^,.,^,, 
i^'iz.  And  you  to  'trick  a  man  like^^cPje  ir^to  ft 
marriaj/e  uirb  this  MibeJ-A-oixly  to  parry, ^p^jrour 
%)wn  defign  upon  Uer^  ^•.  •'      \     .       :,    ,.    .  ,'t  ,  , 
liartfy.  Who  the  devil  told  you  tp^^t;?     ,,    , 

^^jz.My  frijend  0\x\-\wxz,S}xxi^.  ^   ..  •    ;=^    . 
>afby.  .9h^',th€n.  KV,he\^t)^it^  ^jas.  ppni^dthis 

Pocket-piftoL      , ,',    ,'.i      .  .  .'\\ 

^2//z.  How  dare  "^^ou  lerve  me  to,  you  lutle 
^Uiik^r^cal  ?  J  oqIjt  ww^-^ao,  qicc3fK)n  t^  \fight 

"  VOL.  IV,  5  ^^  Darhy 


^^  LOVE  IN  A  CAMP; 

Darhy.  Occafion  '— Rafcal  will  do  well  enough 
for  a  PrufTian  foldier. 

^/z.  ril  favc  you  the  trouble  of  wafliing  your 
ugly  face — I'll  blow  your  head  off,  by  the  God 
of  War. 

:  Darhy.  Well,  that's  very  kind — ^but  where  Ihall 
f  bring  it  to  you. 

^/z.  AyCf  where  ihall  we  meet.  ^ 

Darby,  I  have  a  (hrewd  gucfs  at  the  time  sind 
place  of  Olmutz  and  Mabel's  appointment,  (^ajtde) 
What  think  ye  of  the  ftone  bridge  over  the  Oder^ 
about  eight  ?  HI  borrow  Captain  Patrick's  piftols> 
you  brinj^  yours^  and  with  our  backs  again  the 
qentry-boxes,  how  we'll  thunder  away. 

^iz.  We  will,  by  the  God  of  War.  [Exeu»t. 


SCENE  IIL 

'  /         Infide  of  MABEL'i  Houfe. 

Enter  Father  Lixke  ^ii^Norah. 

Father  L.  And  fo^  niece,  this  is  the  young  wo- 
man your  hulband  had  dragg'd  out  of  the  boufe 
by  the  ibidiers. 

Jtforak  Yes,  Sir  j  but  it  feems  it  was  all  owing 
to  Darb^,  that  idle  fooUlh  fellow,  that's  ever  in 
fome  mifchief. 

i^/A<rZ*.  Darby!    aye,  the  run-a-gate  fcape- 

Srace,  wjlat  a  ftory  did  he  trump  up  of  Pat's 
eath.     But  bid  the  youn^  woman  there  come 
out 

Norab.  My  dfar  undet  wy  attempt  to  ^tfuade 

her 
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her  from  going  in  fearch  of  her  lover,  is  Fi^itlefs, 
for  go  flie  will — And  here  flic  comes,  equipped 
for  her  travels. 

Enter  Flora,  from  the  room,  in  Bofs  Cloatbs. 

Father  L.  Oh  fie !  by  my  function,  child,  you 
don't  look  like  a  Chriftian  woman. 

Flora.  Am  I  like  a  Chiftian  man,  that's  all  I 
want  to  look  like  at  prefent. 

Father  L^  Child,  child^  I'm  aihamed  of  you. 

Flora.  It  don't  Signify  talking,  Sir,  for  to  find 
cut  my  Rupert  is  the  fixed  determination  of  my 
heart ;  and  this  drefs  will  fecure  me  from  the  in- 
iolence  that  I  fo  lately  fuffered— for  the  poor- 
hearted  wretch  that  has  courage  enough  to  infulc 
a  woman,  often  wants  fpirit  to  attack  a  man- 
Aye,  and  as  well  as  the  braved  of  you,  woman 
can  defpife  danger  where  ihe  truly  loves. 

Father  L.  Well  faid,  my  little  champion  of 
Chriftendom. 

Norah.  Hold-^a  little  more  of  the  mafculine 
air  won't  be  amifs.  {places  her  hint)  There,  I 
queilion  if  your  lover  cou'd  know  you.— But  now 
tell  me, uncle,  when  (hall  I  fee  my  hufb^nd.  Flora's 
account  acquits  him  of  tlie  fnialleft  intension  to 
violence  or  iedu6tion--^Seek  him  out,  I  beg  of  you, 

and  bring  him  to  me. 

■ .  .       '  '     ■  .        .'  '     '■'.    '  '    '^ 

AIR.— Nor  AH.  >. 

Shipwrcck'd  on  the  foaming  wave, 

Sailor's  view  a  watry  grave; 

I  th^s  wrecked,  on  fca^.of  fear, 

To  my  dearefl  lov-e  wou*d  fleer  5 

What  cou'd  then  my  peace  annoy. 

In  that  harbour  of  ray  joy  ? 
Shou'4  the  ^inds  rudely  whiftle,  IM  heave  a  fond  figb, 
And  wiili  thofe'on  the  billows  as  happy  as  I.        ' 

3  K  2  Love 
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'  ,  Smile  and  loothe  the  angi;y  pdc; 

.     CalmifutCf^diTigdrcarf'riartnsV 
Let  me  anchor  in  thy  arms; 

, .    Wh  t  cou'd  then  roy  peace  annoy, 

In  thw  ha«*eii  ofc  my  joy  ?  ^  . 

Sht^u'4  t^be  winflV  r^clv: whU,l!^  IVi  heave  ^^ond,  fi^h^     _ 
And  wiAi  thoib  on  the  billows  as  happy  as  i. 

*  '  •  » 

'    Cap.  P,  {without)  Is  the  yourrg  woman  abGte  ? 

Noraif.  Heavens  !   his  dear  voice, 

J^/ora.   ^  riqu  ring  for  me,      ' 
^    NoraB.  My'  beloved  hiifband  \ 

Father  Z^.  B"  quf^t,  with  your  love-^This  fl6ry 
of  Pat's  d;'ath  mulihaveb^en  concerted  to  further 
ibme  of  his  frolics — But,  Pve  a  Thought  to.  ftc 
him,  ha,  ha,  ha!  Ha  rk'e,  honey,  who  knows  ^i;^ 
the  houfe  here  that  you  have  put  on  thefc  clothes  ? 

Flora"  Only  Mabet,  of  whpm  I  borrow*d  them. 

Father  X.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  well,  ftep  ip  tiierc  botl^ 
of  you, 

Norah.  Sir    ■ 

Father  L,  Go,  go,  child,  and  denH^  difpnte 
my  clergy,  [Exeunt  Norah  and  Flora. 

Ha,  haj^  ha  !  he  and  Darby  have    had   their  joke 
upon  me,  now  I'll  hav^  my  joke  upon  them. 

^nter  Captain  Patrick. 

Captain  P,  Where's  Flora  ?  Ha !  My  dear  Fa* 
ther  l.uke  ! 

F  ther  L.  Caa  you  Ije  Ps^t  i-i-Oi»j  phild,  if 
you're  dead,  tcllmc? 

(apt.  P.  My  good  uncle,  how  glad  I  arh  to  fep 
you  !  Is  my  wife,  my  dear  Norah,  cpme  ? 

Father  L  Come— ah  pat !  why  did  you  give 
cut  that  you  weie  dead  ?   But  if  you  were  really 

fa 
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fo  (-^s  'till  this  inftipt  we  thought  you)  your  Ko- 
rah  wou'd  have. been  anuiher  man's  wife  in  hal^ 
^n  hour. 

Captain  P.  I  don't  nnderftand  you. 

Father  L  Nay,  1  never  tlv  u^ht  him  fo  hmH- 
fomc  as  every  body  fays.^-TJtOf;  me  he's  a  moft  fffi- 
iniiiate  milk-fo|) — But  upon. his  journey  hither  he 
was  fo  full  of  his  ccynpiairfapce  ;  (uch  hapdingof 
your  wite  into  the  coaches,  and  out  of  the  Coaches, 
^d  up  flairs  and  down  ftairs  j  ar»d  fo  bufy  ac 
buckling  on  trunks,  and  fmart  at  paying  rcc^on- 

Capt.  What  is  this? 

Father  L.  And  then  here  the  moment  he  arrives 
in  the  camp,  the  firft  thlrg  ihe  hears  is  of  you, 
her  lawful  hufbmd,  running  away  with  thegoofe- 
berry  girl ;  and  then  Marlhal  RumbcUin  pt^lling^ 
the  cockade  out  of  your  hat — But  your  blowing 
out  )our  brains  with  a  piftol — oh,  Pat,  Pat!  tbajC 
did  your  bufinf  fs  at  once. 

Capt.  P    How! 

Father  L.  Why  you  know  that  made  your  wife 
awi-iow — But  had  I  known  that  you  were  ft  ill  alive, 
rd  as  foon  have  iti  fire  to  the  Chapel  of  Loretto, 
as  have  married  Norah  to  thi^chap. 

Captain  P.  Married  Norah ! 

Fathtr  L.  Child,  child }  what  made  you  fboot 
yourlielt  ?    ' 

Capt.  P.  Ridiculous!  who  cou'd  invem— Whp 
told  you  fuch  an  ai)furd  falfehood  ? 

Darby,  {without)  Quiz,  go  to  the  ground,  V\\ 
follow  you. 

Father  L.  Who  told  me!  only  your  beft  luan, 
Parbv,.and  here  he  comes.  Andnowthe  youn^chap 
within  here  (hall  take  up  the  game,  {afide).   [Exit^ 

Capt. 


446  LOVE  IN  A  CAMP; 

Capt.  p.  And  have  I,  by  my  follv,  loft  my  No* 
Tah*3  heart,  or  worfe-^has  it  received  the  impref- 
fion  of  another. 

Enter  Darby. 

Darby.  Mafter,  will  you  lend  me  your  piftds  ? 

Capt.  P.  rU  piftol  you.  {collars  him) 

Darby.  Oh,  worthy  Pat !   Grcnerous  Captain  ! 

Capt.  P.  What's  this  you've  been  telling  Father 
Luke,  you  mifcreant,  your  infernal  tricks  have 
l^een  the  caufe  of  all  my  fliame  and  diftreO. 

Darby.  Here's  friendlhip !  Oh,  that  ever  I  ibid 
my  farm. 

Enter  Rupert. 

Rup.  (Jays  hold  of  Darby)  You*re  the  ruffian 
that  took  my  Flora  from  her  father's  houfc— No 
ftruggling — tell  me  this  inftant  where  (he  is,  or  ril 
hue  you  to  pieces,  {draws) 

Darby,  (dropping  on  his  knees)  Sir,  (he's — Ob, 
why  did  I  fell  my  farm 

Re-enter  Flora,  in  her  difguife. 

Flora. /Tis  indeed  my  Rupert,  {afide)  Hfeyf 
what  noife  is  all  this,  firrah  ? 

Darby.  Another  maftilF  fet  upon  nie. 

Flora.  Gentlemen,  your  making  a  noife  at  the 
door  of  my  apartment,  is  what  I  don't  under- 
ftand— Demme! 

Darby.  Oh,  this  is  indeed  a  fine  fellow —  (rifis 
andjfands  behind  Flora)  Yes,  making  a  noife  is 
what  I  don't  underftand — Demme  ! 

Flora.  You've  frightened  a  Lady  here  within, 
that's  under  my  prottdlion,  and  let  me  tell  you  its 
.very  unmanly    ■  j     • 

Darby. 
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Darby.  Yes,  its  very  unmannerly— Hem  ! 

Cqpt.  P,  'Sdeath,  he  cannot  mean  my  wife  ? 

Rup.  ril  anfwer  you  pfefently,  Sir.    {fo  Fiord) 
No  more  trifling-  whereas  Flora?  (/(?  Darby) 

Darby.  What's  thA:  to  you  ? 

Fhta.  Flora !— Oh,  the  little  fruit  girl — She  is 
curfcd  fond  of  me  I 

Rup.  Indeed ! 

Fhra.  Oh,  yes ;  Ihe  had  once  fome  filly  notioM 
of  a  fwaggertng  puppy,  one  Rupert  I  think,  but 
they  are  all  fled  fince  I  have  been  her  devoted 
flavc 

Rup.  Villain !  defend  yourfelf.  {draws) 

Capt.  P.  {Jnterpojing)  Hold,  my  dear  Sir,  arc 
you  mad  ? 

Darhy.  Ay,  are  you  mad,  Rupert,  you  rogue  ? 

Flora.  Then  Iprefume  you  are  Rupert — your  par- 
don. But  no  occafion  to  be  jealous  of  me  now,  for 
my  foul  is  intirely  devoted  to  my  Norah,  the  charm- 
ing widow  of  the  ridiculous  Captain  Patrick. 

Capt.P.  {draws)  Draw  this  moment., 

Rup.  {interpofing)  Stop  Sir,  areyounjad^ 

Darly.  Are  you  both  mad,  you  rogues  ? 

Capt.  P.  Sir,  this  affair  demands  immediate  fa« 
tisfadion. 

Rup.  Sir,  my  claim  of  revenge  is  prior 

Flora.  Gentlemen,  I  don't  know  what  you  mean, 
only  give  me  fair  play,  and  I  think  Tm  a  match 
for  you  both. 

Darby.  Bravp  !  bravo  !  my  little  hero ! — Tzkp 
them  as  the  boys  box,  one  down,  'tother  come  op* 

QUARTETTO. 

Fhra.  \    The  lovely  fair  within  that  room,  my  wife  ihaU  be; 
Capt,  P.  And  how.  Sir,  are  you  fure  of  that  ? 
Flora.  Ah  I  ihe  loves  me. 

G4^u 
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Capt.  P.  S'death,  Sir,   whafs  that  you    fay,   ^ukk  smiWef 

fpeedilyi 
Mvp.        What  of  mv  Flora  ?— tclline  lu-ft  ^, 
^/ortf.  Oil  (he  loves  me. 

BofA,        She  love  thee! 
JDarfy.     He  loves  (he  I 

ittfftf .       And  for  lier  fw.cet  fake,  you  SiiPf  V>r.y«m»  1*11  fei* 
Darfy.     To  *em,   my  little  cock  a*now^s^,,ob  you're    mj 

Gramachree. 
Both,        What,  my  love  loves  thee  ] 
l^^i.      Aye^  thy' lovif  loves  mc ;  r      * 

0ttrfy.     IJ^tiock  their  heads  together ;  !    .  ^ 

#'/0r4.       Have  at  you-,  one    two.  three.  ,., 

l)0r^.     Dear  Sir   leave  me  out;  a  wicked  rogue*s  oufljuk 

Gramachree.  '  • 

Boti.        Katisfaftipn  you  miift  give  rtioft  fursely  now  to  trtt. 
fUra,      Fire  or  fword,  wheh  love's  the  word— have  at  you^ 

one,  two.  three. 
Dar^*  *  Oh  what  a  tearing  hero,  our  little  Gramachree  I 

V  \ExennU 

Manent  Darby* 

barhy,  I  come  on  well  here  in  the  Germaft 
wars— Yefterday  I  had  a  doxen  drummers,  out  of 
great"  love  for  my  health,  ftandmg  about  me,  ready 
with  a  crimfon  waiftcoat  to  keep  my  back  warm 
—and  here  my  kind  countryman.  Captain  Paddy^ 
liurnes  his  knuckles  in  my  throat,  n^^ver  cbnfider* 
ing  that  it  may  fpotl  my  finging— Another  Sola* 
yonian  Mohawk  fiaurilhes  his   fcythe  about  my 

!cars— and  there  little  Quiz  is  this  moment  waiting 
to  Wow  my  head  over  the  ftone  bridge— -Pm  in  a 

^j50od  thriving  way— The fe  two  ,men  of  war  have 
friglitened  me  fo/Qulz  will  certainly  difcomfit  nie 

'if  1  can*t  hit  upon  ibnie  ftratagem  to'makd  hifti 
him  more  afraid  than  myfelf* — Mabel  and  Ol- 
iButz  are  gone  X6  their  appointfnent,  at  the  very 
^ot  where  Vm  to  tvit^  Quiz*— Fve  great  hopes, 
of  hif  finding  ihem  Out  J  an4  ^ct.  What  good  wfll 

.- /.^  '  that 
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that  do  me  ?— Heigh-ho  !^-^podr  Dsifby !— Why 
did  you  fell  your  farm  ?  J         .  .  [E^it. 


•\ 


SCENE  W:  and  loft.     . 

A  View  of  the  Oder,  two  Centiners  Box9S  at  thi 

'    Foot  of  the  Brid^^e. 

Enter  Quiz  with  Pifoh. 

^tz.  I  thought  I'd  be  firft— ^aye,  I  gviefsM 
the  fellow  wou'd  be  afraid  to  meet  me— a  cow- 
aidly  pc>ltroon  ;  oh!  how  Til  roaijt  him  for  this} 
how  ril  twig  him  rourtd  the  camp  with  a  whale* 
bone  ram  rod*-^!  ley  !  if  that's  he,  he's  plaguy 
pUnitual — •— 

Darby,  (without)  Who's  there? 

Sl^iiz.  Irs  1 ! 

Darby,   (without)    Fhe  enemy  ) 

^tz.  Your  mortal  foe ! — f )  take  your  ground. 

F.nter  Darby,  with  Blunderbuffes. 

Darby.  Stop,  don*c  be  ralhr-^In  Ireland  wc  al- 
ways take  thefe  thmgs  cool. 

S^uiz.  Yes,  I  beheve  I've  cool'd  you.  '     : 

Enter  a   Peasant,    with  a  Sack,    Pick-axe,  :, 

Spade y  &c. 

Darby.  Lay  the  tools  down  there. 
^:z.  Tools !  what  tools  do  wfe  want  but^^hc 
piftols?  -  .      .    >'. 

D^^rby.  F\r{{,  put  down  the  fack. 
^iz.  Is  it  a  fack  of  oats ! 
VOL,  IV.  31..  Darby, 
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'    Darhy.  Here  fpread  the  faw-duft.. 

^/2.  Saw-duft  !  for  what  ? 

Darby.  To  foak  up  the  blood. 

^iz.  Soak  up  my  blood  !  {Ptafant  fcatt:rs  faw* 
dujl) 

Darby.  Very  well — ^ive  me  the  tw,o  bUinder- 
bufles,  charg*d  with  razor^-blades.  {Pea/ant  gives 
ihtm)  Retreat !  \Exit,  Peafani. 

^usz.  (terrtfiid)  Blunderbuffes  charged  with 
razor-blades ! 

Darby.  Now  to  fettle  the  gfand  point. 

^iz.  But  pray,  what  do  we  want  with  the 
pick-axe  and  (hovel  ? 

Darby.  The  thing  Tm  going  to  talk  about— 
It's  our  cuftom  in  Ireland,  when  Gentlemen  fight 
without  feconds,  as  we  are  now  going  to  do,  if 
one  (hou'd  be  kili'd,  which  is  generally  the  cafe,  to 
prevent  any  ill  confequences  of  the  law  to  the 
conqueror,  we  have  two  ways  of  difpofing  of  the 
dead  Gentleman. 

^iz.  Dead  Gentleman  1 

Darby,  One  method  is  to  dig  up  the  frefli  fod, 
and  bury  the  body  there,  fweet  and  wholefome,  on 
the  fpot— -that's  the  Galway  kick — the  other  is 
putting  it  into  the  fack  that  brings  the  faw-duft, 
'  and  tipping  it  into  the  river— now  that's  the  Tip- 
perary  touch.. 

^iz.  Then  damme  if  I  have  either  a  Galway 
kick,  or  a  Tipperary  touch. 

Darby.  No  1 

^mz.  D*ye  want  to  murder  me. 

Darby.  Sir,  if  ypu  obje<3:  to  thefe  decent  things 
its  not  handfome  of  you. 

Siuiz.  Well,  rn  be  as  ugly  as  old  Nick  before 
you  (hall  handfomely  touch  me  into  the  river — 

for  VM  not  fight,  by  the  God  of  War. ' 

Darbji 
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Darby.  Nonfenfe  1 — take  up  the  piece,  and  off 
we  go — 

^iz.  {going)  Yes,  off  I  go. 

Father  L.  {without)  Where  are  tbey  ? 

Darby.  And  here  now — fure  you  wou'd  not  be 
fo  ungenrecl  as  to  difappoint  the  Prieft,  that  I  be- 
fpoke  on  purpofe  to  bury  us  like  Chriftians. 

^iz.  1  won^t,  1  won't  be  buried  like  aChriftian. 

Enter  Father  Luke. 

Father  L.  No !  oh,  fie  you  profligate — arrah 
*  Darby  !— what  are  you  going  to  do  with  thp  little 
fellow? 

^iz.  The  ruffian  had  a  criminal  defign  upon 
my  dear  and  virtuous  wife;  and  becaufc  I  civilly 
aiked  him  about  it,  he  wants  to  (hoot,  fluff  me 
into  a  fack,  and  either  bury  me  under  the  fod,  or 
tip  me  into  the  river. 

Darby.  Virtuous  wife !  oh,  oh — {ajide)  what 
have  I  nobody  to  ihooi  after  pra5lifing  the  whole 
evening — I'll  not  put  up  with  ilander,  'twas  the 
fcouhdrel  Olmurz  fet  you  on  to  abife  me. 

^iz.  Olmutz  is  my  true  friend. 

Darby.  There,  fuppofe  your  true  friend  flood 
here  {pointing  to  a  centineCs  box)  then  you'd  fee  how 
rd  ufe  him. 

Father  L.  You'd  have  a  rare  mark— fire  away 
Darby. 

Darby.  Then,  dafh  goes  a  brace  of  piftols  thro* 
the  centry-box  {prefents) 

Enter  from  the  Centinersbox^  Olmutz  and  Mabel 

{Jhrieking). 

There's  your  virtuous  wife  and  your  true  friend. 

Father  L.  Upon  my .  word  they  are  a  qujer 
couple  of  Piuffian  troopers. 

3  L  2  QuiZf 
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^tz.  Oh !  I  fee  how  it  is — Darby  I  aik  your 
pardon  ;  do  you  give  Olmutz  a  Gilway  kick,  and 
Ti    e^ve  my  wife  a   lipperary  touch. 

Darbji.  Olmiitz,  whar  brought  you  here  ? 
*  Olm.  Coinedu'^^ — ^be  Quiz's  fccond. 

^Vz.   ^ir — I  want  no  Ivcond 

Cim.'Oi\\  that  cafe,  Sir,  good  night.   .    [Exit. 
"  j^iz.  Well,  Sir,  good  night — cenrry  box,  Sir— 
I've  a  blind   to  fend  a  brace  of  rzor- blades  after 
j-cu — So  w.fe^  you  come  here  to  be  fecond  too. 

Mabel  F,   No,  hufband — I  was  here  firft.  [Exit., 

Father  L  V\\  be  bound  (he  was— Bu:  Darby,^ 
boy,  have  you  fcen  the  Captain,  and  the  young 
Huflar? 

Darby.  Here  come  the  very  tygers. 

Enter  Captain  Patrick  and  Rupert, 

Ru[).  Ou   little  bully  has  given,  us  the  flip. 
.Capt^  P.  He  was  feen' coming  this  way. 

Enter  Nor  ah  and  Flora. 

Flora.  Well,  Gentlemen,  here  I  am,  {prefents 
Norah)  here's  my  friend  too,  who  is  ready  lo  hold 
the  Oaprain  in  play  whilft  I  am  a  match  for  you, 
Sir  Rupert,  if  you'ye  ftill  a  heart  to  engage  your 
Flora.  . 

Rup.  Flora  !  is  it  indeed  ?  my  fweet— my  faith- 
ful girl    (^embraces  her) 

Father  L.  1^ ii,  isn't  the  ch^ip  a  tight  little  Hero  ? 

Capt.  P.  Fioia,  the  dre^idcd  rival  in  my  wife's 
afTedlions  ! 

Norah.  No— -only  in  my  Patrick's — ah  !  mj 
naughty  hufb  nd 

Father  L.  Take  care,  Pat,  whenever  you  take 
a  fancv  to  die  winle  yc  u  live,  you'll  always  be  furjs 
to  find  your  wife  a  widow.  /    • 

Capt. 
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Capt.  P.  All  the  milphiefs  of  the  day  are  owing 
to  thar  villain  Darby —   . 

D.irby.  Bc^  qiiiet  with  your  knuckles,  Pat,  I  de- 
(irc — Lord,   I'm  afraid  to 

^j*.z.  You'ie  afraid  ! — Oh,  then  by  the  God 
of  War — IM — (^ftrutting  up  to  Darby) 

Darby.  Srop,  v(  u're  not  a  Captain  Pat,  nor 
am  1  a  little  Quiz — I  defire  pardon  from  all,  for 
had  I  knt  wfi  rhat  the  Captain's  regular  meal 
(^points  to  Norah)  was  fo  foon  to  be  fervM  up,  I 
ihouJn't  have  provided  this  dam'fon  tare — (poins 
to  Fiora)  ro  rtay  his  flomach. 

Capt.  P.  Bur,,  Ihope  my  Norah  will  take  an 
example  of  ckmehcy  from  his  Pruffian  Majefty^ 
who,  on  his  arrival  reflorM  me  to  my  command— ^ 
whilft  in  difgrace  1  dared  riot  approach  my  faith- 
ful wife,  but  henceforth  mv  attention  to  her  Ihall 
be  exemplar} -^Yet  man,  even  a^he  (hoiild  be,  is 
fcarce  worthy  of  the  bkflings  beftowed  on  him  by 
C'he  poffeffion  of  an  amiable  and  virtuous  woman. 

FINALE. 

_«.     »  ■  '  * 

Captain. 

Oh  now  let  the  drum 

Beat,  company  come. 
And  let  the  clarionets  play ; 

And,  oh,  little  fife 

Now  whiirle  for  life 
While  merry  we  foot  it  away  ; 

Darby. 

For  Fortune  turns  her  wheel 

And  with  us  (he'll  danqe  a  reel ; 
The  late  whining  fellow. 
Now  jovial  and  mellow, 

To  jollity  ring  4  peal. 

Quiz. 
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Quiz. 

As  fure  as  a  gun» 

We'll  fhew  you  fuch  fun. 
As  never  was  fccn  before  ; 

Like  officers  fwear. 

And  tatter  and  tear» 
And  like  a  cannon  we*ll  roar 

Darby. 

Quiz- 
Quiz. 

Darby  did  you  call? 

Father  Luke. 

Ye  DevilS|  how  loud  ye  bawl ! 

Quiz.  ' 

To  houfc,  bed  and  table. 
Of  Qi?^* 

Makel.  -• 

And  poor  Mabel 
YouVe  heartily  welcome  all. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  now  let  the  drum,  &c* 

Father  Luke. 

A  fad  wicked  place, 

A  very  fed  cafe ! 
.Here  nothing  I'll  get  to  do; 

Child,  put  on  your  cap — (to  Flora) 

And  here  in  a  flap 
I'll  marry  that  younger  {fo  Rupert)  and  you 

If  you  don't  take't  amifs,  (to  Mahel) 

I*d  like  to  bury  poor  Quiz 
Without  any  money. 
Your  hand,  my  dear  honey — 

So  much  I  like  your  phiz. 

Flora^ 
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Chorus. 

Oh,  now  kt  the  dnim,  &c. 

Flora. 

Oh»  maidens  tdkc  czrc. 
By  example  beware, 
If  ruin  you're!  wiih  to  fliun; 

Nor  AH. 

Nor  trull  to  your  charms. 
When  once  from  your  arms, 
You  fuflPer  your  fpoufey  to  run. 

Flora. 

Like  birds  held  In  a  firing 
They'll  hop  about,  then  take  wing, 

Norah. 

From  twig  to  bough  fiying, 
Your  fobbing  nor  crying, 
Me'er  back  can  the  wanton  briug« 

Chorus. 

Oh,  now  let  the  drum,  ict* 
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PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN  BY    A    F&IEKD« 
IPOKBN   BY   MBS.    MATTOCKI. 

THIS  very  morning  ('twas  in  Ruffel  Sorcct) 
I  (coming  to  rehearfal)  chanc'd  to  meet 
A  figure  flrange  !  who  mov'd  with  wary  pace» 
And  many  a  care  was  written  on  his  face : 
On  ihoulder  pois*d  he  held  a  cane  upright, 
The  cane  was  long,  the  head  was  round  and  whitt 
He  wav'd  it  thusy  for  much  he  feem*d  to  dread 
A  chell  of  drawers,  upon  a  porter's  head. 
I  guefling  'twas  our  bard,  for  once  was  right, 
(Our  bard  has  little  more  than  mental  fight) 
Without  my  curtfy  on  I  cou*d  not  ftir— 
He  bowing  faid—  **  your  moft  obedient,  Sir/* 
•*  Is  Mrs.  Mattocks  from  your  mem'ry  gone  f 
Said  I — »«  whv  venture  in  the  ftreets  alone  ?" 
**  This  Madam— he  replied—**  is  pleafant  talk, 
«*  Yet  cou'd  I  ride,  Vd  dill  prefer  a  walk : 
••  But  on  my  farce  to  fomebody's  reproach 
•*  The  fpeculation  will  not  bear  a  coach." 
Cried  I  **  that  fomebody's  not  me;  I  hope.** 
Said  he— «*  Old  claret  may  I  never  tope, 
•  Ne'er  laugh  at  bright  ideas  in  the  dark, 
**  Ne'er  fland  delighted  with  the  rifing  lark, 
**  If  you  I  meant ;  good  Madam  may  I  wail, 
•*  That  like  my  fight,  my  other  fenfes  fail, 
^  The  fiiult's  all  mine,  and  mine  to  bear  the  blame, 
**  My  noufe  is  dull,  or  elfe  (he's  all  a  flame* 
•*  The  grave  and  gay  I  can't  engage  by  half, 
••  For  make  you  cry  I  mufl,  or  make  you  laugh; 
•«  My  audience  I  can  never  keep  in  quiet, 
•«  With  Off !  off!  off!  or  Ha!  ha  I  ha!  they  muftbeill 

a  riot.'' 

3  M  ft  Said 


I 


46o  PROLOGUE. 

Said  I  *♦  for  their  off!  t)fk  !  no  moi*c  !  no  more*s  f 

•*  Have  friends  with  hands  to^lap  like  battledoors  I" 

Quoth  he  '*  alas  1  what  can  an  author  do  ? 

*•  At  a  late  play*,  quite  old — but  fome  fay  new 

**  The  author's  order  wa§  refus'd-; — unkind  I 

•*  Tho'  William  Shakefpeare  was  the  order  lign'd- 

^*  To  night  my  fiddle  (I'm  upoji  the  rack) 

**  I've  wound  fo  high  I  fear  the  firings  muH  crack.'* 

Our  bard  is  right,  he's  in  a  fcrape — I  beg 

That  you*il  not  rafhly  let  him  down  a  peg ; 

As  broad  and  bold  his  drains,  they're  full  of  danger; 

He's  an  old  friend — don't  ufe  him  like  a  flrangef. 


f  The  Tragedy  of  Vcrtigcrn,  produced  at  the  Theatre-Royal,  Dr^ij 
Lane,  in  275^^,  as  a  pofihuiuous  work  of  Shakcfpeare's. 
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Sir  Marmaduke, Mr*  Munden. 

Sq>timus> Mr.  Quick. 

Captain  SeptimuSi  Mr.  Middletow. 

Captain  Slafh, Mr.  Haymes. 

Flam, Mr.  Macreadt. 

Gyp,  , Mr.  Knight. 

Looby,  ..« • Mr.  Simmonds. 

Pnimmer  Boy,  .•• Mailer  St  an  den. 

Emmeline, •••... * Mifs  Mansel. 

Mrs.  Auburne,  Mrs.  Mattocks* 

PoRTEKs,  Servants,  &c. 
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ACT    I. 

SCENE  I. 

Septimus'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Captain  Septimus  and  Mrs.  Aijburne* 

Captain  Septimus. 

jTilYE,  joy  indeed !  oh  I  never  liv'd  till  now, 
I'm  born  this  day  to  life,  and  its  moft  fuprcme 
delights. 

Mrs.  Aub.  You  were  born  this  day  !  'pon  my 
honor  Captain  you're  a  very  fine  grown  child  of 
your  age. 

Captain  Sept.  Yes,  this  day  certainly  Unites  me 
to  my  charming  Emmeline. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Maybe  fo— but — mind  Sir  Fm  going 
to  make  a  poetical  fimile.  Tho*  the  fun  of  felicity 
ihines  full  upon  us,  I'm  afraid  fome  malicious 
cloud  will  drench  us  in  a  foaking  fhower  :  yes,  in* 
ftead  of  cinnamon  cordial  to  warm  ourhearts^  we 
fliall  fup  peppermint  water. 

Captain 
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Captain  Sept.  Mrs.  Auburnc  you're  always 
croaking. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Well,  Sir,  tho*  I  am  your  father's 
houfekeeper  and  have  the  charge  of  all  his  family 
affairs  during  his  abfence — tobefure  your  concerns 
are  no  bufinefs  of  mine — Croaking  !  now,  Sir, 
only  go  over  the  paft  ground,  and  fee  the  hopes  or 
your  future  profpeft.  Your  father  and  Mifs 
Emmeline's  papa  as  they  were  fellow  wranglers  at 
college,  have  ever  fince  in  drift  friendftiip  fquab- 
bled  thro'  life,  and  to  extend  their  fpirit  of  con- 
tradiction to  their  pofterity  agreed  that  you  and  (he 
Ihould  be  man  and  wife,  but  on  the  wedding  day 
before  you  cou'd  get  the  ring  on  her  finger,  up 
fprings  a  tiff  between  the  old  gentry,  becaufe  the 
Baronet  abus'd  the  change  of  government  abroad, 
my  mafter  woiid'nt  believe  there  was  any,  to  be 
convinced  wou'd  go  over  to  France  himfelf. 

Captain  Sept.  Well — Since  my  divine  Emmeline's 
father.  Sir  Marmaduke,  has  confented  this  day  to 
our  union,  V\\  not  let  a  difagreeable  thought  fuHy 
the  luftre  of  the  moment. 

Mrs^  Aub.  Here  comes  the  old  gentleman,  for 
heaven's  fake.  Sir,  don't  contradidt  him^  or  all  is 
broke  again — ^you  know  he  lives  in  a  difpute,  and 
if  he  can  bring  it  to  a  wager,  there  is  his  element. 
,  Captain,  Sept.  True,  he  is  conftantly  on  the 
watch  for  difputes. 

Mrs.  Aub.  And  to  fecure  his  triumphs,  I'm  told 
he  carries  in  his  pocket  the  Red  Book,  Moore's 
Almanack,  and  Trufler's  Chronology,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Enter  Looby. 

Well  now,  what's  the  matter  ?  what  do  you  waht? 

LoobT.  Here  he's  Sir  Mermaid  the  Duke. 

.  Mrs. 
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^^rs.  Auk  Sir  MarmadukC'^^you  booby  1  you! 
go  along^-  i^^^f  Looby. 

iSnter  Sir  Marm  AbtXKE^  {reading  and  eating  fruit). 

Sir  Mar.  .Month  of  Apri!-^Moor6  fliou'd  be 
knore  particular  about  Mogul  plums^-^aye ;  this  is 
the  room  that  the  Captain  infifted  wash't  twelve 
ftct  hi^h.  Taking  ftieafuire,  atid  nobody  know  it 
may  wm  me  a  wager,  (meafures  with  his  earn)  now 
*ras  it  mine,  Vd  have  the  top  painted  bfue-^azurc 
•-^the  word  deling— derived  from  Ciel — heaven-^ 
French— ^I  wilh  Entickhad  got  etymologies.  (Mrs^ 
Auburne  places  chairs)  Ciel  l^-— heaven  ! — (Jlill  look* 
ing  up  fiukbUs  over  ihe  chair)  the  Devil  I  what's 
that? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Lord,  Sir,  Tm  afraid  youVe  broke 
the  chair. 

Sir  Mar.  Chairs*,  when  firft  invented  ) — ^let'sfee 
Trufler.  {opens  book) 

Captain  Sept,  My  dear  Sit  Mafmadlike  \ 

Sir  Mar.  Ah!  Captain  Septimus  ! 

Captain  Sept,  I  was  juft  going  to  wait  on  Em* 
sneline. 

Sir  Mit,  But  the  Killy  child  wotl'd  get  into  a 
controverfy  with  me  ;  I  Taid  it  wou*d  be  better 
for  yoii  to  be  married  oUt  of  town ;  and  ihe  talk'd 
of  the  banns  and  Hanover  Square. 

Captain  Sept,  Sir,  you  know  they  were  proclaimed 
there,  and  confequently — **-* 

Sir  Mar.  What's  that  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Oh  Ld^d  !  an  ai^ument  will  fpoil 
all---*-Sii;,  my  young  malftcf  was  only  faying  what 
*^yoU  faid» 

Sir  Mar.  What  did  I  Ciy  ? 

VOL.  lY.  3  »  Mr. 
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MrSi  ^1^^  Now  whatever  1%  it  was,;^  he'll  fay 
it. was  not — (afide)  Sir,  I  think  you  faid[ 

Captain  Sept.  Aye— that,  you  wou'd  have  our 

n}^'  rij^ge  celebrated — -where  Sir  ? 

*  Mrs;'Aub.  Til  venture  {afijej.  Y^s,  Sir  Mar- 

iDi.4dqH^,/>lifs  j^mmdinp  ^^iJh'd  i^  -to.  he  ia  ihc 

qpuut^y,  a^pd-ypu  will  have  it  in  town.  ^ 

.  ^ir  Mar^.  Eh!  (paufing)  . 

Qaptain  Sept.  WcU  tlien,  Siij,  we  will  have  k^ 
i©  thecpuptry. 

Sir  Mar.  For  many  reafons  yoyM  better  ba 
marriod  af-Hanpver  Squa^-e.       . 

Mr^^Aub.  Was  ever  fucjh  a  muie  I  n^eifhfir  drag, 
nor  drive,  J  promi&M  Mr.  FJam,  the  valet,  to 
get  thcni  ou:  of  town  if  I  cpu'd,  and  one  ftroke, 
of  oppofition  fends  father,  Captain,  and  daugh<«r 
^l  into  thp  country.  Then  we  (hall  have  the  wbplc 
houfe  to  ourfelves  to  fee  our  own  company,  {afide)*, 
Sir,  thp  Captain  inCfts  on  being  married  in  ton- 
don,  {peremptorily) 

Sir  Afar.  Then,  he  may  marry  you^  Madam,  for 
he  {hari*t  have  my  daughter. 

Captaii^Sfpf.,  S'death!  w^fjiall  have  nqmarris^c 
at  all. — Mrs.'  Auburnehow  can  you  ?— -      *  . 

^r;.  Aub.\^lut,  Sir  !  a  bcid?  af^d  bridcgropiji 
q\jit  the  de^r  delights,  of  the  metropolis,,  and  let 
the,  hPQey-niPpn  ftine  qpp^  bjaclcl^rry  bqlhesli 
when  here  it  fhould  illumine  Ran^lagh,  Bagnigge, 
Wiells^  KenfingtonGai;denj|,r^nd  Blackfriars^bridge. 
By  my  honor,  Sir,  I  will  not  go  out  of  town. 

Sir  Mar.  Then  you  may  go  tp  Jericho,  Madaip, 
who  thinjcsjpf  you  at  all  f 

Mrs.  4ub.  Shoudn'r  hfive  thought  of  always 
humoring  an  old  figure  that  has  no  more  generofity. 
than  a  churchwarden,  tl^at  wou'd  np  more  give  a 
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guinea  to  a  .fine,  nimble,  notable  clever  woman 
like  me,  for  all  my  attention  and  poiitenefs. 

Sir  Mar.  Not  1—1*11  not  give  you  a  guinea 
Woman — why  Ihou'd  I  give  you  a  guinea  ? 

Mrs.  Aub,  No^  nor  a  (ixpence ;  I  faid  you 
woudn't  give  me  one  pound,  one  Ihilling,  and  one 
fixp^rtte. 

Sir  Mar,  Won't  I  ?  here's  a  guinea'-^for  yoil 
have  at  tiiiies  ^made  me  fome  whip-fyllabub  in  a 
pretty  manner. 

Captdn  Sept.  Oh,  Sir,  no  occafipn  to  give 
my  father's  houfekeeper  money. 

Mrs.  Auh.  Lord,  Sir,  don*t  hinder  him— Sir 
Marmaduke  there  h  ocGafion  to  give  me  a  guinea. 
{holds  out  ber  hand) 

Sir  Mar^  There  is  not.  {puts  up  the  thoftey) 

Mrs.  AJ.'Well,  Sir,  Tm  obliged  to  you  {curtjies 
ironically  to  Captain  Sept.) — as  you  ftay  in  town  Til 
look  over  my  receipt  books,,  an4  chufe  a  handfbme 
Wedding  fupper. 

Sir  Mar.  Captain,  I  think  you  had  better  be 
married  by  fpecial  licenfe. 

Captain  Sept.  Ah  !  when  once  your  d^ughter'^ 
mine  We'll  be  feldom  troubled  with  you^  mj^  0I4 
buck,  {ajide) 

Enter  Emmel i  ne  (/«  riding  drefs}^ 

Ah  !  my  lovely  Emmeline  !  but  why  this  drefs  I 
Emmeline.  Captain  Septimus !  why  are  not  you, 

prepared  for  our  trip. 

Sir  Mar.  Wha.may  you  be  going  to'trip  witK  ? 
Emmeline.  Why,  Sir,  was  it  not  your  wi(h  that 

that   the    ceremony  Ihould  be  performed  in  the 

country  ? 
,  Captain  Sept.  Then  this  change  is  by  your  orders 

-V-Oh  we'll  comply—  here  Flam  !  {calls  off) 

3  N  2  Sir 
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Sir  Mar.  Ooce  for  all  you  fhall  be  married  m 
town  in  St.  Georges,  Hanover  fquare. 

Mrs.  Auh.  There  now,  again  ! 

Sir  Mar.  We*U  return  to  your  boufe  from  the 
church,  ril  fup  here.  But  let's  fee,  Hanover 
Square  was  built  in 

Mrs.  Aub.  {in  apajjion)  Sir  it  wasn't  biuiU  till 
two  years  after  that. 

Sir  Mar.  .What  1  bavn't  \  mf  Trufler  in  njy 
pocket. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Yes ;  and  youVe  your  gtiiinea  in  your 
pocket  fo  you  know  nothing  at  all  about  it. 

Ent^  Looby. 

Lo9by.  Did  yoq  c^l,.  Sir  ? 

Captain  Sept.  Send  Flam  hither-— 15 

^/>  Mar.  Young  folks,  I  want  to  fpeak  a  word 
^ith  you  boihr^^takes^  them  under  the  arm)  tell 
me  I  doQ*t  know  when  Grovefnor  Square  was 
built— pert,  fauty  prating  Abigail. 

\Exit  with  Captain  Sept.  andEmmeUne^ 
^  X'Opby^  Here  he's  a  fine  ado;  Meafter  defires  me 
to   fend    Flam^   and   Flam  faid,    as  mafler  was^ 
going  out  of  town  he'd  dine  at  the  tavern. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Dine  at  the  tavern  !  what,  Flam  ?  oh 
then  in  the  Irifh  way  he'll  bring  home  fome  friends 
to  take  a  bottle.  Tm  tired  of  a  batchelor's  houfe 
•— rm  form'd  to  mix  in  company,  I'm  charm'd 
with  cards— concerts — coacfi  f«--Looby  you  gen- 
teel wretch,  hand  me  down  flairs. 

,  \Emt  Jingin^ — Lmb^  handing  her^ 
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SCENE  11. 

Leicefter  Square. 

> 

Enter  Flam,  from  Sabloniere's  Tavern. 

Flam.  This  Sabloniere  gives  good  dinners — ^lucky 
I  fat  by  that  EngliQi  Gentleman^  or  the  devil  A 
word  (hou'd  I  have  had  to  talk  but  French — and 
that  I  can't  talk  at  all,  at  all.  What  a  curfe  my 
father  did'nt  take  it  in  his  bead  to  have  me  born  4 
Gentleman!  Such  an  orqaxnent  to  an  eftate!-^ 
Spank  my  phseton— privilege  pf  the  Park — rattle 
up  Conftitution  Hill — h^y,  gat?  |— or  dafti  thro* 
^he  King^§  Road,  on  each  fide  knock  the  foot  paf- 
fengers  up  againft  the  walls,  or  into  the  ditches.— « 
Oh  !  here  comes  the  Gentleman  that  lat  by  me  at 
table.  As  he  thinks  me  a  Gentleman,  I  may  as 
^ell  keep  up  to  the  character.  By  Mrs.  Av|burne'$ 
contradicting  Sir  Marmaduke,  as  (hepromifed,  my 
mafter  is  certainly  gone  out  of  town,  fo  I'll  takq 
the  advantage  of  forming  a  genteel  aqc^uaintanc^. 

Enter  Gyp,  from  the  Houfe^ 

Gyp.  As  I  have  begun  my  firft  day  in  London  fo 
like  a  man  of  faftiion,  1  thou*d  finilh  it  as  fuch— ^ 
Go  to  the  opera,  had  I  company.  Ton  honor  they 
make  exceeding  good  ragouts  at  this  ordinary,  very 
pretty  fallad,  but  dem  tn^  oil ! 

Enter  a  Porter. 

Porter.  Oh,  Sir,  the  chambermaid  at  the  GIou- 
feftcrCofFee-houlc,doefn*t  like  to  wake  your  mafter^ 

*  but 
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but  wifties  to  know  if  he  engages  the  beds  for  to- 
night ? 

Gyj>.  Then  my  old  lethargic  Don,  from  the  fa- 
tigue of  our  journey  from  DoVcr,  has  llept  ev«r 
fince  I  left  him.  {ajidey  Well,  I'll  call  at  your  inn 
and  fettle  all  that— -But  take  care  of  my  trunks^ 
d'ye  hear.  [  Ear/7  Porter. 

Flam,  (^advancing)  So,  Sir,  you  don't  muz  Over 
the  bottle  after  dinner,  no  more  than  myfelf  ? 

Gyp.  Oh,  fervant  Sir— No,  my  way  to  turn 
the  evening  Jo  a  more  pleafant  ule,  Tm  for  Ra^ 
nelagh. 

Flam.  I  think,  Sir,  this  is  a  very  good  tavern ; 
but  the  worft  of  it  is,  the  mixed  company  one 
meets  with  at  an  ordinary. 

Gyp.  True,  Sir ;  but  a  public  table  is  like  a 
ftagcf coach,  you're  never  obliged  to  know  your 
fellow  paffcngers  again. 

Flam.  Faith,  Sir,  I  never  cou'd  bring  myfelf  td 
travel  in  a  ftage- coach  ;  when  one  has  a  carriage  of 
one's  own,  it  quite. fpoils  one  for  vulgar  acquaint** 
ances.  ' 

Gyp.  {afide)  A  man  of  fortune,  I  dare  fay. 

Flam.  Have  you  been  long  in  England,  Sir  ? 

Gyp.  Arrived  but  this  morning  from  France,  Sir 
— I  think  he  won't  fmoak  I'm  a  fervant  '{ajidey — 
As  you  fay,  their  wine  was  palatable,  but  the  ruby 
is  not  to  be  expeded  at  taverns — nothing  like  a 
Gentleman's  own  cellar.  I  (hall  be  proud  to  fee 
you  at  my  houfe;  Sir — I  haven't  a  card  about  me, 
but — (^pulling  out  his  handkerchiefs  cards  fall) 

Flam.  I  believ<^,  Sir,  you  dropt  that  pack 

Gyp,  Eh  !  (ionfufed)-^YQSs  Sir,  I  did  long  ago, 
it  was  fo  expcnfive.  .  -      . 

Flam.  What,  Sir  ? 

Gyp. 
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Gyp.  My  pack  of  liounds. 

Flam.  Oh,  oh !  he's  fond  of  gambling ;  then 
if  I  can  get  him  a  little  corn'd,  I  may  flip  the 
Connougbt-fiyc  upon  him.  {afide)  Sir,  my  card. 
(ogives  one) 

Gyp.  (reads)  "Pawn'd  ! — filver  watch— three 
«  Blue  Balls— Ram-alley  the  25th*'— 

Fiam.  Hold !  hold  Sir  !  the  devil,  my  duplicate 
when  I  left  my  watch  at  my  uncle's!  \afide)  beg 
pardon  Sir-^this  fell  out  of  my  fcoundrel  fervant 
man's  pocket — as  I  was  dulling — I  mean,  when  he 
was  brufliing — that  is — when  1 — Sir,  there  is  my 
compliment  card,  with  my  true  name,  and  place 
of  abode.  Now,  Sir,  if  you'll  do  me  the  hqnor 
to  ftep  to  my  houfe;if  you  don't  call  my  wine 
the  elivator,-and  the  exhilirator  lay  my  name  is 
riot  Dennis  Flam,  Efquire ;  and  that  I'm  neither  a 
member  of  parliament,  nor  a  high  iherifT,  when 
in  the  county  of^ a— hem  ! 

Gyp.  A  member  of  parliament  and  high  iherifF! 
a  great  man,  but  an  intolerable  fap  (aJtde)—Wh)\ 
Sir,  I  was  engaged  to  meet  my  Lord  Bobs,  (looks 
at  his  watch)- 

Flam.  And  I  was  to  have  met  tfce  Duke  of 
Nobs. 

Gyp.  But  I  don't  care  if  I  do  lounge  away  half 
an  hour  with  you.  (yawns) 

Flam.  Much  obliged  to  you.  (yawns) 

Gyp.  Do  you  live  in  this  vicinity.  Sir  ? 

Flam.  No,  Sir,  in  a  houfe  of  my  own — I  or- 
dered my  fpalpleen  fellows  to  bring  my  curricle, 
but  I  fuppofe  they  have  ftopt  to  drink  porter- 
porter  I  think  they  call  that  common  liquor  ? 

Gyp.  Yes,  Sir,  thefe  fervants  arc  impudent  raf-* 
cals,  ha,  ha,  ha !  ^ 

Flam, 
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Flam.  Aye,  Sir,  they  take  as  cnaiiy  airs  upott 
them  as  if  they  were  Gentlemen-'^the  conceited 
puppies. 

Gyp.  So  they  do,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Flam  Suppofe  Sir  we  walk  towards  my  houfe  ? 
• — I  pay  a  pretty  tight  rent— but  as  I  am  yet  ad 
unmarried  Gentleman,  and  have  fuch  a  plague 
with  keeping  twenty  or  thirty  idle  paniper'd  fcpun- 
drels,  ril  ^iye  up  houfe-keeping,  and  tor  the  few 
weeks  ^f  the  fafhionable  town  feafon,  I'll  have 
apartments  in  Fall  Mall. 

Gyp.  Then,  Sir,  you  mud  be  in  Town  in  tha 
winter?  fome  appointment  at  Court? 

Flam.  Oh,  yes  Sir,  I've  a  great  many  appoint- 
ment  to  court  the  girls. 

Gyp.  I  mean — eftabliQiment — place— 

Flam.  Yes,  Sir,  Tm  in  a  place— -that  is  I'm  upon 
a  poft. — You  muft  know.  Sir,  I've  been  vifiting 
on  horfeback  all  this  morning. — I  firft  took  a 
fcamper  into  Hyde  Park,  then  call'd  on  Lady 
Simper — my  way.  Sir,  to  walk  up  flairs,  and  while 
1  chat  with  the  charming  creatures — loll,  throw 
my  boots  upon  a  white  fopha— my  groom  walks 
my  horfcs  up  and  down  before  the  door,  and  then 
people  cry  **  i$n't  that  Mrs.  Abem's  houfe  ?  a 
*'  devililh  gay  woman  !  But  whofe  bit  of  blood 
•*  is  that  ?  fure  I  know  the  livery — ^Oh  it's  young 
**  Flarn's,  then  he's  her  friend  now  !  dem  that 
•*  fellow  !  he  has  all  the  tine  wqmen  about  town  !^ 
and  to  be  fure  I  haven't,  ha,  ha,  ha  1  Shall  we 
walk.  Sir  ? 

Gyp.  With  all  my  foul,  Sir — it's  pleafant  to  make 
I'emarks  on  your  plebs  and  common  people,  as  wc 
feunter  up  Piccadilly ;  and  to  ogle  the  fine  girls 
that  fpoit  their  lovely  faces  in  the  St,  James's— *  Pall- 
Mall— 


^ 


Mall— snd  Bond^flreet  promanade,  Sir,  and  eat 
peaches  and  cold  ices  at  Kennet's. 
Flam.  Oh,  Sir- 


Gyp.  By  heaven.  Sir 

Flam.  Indeed/ Sir,  I — coudn't. 

"  [Exeunt  ceremonioujly. 


SCENE  III. 

SEPTiMus*i  Houfe. 

t 

A  Drawing  Room  (PiSIures). 

Flam,  (without)  Pray,  Sir,  walk  up  ftairs — I'll 
be  with  you  in  an  inftant. 

Gyp.  (without)  Oh,  Sir,  no  ceremony. 

Enter  Gyp  j«i  Looby  (a4miring  him) 

Thisivorthy  Greek  muft  have  a  capital  fortune 
yet  feems  no  better  deferving  ot  it  then  myfelf.— 
His  houfe  here  is  fplendidly  furnilhed.  ^Eh !  that 
'pifture  is  very  like  my  old  matter,  Mr.  Septimus  ! 
(looking  at  it — fits,  on  a  fop  ha,  and  takes  up  a  book) 

Looby,  One  of  Mr.  Flam,  the  valet^s  fine  ac- 
quaintances ;  one  ftiou'd  be  civil  to  one's  fellow- 
.fervant's  friends.  (Jits  by  him)     Well,  and  how 
are  you  ? 

Gyp.  (furpriz'd)  Eh !  Why,  pretty  well — how 
are  you  ?  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Looby.  Our  valet  keeps  woundy  fmart  company. 

Gyp.  Does  he,  indeed  ?    • 

Looby.  YoM  may  put  on  your  hat  before  me — let's 
VOL,  XV.  3  o  fee 
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fee,  {puts  Gyfs  hat  on)  I  look  fmart  in  cocfc-a[ri(R 
pinch. 

Gyp.  My  new  friend  muft  be  a  good-natur'd 
mafter,  or  his  fervants  are  very  impudent. — ^Whofe 
pi^ure*s  that  ? 

Looby.  Our  mafter*s  father — He  is  a  learned  man, 
therefore  you  fee  hc*s  drawn  with  a  book  in  his  hand,, 
reading  out  loud. 

Gyp.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  and  I  fuppofe  that  white  dra- 
pery hanging  frorti  his  c'oat  pocket  is  a  perfum'd 
handkerchief. 

Enter  Servakt  }AAix>y  Jinging  and  dujling  the 

furniture. 

Maid.  Looby,  there's  your  mafter  wants  either 
^ou  or  Flam.  lExeunt  Looby  and  Maid. 

Enter  Captain  Septimus. 

Capt.  Sept.  This  rafcal  to  run  out  at  fuch  a  time  f 
We  fhould  be  ready  now  to  lead  my  Emmcline  to 
the  altar.  If  we  mifs  this  lucky  opportunity  that 
Sir  Marm^duke  is  in  the  mind  for  our  marriage-^^ 
Eh !  who's  this  ?  {fees  Gyp^  takes  off  his  hat- 
Gyp  makes  a  flight  bow^  then  reads)  I  afk  pardon, 
Sir,  do  you  want  me  ? 

Gyp.  Your  No,  Sir-^(r^^^j)  ha,  ha,  ha!  I 
fhould  like  to  fee  thi^  play  afted.  ^  Our  friend,  Sir, 
has  got'  i  fine  fituation  here;  I  admire  it -exceed- 
ingly— Elegant  furniture — Charming  houfe — fine 
pictures — but  the  mafter,  between  you  and  I,  is  a 
confounded  blockhead. 

Captain  Sept.  Indeed !  And  pray.  Sir,  to  whorti 
does  the  contounded  blockhead  owe  the  very  great 
honor  of  feeing  you  in  his  houfe? 

Gyp.  Fm  here  by  his  own  invitation. 

Captain 
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Captain  Sept.  He  really  invited  you  ? 

Gyp.  Yes — Very  nice  about  his  wine-»^woudn't 
truft  his  fervant — ^gone  himfelf  into  the  cellar  to 
bring  us  up  a  bottle  or  two — If  good,  as  I  daie  be 
iworn  it  is,  we'll  help  him  off  with  a  batch. 

Enter  Flam,  Jinging^  with  wine. 

,    Flam.  Tol,  lol,  lol!     Oh,  zounds!  matter  not 
gone  out  of  town !  (lays  the  bottles  on  the  table) 

Captain  Sept.  Where  haVe  you  been,  firrah  1--^ 
<3et  me  my  things  to  drefs— make  hafte !  fly ! 

[Gyp  fneaks  off. 

Flam.  The  devil  take  me  if  I  ever  faw  any  thing 
fb  unlucky— rHave  a  man  exposed  fo.  Sir. 

Septimus,  {without)  All  the  doors  open  ? 

Captain  Sept.     How  !— -by  heaven  !— 'tis-— my 

father 

'  Flam.  Oh,  gracious!/  that's  his  voice,  Sir. 

Captain  Sept.  Returned  from  France  '— I'm  re- 
joic'd— ryet— I  wilh  he  had  but  flay'd  till  Emme- 
line  was  fecur'd  to  me.  Flam,  run  and  feek  Mrs, 
Auburnc,  tell  her  I  wanf  tq  fpeak  to  her  inftantly. 

yExit  Flamf 
We  muft  call  a  council  of  operations.  [Exit. 

Enter  Septimus,  in  a  travelling  drefs. 

Septimus.  No  I  I'll  not  truft  my  trunks  \t\  halls 
gind  parlours,  with  ftreet  doors  open-mouth'd-rir.as 
if  bawling — **  walk  in,  and  take  what  you  pleafe."' 

Enter  Porters  {with  trunks) 

Go  back  to  the  Gloucefter  Coffee-houfe,  where  I 

put  up,  and  if  you  fee  my  man,  bid  him  come 

here- 

302  Porter 
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Torter.  Sr,  I  fpoke  to  your  fervant  m  Leicefter-! 
flcMs,  juft  now,  and  he  fetid 

Septimus.  Well,  don't  ftaad  prating  to  me, 

[Exeunt  Porters^ 
As  I  picked  up  this  Englifli  fervant  (who  was  but 
a  valet  de  [dace)  at  Paris,  he  may  not  know  my 
houfe  in  Ix)ndoa.  So  then  here  I  am,  once  more 
at  my  own  dear  hdme^AU  my  fv^rniture  {afe — 
and  there's  the  pifture  too  of  my  own  pretty  felf-:— ? 
aye  there  you  are,  Mr,  Septimus,  in  your  crimfon 
velvet  coat,  with  flafh  cuffs  and  vellum  button- 
holes  1  wonder,  does  my  fon  ftill  love  proud 

Sir  Marmaduke's  daughter — ^I  wonder  how  my 
houfekeeper,  Mrs.  Auburne,  has  manag*d  matters 
fince  I've  been  gone— ^I  wonder— but  I  (hould  won- 
der at  nothing  after  the  wonderful  changes  I  have 
been  witnefs  to  in  Paris.  *  I  had  a  nap  at  the  inn, 
but  I'm  ftill  drowfy---My  fon's  gown  !-^what,  does 
he  make  a  dreffing  box  of  the  drawing-room  !*— .. 
why  did  the  llovenly  camels  bring  the  tn^nks  in 
here — However,  I'll  take  out  niy  cap  and  flippers. 
Ho !  is  nobody  within  ?  {takes  a  capy  &fr.  out  of 
the  trunks  and  puis  them  on) 

Re-enter  Flam  ha  fitly. 

Flam.  Oh,  my  noble  old  Squire !  welcome 
home  ! — Made  your  efcape — been  exchang'd  ? — • 
got  into  the  Captain's  gown — Welcome,  welcome 
—I'll  wrap  and  I'll  few  you  up  in  it. 

Septimus.  Boy,  be  quiet,  and  get  me  a  boot- 
jack. 

Flam.  No,  faith,  you  (hall  have  a  boot  Pat,  and 
a  boot  Flam,  {drags  his  boots  off)  Arrah,  isn't 
this  big  houfe  all  your  own  ?     Sit  down  and  take 

your 
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your  eafe  on  your  own  fopha,  {pujhes  kim  on  the 
Jbpha) 

''    Septimus.  Deuce  of  your  welcome  !     Fling  a 
Gentleman  about  like  an  old  goofe  fdather-bed ! 

Fkm.  Here  Jenny  !  Nancy  !  Thomas,  Looby ! 

[Exit. 

Septimus.  Murder  !  He  has  given  me  a  wel* 
come  to  the- other  world. 

Re-enter  Gyv^  cautioujly. 

Gyp.  The  Captain  gone  ! — Pleafant  enough,  my 
flaftiy  friend  only  a  knight  of  the  Ihoulder-knot, 
like  myfelf !  Gadfo — here's  the  wine — and  un- 
cork'd.  As  it  was  brought  for  me  to  carry  off,  no 
matter  to  the  owner  whether  in  my  pocket  or  my 
noddle,  {puts  the  bottles  in  his  pocket) 

Septimus.  What,  is  that  you,  Gyp  ? 

Gyp.  My  old  mafter  !  ( furpris'd) 

Septimus.  Then  I  may  thank  the  porter  for  your 
being  here  ? 

Gyp.  Porter !  No,  Sir ;  you  may  thank  .the 
wine,  (^touching  his  pocket) 

Septimus.  Af count  for  your  conduft,  or  Til 
difcharge  you. 

Gyp.  Reafon,  dear  Sir  !-^from  thq  fatigue  of 
your  paflage  frpm  France,  and  journey  from  Dover, 
you  requir'd  to  be  refrefli'd  with  a  nap — fo  lay 
down  in  the  hotel  where  we  fat  up  this  morning : 
but  my  youthful  fpifits  not  wanting  fuch  recruit,  I 
vifited  a  few  old  fiends,  went  to  dine  at  a  tavern, 
thought  to  get  back  before  you  waked,. and  here  I 
find  you  in  a  fhrange  houfe,  juft  going  to  fleep. 

Septimus.    Strange! — this  is  my  own  houle. 

Gyp.  Our  own  houfe  !     Stranger  ftill  ? 

Septimus. 
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Septimus.  Shifting  might  refrefti ;  you'll  find 
things  to  (have  me  in  that  dreffing-room,  turning 
to  the  left.  [Exit  G}f» 

I  can't  think  what's  become  of  Mrs.  Auburne. 

Re-enter  Flam, 

Flam.  Sir,  my  mafter  is  gone  out,  but  he'll  be 
back  in  an  inftant. 

Septimus.  Where's  my  houfekeeper  ? 

Re-enter  Gyp,  with  Jhaving  things. 

Flam.  Then  is   that!  {Jiares  at  Gyp) — ••I'm 

engaged  to  my  Lord  Nobs."  (^  yawns) 

0yp.  *•  And  I  to  the  Duke  of  Dobs."  (yawns) 
Septimus.  How  dare  you  ftand  prating  before  me 

of  your  Dojbs  and  Nobs.         [Rif^gy  they  run  of. 

Enter  Sir  Marmaduice. 

Sir  Mar.  Ah,  friend  Septimus !  welcome  back 
to  England. 

Septimus.  Thanky,  Sir  Marmaduke,  J'm  glad 
to  fee  you  ;  (Jhaies  hqtfds)  you  and  I  vyiU  never 
quarrel  again  ;  you  (hall  have  all  your  own  way — 
Whatever  you  advance  I'll  believe. 

Sir  Mar.  And  fo  you've  been  ever  (jpce  a  pri- 
loner  in  France  ? 

Septimus.  Yes,  they  had  me  fafe — I  afTure  you  its 
a  tols  up  whether  I  ever  faw  my  head  and  myfelf 
in  one  room  together.  Such  a  v^^riety  of  difguifes 
I've  been  in,  from  poft  to  pillar.  Once  I  tried  to 
effeft  my  efcape  like  a  Dutch  dancing- mafter— • 
then  as  a  great  American  fliip-carpenter — ^ — 

Sir  Mar.  Ship*  (takes  put  a  boo\) 

Septimus.  But  at  laft  I  got  away  difguifed  like  a 
beautiful  young  lady. 

Sir 
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Sir  Mar.  Ships — the  hint  taken  from  the  Nauti- 
cus,  hence  we  fay  Nautical,  My  friend,  the 
thought  of  fails  proceeded  from  obl'erving  their 
little  wings— But  you're  returned  in  good  time, 
for  your  fon  and  my  Emmeline  are  to  be  married 
to-day.  The  filly  fools  fear'd  that  we  ftiou'd  get 
into  a  difpute,  and  fo  their  wedding  wou'd  be  fruf- 
trated  acrain— but  no  fear  of  that.    • 

Septimus.  P(haw !  to  put  it  beyond  a  doubt, 
they  (hall  be  united  this  very  day. 

Sir  Mar.  Eh! — didn't  you  fay  fomething  of 
fliall? 

Septimus.  No,  I  didn't— I  didn't  mention  fuch 
X  word — I'll  never  contradift  you. — Your  daughn 
ter's  a  good  fortune — but  I  defpife  money — How 
much  do  you  intend  to  give  with  her  ? 

Sir  Mar.  I  think  no  more  of  gold  than  old  brafs 
buttons — You  fettle  a  jointure  of  five  hundred  oa 
tny  daughter,  don't  you  ? 

Septimus.  Aye ;  and  you  give  Emmeline  twenty 
thpufand  pounds-^Eh  ? 

Sir  Mar.  But  by  her  grand-aunt's  will,  fhe  is 
not  to  have  that  fame,  twenty  thoufand  pounds 
till  flic's  five  and  twenty—but  its  only  feven  years, 
that  will  foon  roll  over. 

Septimus.  Oh,  why  fhould  they  wait  tho*  ?  they 
fliall  be  married  immediately. 

Sir  Mar.  At  his  (halls  again-^they  (hall  not. 

Septimus.  What  1 — well  then,  they  fliall  not. 

Sir  Mar.  They  (hall.  ^ 

Enter  Mrs.  'Auburne. 

Mrs.  Aub.^Oh  !  my  dear,  dear  Sir  '  welcome-^ 
I  wiih  you  were  at  Jerufalem.  {afide) 

Septimus. 
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Septimus.  Ah,  Mrs.  AulMime  ! 

Mrs.  Aub.  Lord,  we  are  fo  happy-^^and  you  look 
fb  well — You  look  divinely — to  find  you  here 
when  we  thought  you  eighty  miles  off>  is.fuch 
a  difappointment.  (afide)  The  Captain,  your 
fbn,  is  juft  come  in ;  we  wou'd  not  furprize  him 
with  the  fudden  news  of  your  arrival,  left  the  joy 
Ihou'd  caufe  him  to  fall  down  in  a  fit. 

Septimus.  Ah,  Mrs.  Auburne,  you're  as  pradent 
as  ever — But  tell  my  fon,  that  he's  to  be  married 
to  Emmeline  before  fun  fet. 

Sir  Mar.  And  tell  iiiy  daughter  the  fame. 

Mrs.  Aub.  What !  arc  both  of  your  minds  of 
one  colour  ?  Indeed  now  yoif  re  a  couple  of  fen- 
fible  Gentlemen,  as  wife  as  old,  as  kind  as  mellow. 

[^Exit. 

Septimus.  Mrs.  Auburne  is  a  very  civil  woman. 

Sir  Mar.  Very  civil-— but  now  I'm  all  impatience 
to  hear  what  happened  to  you  fince  you  went 
abroad }  {they  Jii) 

Septimus.  Then  I'll  tell  you,  my  cordial  old 
foul  1 

Sir  Mar.  Dc — I'm  all  attentiow. 

Septimus.  Well — You  know  I  landed  at  Dieppe 
—now  eight  months — The  inftant  I  fet  my  foot 
on  the  Continentji,  I  felt  my  bolbm  glow  with  a 
kind  of  a  wild,    ftrange,   enthufiaftic-7-rapturous 

Sir  Mar»  What  a  long  hair  you've  got  in  your 
^  eyebrow--r-it's  grey,  and  will  turn  like  a  horn  into 
your  eye. 

Septimus.  Eh  ! 

Sir  Afar,  (looks  in  book)  Two  hundred  and  fixty 
yearsTince  tobacco  firft  came  into  England. 
Septimus.  What's  that  ? 

Sir. 
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Sir  Mary  Trufler's  Chronology. 

Septimus.  The  devil.  Sir!  what  d*ye  mean?  I 
begin  a  naration  and  relation  of  the  moft  memor- 
able events,  epochas,  and  sera's  that  ever  happened 
in  Europe,  and  you  td]  me  I've  a  horn  in  my  eye, 
and  read  about  tobacco 

Sir  Mar.  Yes  two  hundred  and  fixty  years. 

Septimus.  Hearkye,  Sir  Marmaduke,  you  were 
at  Oxford  an  empty  bottle  Gentleman-Commoner, 
with  a  Baronet's  title,  but  not  an  acre  at  one-and- 
twenty— ^I  (from  the  clofe  fifl:  of  my  father)  was 
a  fervitor  with  a  fnug  rent-roll  at  my  elbow,  you 
were  conceited  then^and  have  been  fauey  ever  iince 
to  me — but  till  I  fee  your  pride  puU'd  down,  I 
difclaim  all  connedion,  my  fon  Ihall  have  no 
daughter  of  yours. 

Sir  Mar.  But  my  daughter  (hall  have  your  fon, 
becaufe  you  fay  he  Ihafi't. 

Entery  at  the  Backy  Captain  Septimus,  Emme- 
LiNE,  and  Mrs.  Auburn^. 

Mrs.  Auh.  Why^  here  has  been  another  quarrel 
— deuce  take  their  fooliflb  old  heads. 

Cap t ah  Sept.  My  father  ! — 

Sept.  Ah  Edward  ! 
«   Emmeline.   My  dear  Sir,  accept  my  heart-felt 
congratulations  on  your  fafe  arrival. 

Enter  Drummer-boy. 

Boy.  (to  the  Captain)  SiTy  the  Serjeant  defired 
tne  to  tell  you,  that  Captain  Slalh  wifhes  to  fee 
you  at  the  Salopian. 

Captain  Sept.  Very  well.  [Exit  Boy. 

Sir  Mar.  I'll  touch  my  young  fon-in-law  for  five 
VOL.  IV.  3  p  guineas 
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guineas  at  a  wager — Pll  make  bixn  guefs  how  ipahy 
bjuttons  there  are  oh  his  coat. 

Septimus.  Vm  weary  and  fleepy,  teiz'd,  tir'd> 
pbguecj,  and  perplexed— No  attendance — Gyp ! 

Enter  Flam  and  Gyp  running.^ 

Flam.  Hfcrc  Sir  !     Here ! 
Gyp.  Sir!    Here  am  I?,     . 
Sir  Mar.  Eight  on  the  cuffs— now  for  thfe  Ikirts 
(Counting  (hemf  and  walking  round  the  Captain) 

Mrs.  Aub.  I  wifli  we  cou'd  get  the  old  fellow 
out  of  the  way  [(^rfif)  you  faid  you  were  fleepy,f 
fuppdfe  you  go  to- bed  ? 

Septmus.  Well,'  ma'am,  and  I  fuppofe  J  can  go 
to -bed  in  my  own  houfe. 

Gyp.  Aye,  ma'am,  and  to  blanket. 
Flam.  Yes,- ma'am,  and  to  pillow-cafe/ 
Septimus.  I'll  have  fome  fupper. 
Flam.  Yes,   Sir,    you    (hall,   here  Cook  f    get 
fome  fupper. 

Gyp.  Supper  direftly — for  my  old  mafter ! 
Mrs.  Aub.  Here's  a  confufion  he's  made  {afide) 
Sir,  you  muft  have  no  fupper. 
Septimus.  What  f 

Mr  J,  Aub.  A  pofiet  wiJl  do  you  more  good. 
Gyp.  My  mafter  fup  upon  a  po^let  \ 
Flam^  You  wou'd  n't  pofTet  my  matter  in  his 
Own  houfe  ! 

Sir  Mar.  (ap'art)  Four  on 'the  breaft  and  fkirts*^ 
(^/^^)— rCaptain  I'll  bet  you  fix  guineas  * 

Flam.  Lean  on  me.  Sir, 
Gyp.  No,  Sir/  on  me. 
Captain  Sept.  Begone  !  take  my  arm.  Sir. 
Septimus.  Fit  have  no  arm  ;  get  along  all  of  yoii; 
rU  take  a  nap  on  the  fopha ;  not  otle  of  you  come 

to 
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to  difturb  me,  for  whilft  Vm  afleep  Til  (peak  tc^ 
nobody  whatfoever. 

Sir  Mar.  Captain,  I'll  lay  you  ten  guineas^^^-ttofe 
fix  on  the  cuffs. 

Septimus.  Gyp,  take  thofe  |dants  and  exotics 
from  ttiat  trunk— and  come  with  me/  {Gyp  opens 
the  trunk)  Now  good  people  V\\  fend  you  a  mef- 
fagc  which  you'll  be  pleafed  to  take  notice  ot — Go 
before  me.  [Exeunt  ^ept.  and  Gyp* 

Captain  Sept.  Sir  Marmaduke,  what  can  my  fa- 
ther mean  ? 

Sir  Mar.  Captain  FIl  go  nearer  than  you  to 
gU'efs  how  many  buttons  are  on  your  coat — Come 
a  wager. 

Captain  Sept.  P(ha ! 

Sir  Mar.  He's  afraid  1  Oh,  the  ignorance  of 
this  world,  that  a  man  docfn't  know  hOw  many 
buttons  are  on  his  own  coat. 

Re-enter  Gyp. 

Gyp.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  my  mailer's  com- 
pliments,  and  folemnly  forbids  any  marriage  tak- 
ing pJace  between  the  Captain  and  Mifs  Emmelin^ 
-.^s  the  young  Lady  is  not  entitled  to  her  fortune 
|;ill  (he's  five  and  twenty  years  of  age,  hell  not 
confeht  tillthen;  and  Mils  being^now  only  eigh- 
teen,  he  defers  the  wedding  to  this  day — ^feven 
years. 

All  Indeed  ! 

Emmeline.  So  run?  my  relations  will.    - 

Captain  Sept.  But,  my  lovely  Emmeline,  wills 
and  money*are  no  objefts  to  us. 

Entmeline.  Edward,  as  I  declare  againft  giving 
myfelf  away  contrary  to  my  father's  concurrence, 
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---*you  (h^l  not  o^nd  yiQuis  by  an  ad  of  difober 
dience. 

Captain  Sept.  How  unlucky  bis  coming  home  at 
fuch  a  jundlure. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Aye,  there  you  fee  he  can  difturb 
your  peace,  yet  lays  himfelf  cjuietly  (Jowii  to  take 
a  nap. 

Captain  Sept.  Seven  years  I—The  lapfc  would  be 
a  non-exiftence ! 

Flam.  I  wifli  you  cou*d  fleep  it  over.  Sir. 

^/>  Mar.  {.looking  at  ti  book)  Why  here  in  Moor? 
—Eh ! — Oh,  no,  in  my  colledion  pf  memorable 
events — are  feyeral  inftances  of  people  ileeping 
months,  ay,  and  years. 

A^s.  A.  Let's  fee —  {takes  the  hook  andperufes^ 
I  proteft   here    is    one— .-(r^^iy) — ".  Inftance  ,of 

remarkable  fjeeping — John  Smith,  gardener  to 

Thomas  Pendargarft,  Efq.  fell  afleep  on-^^^nd 
"  did'nt  wake  till" — What !— **  upwards  oif  two 
"  years,  eleven  months!'*  If  this  is  true,  as  I 
make  no  doubt  but  it  is,  coudn't  we  impofe  upon 
your  fimpleton  of  an  old  father,  and  make  him 
believe  that  his  one  iiight's  flecp  has  been  feven 
years? 

Sir  Mar.  Gad  he's  fuch  a  fool,  tbat  I  dare;  fay 
hell  believe  it. 

Mrs.  Aiib.  Why,  if  you  tell  him  he  did  not 
he  may — but  I  perfift  in  it,  that  if  we  make  the 
trial,  my  old  mafter  confents  to  yo^r  being  mar- 
ried before  this  time  to-morrow. 

Captain  S^pt.  Oh,  impoflible  I  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Gyp.  I  can  anfwer,  that  my  mafter  is  very  cre- 
Ailous ;  befides,  we've  fo  many  materials  to  work 
upon  his  fancy,  we  may  give  thofe  plants  a  {tvcn 
years  growth,  and    he  juft  now  declared,  being 

difpleafed 
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^ifpleafed  with  Qur  attendance— that  he'd  buy  the 
jittle  drummer  boy,  he  faw  juft  now,  out  of  the 
grmy%  and  bring  up  a  valet  hin^felf ;  he  may  be  out 
pf  his  apprenticefhip  tOrmorrow, 

Emmeline.  Well,  we  muft  all  take  a  part  iiv 
the  farce. 

Fkm.  We  have  the  whole  night  for  preparation, 

Mrs.  Aub.  It  (hall  be  a  long  night,  for  TU  put 
a  £bw  drops  of  laudanum  in  his  poflet.  Our  chief 
pngine  mud  be  a  violent  change  of  manners  and[ 
faflbion ;  the  revolutions  he  has  witneffed  in  Paris, 
will  incline  him  to  credit  any  thing. 

Captain  Sept.  This  is  a  grand  conflidt  between 
|ove  and  fortune*  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  I. 

Septimus'  House. 

J  Chamber — the  fajbes  out — Large  frees  in  tubs-^ 
'    a  watcb4ighi  burning — the  furniture  changed  and 

mifplaced — a  wig  on  a  block — a  ccat  witbaftar 

oh  a  chair.  ' 

Septimus  difcovered  ajleep  on  a  cgucb — Emmelins 
fttthg  by  himy  her  drefs  extravagantly  altered. 

Enter  Captain  Septimus  with  caution. 
Captain  Septimus. 

EMMELINE  I  is  he  awake  ?    {in  an  under  tone) 

Emmeline.  No— Mrs.  Auburne's  poffet  has  had 
Its  efFed. 

Captain  Sept.  We  are  all  ready. 

Emmeline.  You  are  not— don't  let  hitn  fee  you 
'till  you've  chang'd  your  drefs. 

Captain  Sept.  It  is  fettled   that  I'm  to  be  juft 

returned  from  Italy  with  Gyp.     He  will  gerfo- 

nate  the  Italian  nobleman  capitally. 

EmmeUne. 
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EftiMeline^  How  does  Mrs,  Auburne  feel  her- 

« 

felt  iti  the  female  doftor  ? 

Captain  Sept.  Ofr  flie  is  clever—and  I  don't 
doubt  Gyp*s  fuccefs  in  his  firft  character  of  a  tra- 
velling fhewman,  but  I'm  afraid  your  father  Sir 
Marmaduke  will  get  to  his  contradiction  and 
wagers:  He  is  to  act  the  part  of  my  father's 
ftcward— Ha,  ha,  ha !  I've  hid  his  TrufsJer  and 
*  Red  book. 

Emrheline.  Hu(h,    your  father  ftirs — - 
Captain  Sept.    Our   changes  in  this   room  will 
put  him  all  upon  the  furprize. 
Emmeline.  He  wakes; 

Captain  Sept.  Then  I'm   gone — Adieu  Emme- 
line, remember  your  part.  ^ 

.  [^Exitfoftfy*  Emmeline  retires 
Sept.  {waking)  Blefs  my  foul  !  did  I  fall 
afleep  here  ?  Why  they  didn't  wake  me  to 
go  to  my  bed— Mrs^  i^uburne's  famous  poffct 
quite  ftupified  me.  I  believe  I've  flept  all  night; 
and  this  is  next  morning  ?  'tis— eh  !  [looh  abouf^ 
have  they  brought  the  great  tree  out  ot  the  fields  ! 
What  an  odd  couch,  not  the  fame  I  laid  down  on 
yefterday.  What  have  they  been  at !  Gyp  1*11  fend 
that  fellow  to  the  ^devil  if  it  cofts  me  half-a- 
crown,  and  the  little  drummer- boy  that  I 
hired  laft"  night,  (hall  attend  me.  In  the  name 
of  Jupiter  who  are  thefe— Eh  1  I'll  feem  to  be 
Hill  afleep,  and  overhear  what  they  are  about. 
{Emmeline  advances)  Something  like  Emmeline^ 
only  thinner,  and  looks  moft  wretched. 

Emi^etine,  T  doubt  my  own  afting,  I  wifh 
they'd  make  hafte — Can  this  be  my  father,  and 
Gyp ! — Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Then  now  to  begin  our 
deception,  {afide)  No,  no  hopes  of  his  ever 
u:aking— -never,  iiever  !  {pretends  to  weep) 

.  Sept, 
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Septmus.  {heking  mit)  Who  the  plague  ar^ 
thete  fellows  i  {afde) 

Enter  Sir  Marmadukb  and  Gvp  in  extravagant 

and  ridiculous  dreffes.    * 

Sir  Mar.  Stop— Gyp-^-what  am  I  to  be  ?  {apart) 

Gyp.  Mr.  Solid  the  Steward,  Sir. 

Emmeline.  Softly — he's  awake — and  on  ^  the  ' 
liften  {apart) 

Sir  Mar.  No,  he  deeps,  {apart) 

Gyp.  Aye  like  a  fox— -Come  Sir,  begin,  {apart) 
'  Sir  Mar.  [in  a  feigned  voice)  Four  years  now 
Mifs  Emmeline  here^  has  had  the  care  of  my 
fleeping  mafter's  affairs,  fo  chat  tho*  Tm  his  care- 
ful ileward,  you  mnft  put  your  propofals  to 
her  honeft  man. 

Gyp.  {alters  voice)  Madam  the  fame  of  the 
great  wondqr  this  houfe  contains^  has  brought 
me  hither 

Emmeline.  Who  is  this  Mr.  Solid  ?  {to  Sir 
Marmaduke) 

Sir  Mar.    Aye,  who  are  you   Mr.  Solid  ?  {to 

Gyp) 

Gyp.  Lord  Sir  you  are  he.  {apart) 

Sir  Mar.  No  I'm  not.  {apart) 

Gyp.  There  Mifs — got  at  liis  contradidions 
again — he'll  Certainly  knock  it  all  up.  {apart) 

Emmeline.  Well,  well,  never  mind,  let  him  be 
what  he  chufes.   {apart) 

Gyp.  { Loud,  and  in  his  ajfumed  voice)  Madam,  ' 
I  have  travelled  all  England,  the  principal  country 
fairs   and    towns;     Portfdown,     Morning-Hill, 
Lynn-Mart,  Picfton-guild,  Harlowe-Bufh;  with 
the  firft  coUcftion  of  curiofitics,  that  ever  pleafed 

the 
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the  learned,  or  ftruck  with  admiration^  both  pea- 
fant  and  philofophep. 

Str  M.  Didd'c  Newton  mention  fomething  about 
philofophy— Where's  my  book?  {feels hh  pockets) 

Gyp.  L^  rd;  Sir,  never  mind  your  book  now. 
i^apart) 

air  M.  I  will,  you  rafcai. 

Gyp.  {Lnud)  Hem!  Madam,  it  is  well  known 
the  prcfenc  ftare  of  your  right  honorable  father  in 
Jaw— — What  this  is  he  ?  Prodigious  rarity  !  If 
you'll  only  lend  him  to  me,  to  pldce  and  (hew 
him,  amongft  my  other  aftonifhing  produftions, 
I'll  take  him  my  circuit  thro'  Exeter,  Plymouth, 
Chefter,'  Mancheiler,  Rath,  Briftol,  Southamp- 
ton, Rowampton,  Chichefter,  Colchefter,  Pool^ 
Liverpool,  Soulpool,  Blackpool,  Birmingham, 
Nottingham,  Effingham,  Luffingham,  York, 
Cork,  Norwich,  Ipfwich,  Greenwich,  Bluewich, 
Lym- Regis,  Beer-Regis,  Boar-Rcgis,  Melcomb- 
Regis;  and  ro  crown  all,  the  Muleum  in  Exeter- 
Change,  where  he'll  be  more  an  objeft  of  admi- 
ration, than  all  the  Kangaroos,  Buffaloes,  two- 
beaded  cows,  and  fix-leg'd  pigs,  that  ever  were 
ihewn  in  that  celebrated  repofrtory. 

Emmeline.  Infuh  the  family  of  my  abfent  Ed^ 
ward 

Gyp^  Madam,  only  hear  the  honorable  mention, 
how  I  (hall  dcfciibe  him  in  my  advertifements  and 
hand-bills  -  the  aftonifhing  deeper — My  Lord 
Septimus : 

Septimus.  Lord  Septimus!  [ajide) 

Gyp.  ^*  Who  went  afleep  at  fcven  in  the  event- 
ing, the  28th  of  April,  1796  5  and  has  flept 
from  that  moment,  to  this  prefent;  28th  of 
April,  1803." 
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Sir  M.  What  do  you  talk  of  1 803  ? 

Emmeline.  Do,  Sir,  now  be  quiet. 

Sir  M.  rU  holii  you  a  guinea 

Gyp.  I'd  rather.  Sir,  you'd  hold  your  tongue. 
Hem  !  Lord  Septimus  !  who  was,  while  afleep, 
created  a  Baron,  for  fervices  done  to  his  coun* 
try  during  that  momentous  interim.  Nbw's 
your  time!  The  genuine  flceper !  To  prove 
he's  no  deception,  any  gentleman  may  tweak 
him  by  the  nofe,  ladies  may  tickle  him  with 
their  bodkins,  and  pretty  maflers  and  miffes 
may  pinch  and  run  pins  into  the  ball  of  his 
great  toe.  Now's  your  time  !  the  real  noto- 
rious fleeper  !  when  awake,  allow 'd  by  all 
connoifleurs.  to  be  the  uglieft  little  gentleman 
in  the  pariCh  of  St.  James's. 

Septimus.  How  I'll  have  this  bawling  raftal 
beat,  whoever  he  is.  {ajide) 

Gyp.  Lady,  let  me  have  him,  I'll  give  you  a 
hundred  guineas  for  two  months,  on  condition 
he  doesn't  wake  in  the  time  ;  for  whea  his  Lord- 
fhip's  awake>  nobody  wouM  give  two-pence  to 
fee  him. 

.    Emmeline.  Mr*  Solid,  how  could  you  agree  to 
fuch  a  fhameful  propofal  ? 

Sir  M.  Me  !    I  didn't  agree  to  any  fuch  thing. 

Gyp.  What !  Sir,  1  fay  you  did  ^not  confenC 
to  hire  him  to  me. 

Sir  M.  I  fay  I  did. 

Emmeline.  I  beg  you  will  leave  the  room. 

Cyp.  Why,  Madam,  the  Dormant  Noble  (hall 
have  every  gentility  (hewn  him,  he  (hall  now  be 
taken  out  of  his  own  houfe  by  my  two  firft  men ; 
*twas  they  that  carried  and  dcfcrib'd  my  tyger, 
elephant,  and  archbiihop  of  the  baboons.  Hey ! 
{falls  off.) 

EmmeUm. 
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Emmeline.  Lord  !  here  comes  Mrs.  Auburne, 
in  her  character  of  a  female  doctor — Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
{apart) 

Sir  M.  But,  Madam,  the  (hew-man  here  miift 
have  him*  for  it  is  my  duty,  as  his  I^ordfliips* 
fteward,  to  improve  his  eftate. 

jE»/fr  Mrs.  Auburne  {difgui/edJ) 

Mrs.  Aub.  But  I,  as  his  Phyfician,  have  the 
care  of  his  perfonal  eftate. 

Sir  M.  Pho !  you  and  your  Phyficians  !  don't 
yoy  tl^ink  hell  know  your  voice  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  No,  he'll  not. 

Sir  M.  rll  lay  you  a  pot  of  coffee  he  does. 

Mrs,  Aub.  X^QXit'^i^Suddenl^  qbanges  her  voice  to 
the  French  dialefl)  Ah,  Monfieur  Solid  !  Com- 
ment fe  porte  it  ?  Mamfclle,  je  fuis  votre  tres 
humble— — Vat,  my  patient,  ftill  aOeep?  Ah 
malheureux  !  No  effedt  from  de  laft  dofe  I  gave 
him  ? 

« *         ■  

Emmeline.  But  Dodor 

Mrs.  Aub.  Plait  it  Madame  ? 

Emmeline.  This  is  not  your  a£Pair. 

Septimus*  A  temak  Do6lor!  {ajide)  .' 

Mrs.  Aub.  Quo^ !  not  my  affair !  I  dat  have 
defe  fix  years  exercis'd  the  grande  fcience  of  me- 
decin  on  his  corps  miferable,  and  all  to  little  de 
purpofe — have  1  no  perfora,te,  fcarify,  excorify, 
knify,  deify,  joUyfy,  and  mollyfy  him,  and  all 
to  little  de  purpofe  ?  Mamfelle,  quand  vous  firft 
fent  for  me,  feven  years  ago,  which  vas  in  de 
year  96,  I  vas  vat  yo^  call  une  Countefs.  en 
France— loft  all  my  tide  and  fortune.  Mes  rela- 
tions Lt  Comte  de  Vervuille,  ct  Le  Marquis  dc 
Lamont — one  did  turn  de  Taileur,  and  vork  vid 
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Aiguille  and  Timblerrratid  de  Oder  did  make  dc 
ftkoes  vid  lift,  for  bread.  Pardi!  I  vas  ikill  io 
pfayfic,  and  depending  now  all  fur  men  own  ta- 
lent, jc  me  coniidere  not  degraded  from  m On  dig- 
nitc.  I  have  vilit  dis  grande  mon  Seigneur  now 
feven  year,  did  I  no  pronounce,  a  I'mftant  dat  I 
did  hear  him  ronfler,  dat  gentilhomme  is  afleep, 
il  dorme— His  cafe  is  fo  fingulier,  dat  on  a  con- 
fultation,  vtn  we  did  all  meetto  confider,  could 
de  whole  FacuUe  of  Medecins  even  fix  a  nomme 
for  his  maiadie,  did  1  no  confound  dem  all,  by 
pronouncing — it  is  a— Doldrum.-—  Did  I  no 
begin  mes  operations  pour  L'eveiller,  vid  bring- 
ing de  army  band  of  mufic,  and  beating  decaifle, 
ct  le  grand  tambour,  within  an  inch  of  his  tym- 
panum ?  pen  did  1  not  fir€  a  brace  of  de  double- 
barrel'H  mou^quetons,  intode  large  looking  glafs 
over  his  he^d,  and  all  to  little  d«  purpofe  ?  Et 
quand  )OU  did  tell  nie,  Mamfelie,  dat  he  yas 
always  imbecille — ttupide  man — 

Emmeline.  Dear,  Mrs.  Auburne,  what  do  you 
fay  that  for  ?     (apart) 

Mrs.  Aub.  Did  I  no  conclude  dat  the  dofe  mul^ 
be  trebled  to  awake  fuch  a  vieux  old  noble  Seig- 
neur de  Don  Dunderman^ — and  den  did  I  no  ad- 
minifter  my  grande  temedie  of  two  ounce,  four 
dra<:hms  and  59  fcruple  of  Cayan  pepper,  pound- 
ed bot tle-glafs,  and  pulverized  cockle  Ihells  up 
his  nofe,  and  all  to  little  dt  purpofe?     * 

Sir  M.  Lord  how  fhe  has  furpriz'id  me  !  Was 
€ver  iuch  a  famous  aftrcfs!  Why  you  good-for- 
notj  ing  mum-chance— why  don't  you  fay  fome- 
thing?  Are  we  to  let  Mrs.  Auburne  have  all  the 
prate  to  herfelf  ?  (apart  to  Gyf)  and  my  coffee 
to  boot,  {afide) 
'  /  Gyp. 
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Gyp.  (bows')  Lady,  fhall  I  have  him  ? 

Sir  M.  Yes,  vers,  hc'il  never  wake,  and  its  time 
either  10  bury  him  ar  once,  or  turn  him  into  money 
for  the  good  of  h\^  heir. 

Mrs  Aub.  Quoi !  fell  de  Seigneur  de  Septimus? 
oh,  fie,  fie  done  !  vac  vill  fon  fills,  de  Captain,  fay 
iven  he  returns  fr(im  halie. 

Septimus.  Edward  return  from  Italy  !  oh,  this  is 
•fine  fudj.e.   {afide) 

Gyp.  Y  u,  Mi.  Solid,  made  a  bargain  with  me, 
and  i  will  havehim. 

Sir  Mar.  Me  !  1  made  no  bargain  with  you.  ^ 

Mrs  Aub.  I  here!  at  his  contradi6tions — mam- 
^cUe  voys  Savez  b  en,  dat  I  have  phlebotomized 
hiih  in  de  every  vien,  I  5^ve  take  fcven  touch 
^t  his  arterie,  yet  je  confeffe  dat  I  Qpuld  have 
wake  him  vid  my  grande  cauterizing  fpccific.  fiut 
tender  of  torturing  de  pauvre  mifcrable,  mais  en 
verit6,  barbare !  avant  qu*i  ieroit,  made  a  fga- 
lanti-fhew  of — arretez  un  inltant — let  nobody 
touch  mv  patient.  \^Exit  hafiily* 

Sir  Mar.  Ma* am  t;his  man  oflTers  a  fair  price, 
and  I  muft  take  his  money. 

Gyp.  Is  the  cart  ready  ?  come,  and  bear  his 
lordihip  head  and  heels. 

Re-enter  Mrs.  Axjburne. 

Mrs  Auh.  Alons,  venez  mon  apoticairc  ? 

Emmeline.  Oh,  dear  dodor  !  Sir  !  gentlemen ! 
reftore  him,  and  only  name  your  reward  ! 

Gyp.  What,  wake  him!  fpoil  the  fineft  Ihew  I 
ever  exhibited  !  confider  ma'an^  what  money  he'll 
bring. 
'  Enter 
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Enter  Looby,  ^itb  a  red  hot  pokef 

Mrs.  Auh.  Come — perform  dc  operation,  give 

dc  animating  touch.    {They  furround  bim,  Emmeline 

yeigns  fright.  Looby  puts  the  poker  to  Septimus^  wh9 

ft  arts  up  5   Emmeline  afe£ts  to  faints  Looby  jumps 

about. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Huzza !  he's  cured !  fhe  have  cought 
deDoldrum — it  belong  to  de  famile — elle  et  char- 
mante — I  viJl  cure  her  fans  fee. 

Septimus.  Burn  the  people  you  villain  !  I'll  give 

you  ^11   a  Doldrum,    with    the   devil    to   you. 

( Snatches  the  poker ^  flourijhes  it — they  run  off^  be 

flings  it  out  of  window)  Come  into  my  foom,  talk 

their  fluff,  1  fleep  fevcn  years !  a  fine  hum  indeed 

—double  blunderbuffes,  pounded  bottle  glafs,  and 

cockle-lbells  !    this   the  year   1803!— Who   the 

^plague  were  thofe  mountebanks — perhaps  this  is 

what  they  call  private  theatricals.     Aye,  whilft  I 

was  in  France,  I  warrant  my  houfe  here  was  one 

fcene  of  fuch  buffbnery.  .  A  letter  {takes  a  letter 

from  off  the  table)  direfted  tome-r-open  !  now  who 

dar'd  break  open  my  letters.  {Uoks  at  it)  *' Ed- 

•*  ward  Septimus!"  'tis  indeed  my  fon's  hand, 

"  Florence,  i6th  of  March/  1803."     Why,  what 

is  all  this!  eh!  yifiting  cards?    (reads)   "Lord 

"  Brentford's  compliments.     Glad   to  know  if 

**  any  alteration  in  Lord  Septimus's  malady.— 

"  The  Duke  of  Batterfea  waited  on — Lord  Brigh- 

"  ton — Dutchefsof Brompton — -Earl  of  Highgate 

•*  and  Hampflead— Lord-mayor  of  Southwark 

,  **  didhimfelf  the  honor  to  call  on  Lord  Septimus.'* 

— Oh,  fome  children  have  been  at  play  here,  and 

1  to  mind  their  nonfcnfe. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs,  Aub.  (without)  Flam !  has  the  French 
doAor  been  to  his  Lordlhip  today  ?  It's  near  her 
hour  of  vifit.  % 

Septimus.  Why  this  can't  be  Mrs.  Auburne — 
it  is— and  Edward's  fervant.  Flam — but  how 
they're  changed,  {retires) 

Enter  Mrs  Auburne  in  her  own  drefs^  fomewbai 

altered,  and  Flam. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Kowtobemyfelf  in-theplot.  (ajsje) 
Ham.  Mrr.  Auburne 


Mrs.  Aub.  Hufti — hufh- 


Flam,  {in  a  low  tone)  I  don't  underftand  you, 
and  Gyp  and  old  Marmaduke,  and  all  of  you^ 
taking  the  whole  game  to  yourfelves^  and  not 
letting  me  play  my  part  in  it. 

Mrs>  Aub.  But  do  you  confider  the  difficulty 
of  perfuading  a  man  he  has  flept  feven  years — if 
not  managed  with  the  greateft  nicety,  all  is  up 
with  us. — We  muft  pretend  that  he's  not  yet 
awake,  (apart) 

Flam.  Sure  I  know,  only  mind  me.  (apart) 
Mrs.  Auburne  lend  me  your  fciffars  if  you 
pleafe  ?  (loud) 

Mrs.  Aub.  There,  (gives  them)  for  what  ? 

Flam,  (loud)  Ma'am  you're  often  wrong,  yoii 
know  feven  years  ago,  when  my  young  mafter 
went  abroad  upon  his  travels,  for  grief  that  his 
father  there  wouldn't  let  him  marry  Mifs  Erame- 
line — you  perfuaded  him  that  I  was  an  idle 
drunken  fellow — and  fo  he  left  me  behind.  You 
were  out  in  that  bufinefs — and  now  here  again, 
you  and  all  the  family  will  have  it  that  his  Lord- 
ihip's  only  aileep  j  but   I'm  certain  it's   a  fleep 

he'tt 
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llcll  never  wake  from,  {advances  towards  the  fopha) 

Mrs.  Aub,  Stop,  what  are  you  goin^  to  do? 

Flam.  Why  Ma'am  its  a  received  opinion,  that 
itotfaing*s  fo  good  a  cure  foi  the  night-mare,  as 
a  dead  man^s  eve- brow — I  cut  off  one  of  our  old 
mailer's  laft  Sunday.  (Septimus  feels  his  brow) 

Mrs.  Aub.  Blundering  booby  ! — Yes  I  believe 
Flam  it  was  as  you  fay  about  laft  Sunday  four 
years.  But  fince  his  eye*brow  has  grown  again^ 
you  fhall  touch  him  no  more  with  your  fciflars  y^m 
impudent  fellow— the  dear,  dear  gentleman,  ly- 
ing fo  long  infenCbte,  the  very  fervants  have 
loft  fight  of  all  refpedl  to  him. 

Flam.  Why  Ma'am  he's  no  more  now  than 
Ae  trunk  of  an  old  tree. 

Septimus,  (advancing)  You  feel  one  of  my 
twigs,  (ftrikes  him) 

Mrs.  Aub.  (affecting furprize)  Awake !  a  tiiou*' 
fand  joys  for  your  recovery  ! 

Flam.  Oh  my  gay  little  old  Lord  ! 
^  Septimus.  Lord!  a  ftar !  Whofe  coat's  this  ? 
thefe  odd  fellows  too,  juil  now  call'd  me  I  ord^ 
Mrs.  Auburne  why  did  you  let  me  fleep  all  night 
tipon  the  Sopha  to  catch  cold  ?  (freezes)  Where 
are  the  plants  that  I  brought  from  France,  ind 
put  down  myfelf   in  thofe  very  tubs  J 

Mrs.  Aub.  Ah  my  Lord,  becaufe  it  was  you 
that  planted  them,  they  have  been  poor  Mifs 
Emmeline's  chief  care  ever  fince,  and  fee  hovr 
they  have  grown  and  flouriflied^ 

Septimus.  What !  grown  in  one  night ! 

Flam.  One  night  1 

Mrs.  Aub.  One  night — ah  !  (^looking  at  each 
other ^  and /baking  their  heads) 

Septimus.  How  dare  you  make  me  a  but  for 
your  gambols  ? 

Flam. 
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FJarH.  Amazing  !  then  he  doesn't  believe  that 
fie  has  flept  fcven  years.  Why  he  is  n't  awake 
yet. 

Mrs.  A.  Pfha  !  has'nt  he  been  talking  to  us  ?— - 
Eh! — I  proteft  I  think  too  he's  not  lenfiblc 
of  itis— I've  hieard  df  people  walking  in  their 
fleep  and  doing  ftrange  things. — Was'nt  there  k 
Squire  Something,  a  great  fportfnian  that  got 
out  of  the  window  at  the  Mermaid  in  Hackney, 
and  rode  for  three  hours  together  upon  the  iign- 
poft? 

F/am.  A  couCn  of  mine  ih  Dublin  once,  Mr. 
Charley  Wynhe,  a  King's  meffenger,  ufed  every 
night  to  get  out  o(  his  bed,  pUt  on  a  filvcr  hilted 
fword,  a  gold-laced  hat,  his  greyhound  to  his 
breaft,  and  in  a  great  tie  wig — there  he  wou'd 
dance  minuets  before  the  looking-glafsin  hisdin- 
Jng-room.  Ifaith  I  think  I  fee  Coufin  Charley 
,how.  {looking  at  Septimus) 

Mrs.  Aub.  His  eyes  are  open. 

Fl,am.  Wide  open.         ' 

Mrs.  Aub.  If  he  (hould  wake  by  a  fudden 
flartle  it  might  be  dangerous.  {they  walk,  with 
caution  and  take  the  chairs  out  of  the  way.) 

^60ptimus.  I'm  mad  with  rage  ! 

Mrs.  Aub.  Obferve  how  his  lips  move. 

Flam.  He's  dreaming  this  moment  that  he's 
playing  bob  cherr^. 

Mrs.  Aub.  I  wifh  the  doftor  was  here. 
.     Flam.  I'Jl  fee  if  (he's  come,  {going.) 

Septimus ^  Call  your  fellows  to  burn  me  with 
their  pokers  and — I  don't  know  whac*s  the  matter 
with  the  world,  and  the  people,  one  would  think 
that  fomebody  had  given  the  globe  a  twirl  ^^ 
my  feet,  or  that  I  had    taken  a  fudden  j 
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round  it  and  dropt  down  on  the  other  hemi- 
fphere. 

Flam.  Oh  if  he  talks  of  the  world  turning  round 
he's  ftaggered  atleaft.     {apart.) 

Mrs-  Aub.  I  fee  a  dawning  of  fuccefs  ;  he  be-^ 
gins  to  confider  upon  it.     {apart.) 

Septimus.  Mrs.  Auburne — youfeem — to  have 
fomething-— of  importance — to — to — communi- 
cate ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Alas' r  a  grievous  truth,  yet  how- 
ever diftrefling  you  fhould  be  told. 

Flam.  No,  its  beft  not  to  tell  him.  [balfaparty 

iU|A  Aub.  Why  he  muft  know  it  by  the  won- 
derfur  changes  that  have  taken   place  fince. 

{half  aparty 

Septimus.'  Since. when  r-^What? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Moft  melanchocy! — My  lord  you've 
loft  many,  many  years  of  your  precious  life— ^ 
you've  flept 

Flam.  Now  pray  don't  tell  his  lordChip— ^'twill 
Break  his  poor  dear  heart,  {half  apart) 

Septimus.  Hold-— fo  many  circumftances— 
but  it's  no  fuch  thing. 

Flavi.  Right  Sir — don't  think  of  ic. 

Septimus.  I  have  heard  of  people  fleeping — 
my  brain — but  it  car/t,  be — there  are  certainly 
a  number  of  inftancch — we  can*t  be  fenfible  our- 
felvcs — Boyle  obfcrves,  and  Locke,  that  time 
is  only  afcercain*d  by  a  fucceffionof  ideas. 

Mrs.  Aub.  He  feems  in  moft  excelltnt  train— *^ 
we  have  him.  {apart) 

Enter  Sir  Marmaduke. 

Sir  Mar.  My     lord,    you   don't    know  your 
cward.-*-»l  wiflif  you  joy   of  your   iccovery. — ^ 

Here 
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Here  are  the  newfpapefs  ;  your  fenfes  have  been 
fo  long  dormant,  you  may  wi(h  to  know  what 
the  folks  have  been  doing  fince. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Aye,  and  he'll  knov^  what  we're 
doing  now.  {afide)  He*ll  find  all  out  by  the 
^ate?  (apart) 

Sir  Mar,  You  think  nobody's  clever  but  your- 
feff,  mind  me.  (apart) 

Septimus.  Let's  fee  how  thjcv  go  on  in  Paris- 
Look  out  the  Morning  Chronicle. 

Sir  Mar.  Ah,  mv  lord,  how  little  vou  know 
of  the  world,  or  the  variety  o\  newfpapers  that 
have  come  out  within  the  laft  five  years,  {pyjl^^ds 
to  read)  Will  your  lordlhip  fee  the  Fing^i^aft, 
or  the  Goffip,  or  the  *Tis  Indeed,  or  the  Alarm 
Bell,  or  the  Humbug,  or  the  Croaker,  or  the  Spy 
Glafs,  or  the  This,  That,  and  T'other? 

Mrs,  jiui.htt  me  fee  the  This,  That,  and 
T'other,  (takes  a  neivfpaper)  Oh,  joy !  here  in 
the  arrivals;  your  fon.  Captain  Septimus,  is  re- 
turned. 

Flam.  My  matter  come  home !  Huzza  ! 

Septimus.  What,  has  he  been  taking  a  walk  ?— 
Where  is  my  fon,  Edward  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Blefs  me,  Sir,  didn't  you  fee  by  his 
letter  there,  that  he  has  been  abroad  thefe  feveral 
years  ? 

Septimus.  You  mean,  that  I  have  been  abroad, 
and  that  I  returned  from  France  yellerday. 

Flam.  Very  right,  Sir,  'cwas  only  yefterday  you 
came  home. 

Sir  Mar.  What  do  you  iriean  you  villain? 
(apart) 

Flam.  Mrs.  Auburne,  let  him  think  fo— Uic 
pioment   he  finds  he's   fo  much  nearer  to   his 
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grave,  grief  will  tumble  him  info  it.  (balfapari^ 

Septimus.  lyiake  break  faft,  while  I  go  up  ftair^ 
to\  y  bureau. 

Mrs.  Aub.  We  muft  keep  hirn  on  this  floor,  oi^ 
the  firft  he  meets  that's  not  in  our  plan-: {apart) 

Flam.  Pil  keep  him  here,  (apart)  Then  I  find 
we  muft  explain  all  to  his  lordihip,  (half  apart) 

Septimuf.  Vi\  go  up  ftairs. 

F/am  Ah,  my  lord,  we  don't  fatigue  ourfclves 
now  a-days  with  running  up  and  down  ftairs — 
if  you  want  to  go  up,  fit  down,  {Septimus  Jits) 
don't  be  furprifed,on  your  lordfhips  touching  the 
fprii^,  the  chair  will  rife  with  you  ;  there's  a  fquare 
over  It  cut  in  the  ceiling  that  will  open,  and  without 
the  leaft  trouble,  there  you  are  in  thefecondftory. 

Septimus.  Ha,  ha,  ha  1  afineftory  { 

Mrs.  Aub.  Thaqk'y  J'lam,  your  chajr  is  a  good 
lift. 

Sir  Mar.  (Sits)  Hah !  here's  a  new  edition  of 
Moore  coming  out.    (looking  at  a  newjpaper) 

Mrs.  Aub.  Hang  you  aqd  Moore!  (taking  it 
from  him ) 

Flam.  I  hear  a  carriage^  faith  tliere's  a  Bam- 
boo Whegee  ftopt. 

Mrs.  Aub.  It  is  he!    It's  \it\  Til  go  and  re- 
ceive the  dear  captain  at  the  door,  (ftts^   then  ri* 
fes)  No,  Pll  go  down  by  the  elbow  chair  in  the 
next  room — but  1  muft  make  myielf  tolerable. 

(Puts  blue  powder  in  her  hair.) 

Septimus.  Blue  powder !  well  if  we  muft  change 
the  natural  colour  of  our  hair  there  may  he  <^s 
much  fenfein  a  blue,  as  a  whitehead. 

Sir  Mar.     But  my  lord. — • — 

Septimus.  Damn  it  what  a  lording  you  keep. 
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J/V,  Mar.  You  had  better  look  over  your  fon*s 
letter,  that  you  may  be  prepared  to  meet  him 
properly,  after  his  long  abfence  from  his  native 
country. 

Septimus.  (P*eru/es)  ''Dear Father — noanfwers 
to  my  many  letters— •languiffi  to  fee  you — Sc- 
peration  from  my  divine  Emmeline — if  wind 
permits,  foon  leturn — made  acquaintance  with 
Italian  ]ioblem^n*-^he  vifits  England  in  my 
company — been  at  feveral  Courts  Germany— 
Berlin- — Flanders"-— What  is  the  meaning  of 
all  this  ? 

Enter  Looby. 

Looby.  Here  be*s  two  fine  gentlemen  coming 
up  ftairs. 

Flam.  Aye,  there  coming  up  chairs. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Never  mind  delicacy  with  me.  Sir, 
ladies  to  attend  gentlemen  is  now  all  the  fafliion. 

Septimus.  Why  what  are  you  going  to  do  with 
me  ?  {They  put  the  coat  and  wig  on  him.) 

Septimus.  (Bawling)  Get  along!  where's  my 
fervants — my  fon  ? 

Mrs.  Aub,  Here  he  is. 

Flam.  And  the  Italian  nobleman* 

Sir  Mar.  Aye,  and  Emmeline  coming  to  meet 
her  Captain.  Now  do  you  ail  keep  up  to  your 
characters,  and  expeft  me  foon  with  the  clincher. 

[Exit. 

Septimus.  Blefs  me  !  if  this  (liou'd  be  real— 
I  might  have  been  buried  alive — I  (hudder  at  the 
horrid  thought— 1  can^t  be  feventy  feven.  (Jiamps) 
Do  they  ever  go  up  flairs  upon  a  table  ?  (i/Vjj 
Flam  ftirs  the  table — be  Jl arts) 

*    Mrs.  Aub^ 
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Mrs.  Aub.  Here  they  come,     (apari) 

Flam.    I   tell  you    what— you'll    go   too   far 

with  your  gig,   and  crack    the  fiddle  firings. 

{a fart) 

Mrs.  Aub.  No,  no,  we  may  venture  to  make 

the  change  of  manners  as  violent  as  we  pleafe,  it 

helps  the  difguifc  of  our  voices  and  perfons.  (jTbey 

pal  off.) 

Enter  Captain  Septimus  and  Gyp,  {fantafiicaVy 
drejsedy  and  Emmeline  at  the  oppoftteftde.) 

Captain  Sept.  Oh  my  melifluous  !   7  /  ?;•    »      .    % 

Emmeline.  My  beloved  myrtle  !    }  t^«»^^'^^'»?J 

Captain  Sept.  My  father  ! 

Septimus.  You  are  my  fon,  but  I  don't  under- 
ftand  why  you  have  made  a  jack  pudding  of  your- 
fclf 

Captain.  Sept.  Give  me  leave*  my  Lord,  to 
prcfcnt  Count  Zingoni,  with  whom,  as  I  think 
1  mentioned  to  you  in  my  laft  letter,  I  became 
acquainted  at  Turin.     (^Introducing  Gyp.) 

Gyp.  Grand  Peer,  I  am  proud  of  an  introdpc- 
tion   to  the  father  of  a  gentleman  whom  I  havg 
'  long  ranked  amongft  the  dearcfl.  of  my  friends. 
.    Capt{2in  Sept.  Take  care  of  the  Whegee.  {^calU 

Sept^  Whegee  ! 

Gyp.  A  new  fort  of  carriage,  my  Lord,  invented 
about  a  couple  of  years  back.  Formerly,  in  a 
coach,  a  gentleman's  nofJ:  came  firft  into  town — 
then  in  your  long-coach,  you  elbow *d  your  way 
—but  in  the  Whegee,  you  lie  all  along,  go  feet 

forem'jfl 
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foremoft,   or  head  foremoft,  juft  like    a  goat 
ayainft  a  looking  glafe. 

Septimus,  {looking  out)  A  fhc  coachman!  Is 
their  flalhing  four  in  hand  conic  to  this. 

Re-enter  Mrs.  Auburne,  {difgutfed.') 

Mrs.  Aub.  {In  Welch  dialed)  Look  you  lanrr^ 
blefs  hur  and  /fave  hur,  a  poor  coach -woman,  or 
a  driver,  and  whipper,  and  flafher  of  very  nople 
peafts  i  for  look  yoQ,  the  horfe  is  a  nople  pcaft  : 
is  hur  to  wait,  or  do  you  difcharge  hur  ? 

Gyp.  W^at  a  watch  is  it  ? 

Septimus.  What  a  watch  is  it !  Not  amifs  thar^ 
as  we  don't  carry  clocks  in  our  pockets. 

Mrs\  Aub.  Hur  don't  mind  fitting  on  hur  box 
hurfclf,  look  you,  becaufe  hur  is  a  two-lcg'd 
chriftian  foul ;  but  confidcr  the  poor  dumb  four- 
leg'd  peafts — only  no  harm  to  drink  youj  health 
in  a  glafs  of  capillaire,  with  Jenny  the  poftillion. 

Septimus.  Jenny  the  poftillion  1 

Captain  Sept.  You  drove  us  well— thcre^s  a 
fifty  penny  piece  my  Pinkindindy.  {Gives  money 
v}ith  a  lo"^  bow) 

Septimus.  Then  no  rank  in  life  can  deprive  o^ 
woman  of  our  refpcft,  that's  an  improvement. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Gentlemen,  from  the  Stone's  End, 
to  the  extremity  of  Penmaunmawr,  look  you,  up 
hill,  or  down  dale,  thrq*  ftreet,  fbrd,  crofs  way  or 
King's  high  road,  hur*s  the  tighteft  knot,  look 
you^  of  your  moft  grateful  whipcord — **  Di  me 
•*  amore — ^Di  me  amore."  [Exit Jinging. 

Septimus,  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ? 
Gyp^  No  wonder  grand  Peer  you  ar^  furprifed. 
— \\\t  fafliions  have  grown-  gradually  upon  us, 
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but  by  your  Lcrdfhips  waking,  they  have  fud- 
denly  ftarted  upon  you.  {^Septimus  looks  round 
walksyjits,ftarts  up^ meditates ^then burfts  into  tears.) 

Septimus.  Have  I  then  loft  feven  years  of  my 
poor  old  worn  out  tag  of  life  ? 

Captain  Sept.  My  father  feems  ftrangely  af-^ 
fe&ed,  I  (hant  have  courage  to  go  through  with 
it.  {ajide) 

Septimus.  I  dare  not  fit  down  for  fear  of  being 
hoifted  thro'  th?  roof  of  the  houfe^  or  being 
dropt  down  iuto  the  cellar  j  but  I  wo'n't  believe 
it. 

Re-enter  Flam,  {difguifed). 

Flam.  (In  broad  Torkjhire  dialed)  Yow  havd 
paid  the  Welch  coachwoman  her  fee,  but  d'ye 
yow  now  pay  a  compliment  to  the  guard. 

Septimus.  Guard  !  and  pray  is  this  your  blun- 
dcrbufs  ?  (pointing  to  an  opera  glafs  at  his  breajf) 

Flam.  For  zartain  !  wo'd'ft  ha  us  blow  a  rob- 
ber's brains  out !  then  we'd  ha  na  uze  vor  Uw, 
jury,  orjuftice— noa  zcting  a  cafe,  if  footpad  ftops 
coach,  I  point  my  glafs  at'n,  and  ftiarp  as  a 
midg^,  watch  every  morfel  of  his  bad  adlions, 
then  you  knows  I  he's  evidence  on  his  trial,  and 
^o  I  and  hangman  and  judge  tuck'n  up  like  a 
haunch  of  a  unicorn. 

Septimus.  Hearkye!  go  on  with  your  capers, 
and  you  too  you  fcoundrel.  (to  Captain  Sept.) 

[^Exit  Flami 

Capt.  Sept.  Father  this  is  a  reception  I  didn't 
cxpedt  after  fo  long  an  exile,  and  your  promifc 
this  day  of  giving  me  Emmeline. 

Septimus.  Then  Ned,  you  have  aftuaily  been  in 
Florence?  and  fent  me  that  letter. 

•  Gyp. 


:  6y/^Oh^  tnje^l  rcmember>*«*70u  tior^rowcd 
my  fcal — ha,  ha,  ba !  do  you  reccriled  the  fame 
morning  our  tiffing  i  n)ug  of  darec  with  tbc^  Ger- 
hnan  ambafTador— »a  cao  of  canary  with  tbe  Giadd 
Sfgnioir  at  Venice,  and  attending  a  Quaker^S  iBtet* 
iDg  at  St;  Peter's  cathedral  at  Rome. 

Capt.  Seft.  Ay;  and  buying  a  pattern  J:^  a  lady'^ 
cap,  in^^enced  by  Marfliall  Soloutenbei^  the  I(uf- 
fian  General-— drinking  a  bottle  of  ported  witb  tht 
Engliih  DutcHcfs  of--7— hern  !  ha,  ha^  ha«.  ^ 

Gyp.  At  Palermo  ?  do  you  reniiember  Signora  A^ 
fbtuocelii,  the  finger,  playing  a  inacc^  bf  cudgclg 
before  the  Pope,  for  a  pair  of  buckfkin  breee^ea  l* 

SepHfAus.  But,  Sir^  how  came  you,  an  Icafiaa 
JM^bleman,  tofpeakE^ 

.   Gyp.  Oh,  ^and  peer— French  was-^ui  Eiigd 
lilh  tiO^ff  is  the  titiiver£iUa  D^age: 

JErifer  Looir. 

<        • 

iJfohy.  Sir,  here  tie's  ont  Gaptim  S}i(k  {h  Capt: 

Capfk  Siajj^.  (imtioui)  Art  jw  abodes  Ned  ?  . 
Capt.  Sept.  Curfe  on  this  hot-headed  fool,  ht^tt 
blow  all^^rm  not  at  honx6, 

Entih'  CApr.  Slash,  FIam,  anJ  Mri.  AtBb^AKi 

in  bcr  otun  drefh 

Capt.  SUjb.  I  fho(i*dn*t  have  believed  ahy  h6df 
biit  y ourfelf;  Do  you  forget  youi*  engagement  at 
the  SalOfnan  ?•— An  affair  of  honor  you-^-'-ttotiA 
be  my  fecond«<-^he  fiairgeon  and  piftols  fare  bddfw  in 
fk  coach. 

Capt.  Sept.  PuC  kim  out.  (dpari  t&  Fhm) 
Flam,  ru  kick  U{r^  quaitdL  (i^at) 
*  roLt  2¥i  3  a  Siftimus^ 
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Septimus.  There  muft  be  ftairs^  or  how  did  €&at 
officer  come  up  ? 

Ftam.  Ckxne  up  my  lord  !  the  common  people 
afccnd  and  dcfceod  in  a  ba£kct. 

Sipttmus.  Kn  officer  common  ptopleJ  but 
iK^here*s  my  own  fervant>  Gyp !  the  drummer,  vpif 
Ktde  foot-boy. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Uuffiy  Sir,  you*tt  affront  him  ! 

Septimus.  Him!  who? 

Mrs.  Aub.  That*s  he^  the  little  drummer»  you 
fiiw  the  night  before  you  went  to  ikep. 

Flam.  Aye>  my  lord,  regularly  promoted^  now 
t  captain. 

Septimus.  What*— this? 

Capt.  Slajbi  ]Eh»  mafqqcrade  night«<^trying  on' 
yourdrefles? 

Septimus,  (taps  Capt.  Slafi)  on  the  fi^ulders^  wb0 
tarns)  Why»  what  a  great  big  fool  it's  grown  up. 
Ah>  you  never  rofc  by  merit,  my  little  drummer* 
boy. 

Slajb.  $'death  !  Sir,  what  d'ye  mean  by  that  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  There,  Sir,  I  faid  you*d  affront  him, 

Fiam.  Arrah,  Sir,  how  cou'd  you  be  fo  unman* 

wrly* 

Enter  DtvMMili  Boy. 

:    Bpy-  Sir,  the  ferieant  has  fcnt  me— 

Flam.  The  devil  take  you  and  the  fetjeanL 
{7key  bide  the  icy  andjhove  hm  off.) 

Septimus.  Whoever  manag'd  my  domeflic  can- 
cel ns  during  my  dire  Doldrum,  fiiou'd  have  clapk 
a  livery  on  that  fellow,  (^lap  walks  in  a  rage) 
Yuu  (hou*d  have  been  drili*d  well  In  at  the  fidc-» 
board  a'^d  the  knife-board. 

CiptSlafi.  Sir ^  I  don*i  know  who  you  arc— btr| 
that  ^Mttr  kge  protcfU  you«-» 


OR,   1 805/  5P? 

Capt.  Sipt.  Sifj  that^s  my  father;  and  I  prote^ 

Stplimus.  Boy,  yoo  (ha'n't  fight  fuch  a  mulfaroon) 
fungus — 

Capi.  Slajb.  Tou  are  prlviledg'd  old  blue  head* 
But  Sirj  Tm  now  going  down^-^toUow  aie  (fp  Capt. 
S$ptimus) 

Septimus.  A  s  you're  now  a  gentlemanj  fit  down, 
tQucb  the  fpring,  and  go  to  the  devil. 

\E99i$Capt.  Slajk 
There^  can't  forget  his  mean  origin-^Gone  down 
in  the  Iniket-— What  KnighthocS  is  this  I  to  the 
ribbon  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  The  new  Manx  order,  the  order 
of  the  three  legs. 

Septimus.  What's  my  title  ? 

Gyp.  Baron  Dumbiedon,  ts'nt  it  friend  ? 

Flam.  We  have  fo  confounded  and  bother'd 
the  poor  old  gentleman,  that  he  neither  knpws 
what  we  fay  to  him,  or  what  he  fays  to  u|s. 

Septimus.  What  lump  of  ch^^lH  is  this,  {taking  > 
it /rem  the  coat  pocket) 

Flam.  Unlucky  !  L6oby*s  piece  df  whiting  to 
clean  the  plate  !  (apart) 

Mrs.  Aub.  Strange,  you  couldn't  fearch  the 
pockets  before  yoii  lett  ^e  coat  here,  {afide) 
That  my  J^ord  is  one  of  your  grand  implements^ 

Septimus.  Implements !  for  what  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Why  my  lord,  the  Italiai^  opera  in 
thefe  days  is  in  higher  vogue  than  ever,  fo  (puch 
fo  that  all  the  perfpps  of  the  ^rft  fafhion  and  for« 
tune,  have  formed  themlelves  into  a  club^  called 
the  Rubbarache,  of  which  you,  tho'  afleep  were 
fome  years  back,  balloted  m  ^  member  during 
the  feafon.  My  Lord,  thofe  lad^s  and  gentlemen^* 
opera  fubfcribers^  enter  upon  office  in  rotation, 

3  p  a  you 
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you  )lay^  long  mifled  the  honor*  bl^  in  hop^  of 
your  LordIhip*s  waking,  I  my felf  placed  the  im- 
plement ready  in  ]|dur  pockety  for  this  i&  the  firft 
night  of  a  new  grand  ballet. 

Sefiimus.  But  whait  is^thc  duty  Of  thfs  oflSce  ?  . 

Mrs.  jdaK  Sir — sy  Lordj  they  fta^  at  tbq 
fide  of  the  ftage,  and  juft  as  the  firft  dahc^er  fl;ep9 
on  they  ehalk  the  fole  of  his  or  her  (hoe«* 

ieptimus.  What  I  chalk  a  dancers  fiioes^  I'll  be 
na  Rubb^ache^  it's  an  honor  I  defpife"— but  I 
VTMC  my  breakfaft  f  '    ' 

Captaik  Sept.  Ah  how  mati^hmulre4  br^^** 
fefts  has  fny  poor  father  loft  ? 

'  SepHrmi.  Why  I  have  an  appetite.  Cpn>e  ft*s 
paft  two,  get  me  fomething,  Vm  ftarved.  Get 
me  a  mutton  chop  and  a  pretty  Freach  brick, 
well  rafped-— Great  fluftuation  in  the  price  and 
iiae  of  bread,  (ince  I  fuppofe^*— When  I  went  to' 
P^eep^  the  qiaarcern  loaf  1  believe  was  1 5  pencej 
I  dare  fay  |)tnny  rolls  are  now  got  to  the  big&ef% 
of  gingerhi'^ad  nuts,  bring  me  a  dozen. 

Mrs.  Aubl  l[o\x  mfean  a  flice  off  one  my  Lord  I 
SepsimusJ  ^unds  madam  don't  mean  for  me, 
I  that  have'rtt  eat  for  feven  years— bring  me  my 
breakfaft^^efides  I  want  to  fee  how  you  go  on 
in  the  good  t^ings^  I'll  be  bojund  the  ftaff  of  lift 
13  dwindled  into  a  mere  fwitcb,  with  yow  cu^ft 
improvements. 

■   Capt.  Sift.  Well  humour  my  father*  order  a 
loaf  m.  ;     V    V  >  '"         * 

Enter  Ijqow^ 

JILo^lyi,  Here  bes  the  baken 
Mrs.  Aub.  dh  !  going  his  rounds-**tell  hioitQ 
bring  the  loaves  hither?  *  \E^tjmbyl. 

-  •  ■'  Enuif 
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Eni€r  Mak>  with  loaf^  three  feet  in  diameter. 

jFIere,  Sir,  is  the  fbff  of  life. 

Septimus.  What  this  a  penny  roU>  huzalsa !  rare 
jtimes  in  this  fame  .1803^  My  dear  Mrs*  Au« 
burnej  how  has  this  been  ddne?  how  has  chia 
amazing  plenty  come  about  ? 

Mrs.  Aub.  Yetj  fimply,  my  Lofd,  only  by 
hanging  a  couple  of  corn  monopoUzersi 

Septimus.  Oh  dear  how  lucky  it  was  I  (fept,  I 
had  fome  thought  of  fpecuiating  a  little  ia  cora 
imyfelf ;  fo  inft^ad  of  being  throttled — here  I  am 
alive  to  enjoy  this  hX^tCing-^^^Embraces  i/.)-— but 
ani  I  to  have  nothing  to  eat-x-^omc,  never  mind 
^  cloth>  is  my  mutton  chop  ready  ? 

Enter  Loobv,  (with  a  largfi  rib  ofie^.) 

Looby.  Here  it  he's  Sir. 

Septimus.  A  lirloin  of  beef  I  So  bccatife  your 
|oaf  is  made  larger  than  formerly,  your  Iheep  arc 
grown  into  oxen.  Shut  the  doors,  don't  let  the 
feat  come  in,  for  ihe,  I  fuppofe,  is  by  this  grown 
into  a  tyger — Now  I  fee  its  all  a  hum. 

Mrs.  Auh.  This  is  thp  confequencc  of  oyer* 
doing  things.  (^^^^) 

Septimus.  Are  not  you  afham'd— *to  play  your 
pranks  upon  me-. — ^get  along  all  of  you. 

Enter  Sir  MaHmaduke,  (Jn  bis  own  cloatbs.y 

Sir  Mar.  Now  for  my  clincher,  (apart) 
Septimus^  Ob  my  dear  Sir   Maimaduke,  did 
]tOu  t(;o  join  in  this  ridiculous  plot  againfl;  me  ? 

Sir  Mar.  No,  I  come  to  warn  you  ag^inft  a 
moll  infernal  fcheme  your  ion  and  my  daughter 
^^    '  have 
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bavc  laidi  to  obtain  yoor  coafeat  ^to  their  mar« 
riage. 

Flam    What  is  he  at.     (^>/) 

Sir  Mar.  Dido*t  they  ceil  you  that  you  had 
flepc  ftveo  years^  and  confequeutly  the  tim^  is 
expired  for  your  promife  i 
,  Septimus.  Yes  they  did. 

iir  Alar.  It's  all  a  moft  abominable  f  dfLhood. 

Mrs.  A.  Is  this  your  clincher  ?  (apart) 

6/r  Mar.  You  went  to  fle jp  lalt  nighty  my 
frienti,  and  this  is  ftill  the  year  1796. 

Septmus.  What,  you  fay  1  have  not  flept  (b 
many  years  ? 

Sir  Mar.  1  do  pofitively. 

Uptimus.  I  bad  my  doubts  before,  but  now 
Vta  convi(ic*d  1  have  been  in  a  fcven  years* 
Doldrum — I  never  bclicv*d  it  till  now. 

Sir  Mar.  There — v  hat  d'ye  fay  to  my  clinch- 
cr  ?   Ha,  ha,  ha  l^apart) 

Mrs%  Aub.  Speak  about  the  marriage — (apartY 

Septimus.  (Looking  at  t^hem)  £hj  whifpering  !  I 
ilillfufpeft.  ^ 

(  Church  clock  ft r ikes  two. ) 
I  h^ve  \t — I'll  put  their  humanity  to  the  teft-^ 
(ajide)  Didn't  the  church  clock  ftrike  two? 
(ft arts  w'tb  tckens^of  exir erne  horror.)  The  28th  of 
April,  1 803  !!r--my  children,  at  the  hour  of  two, 
this  very  day,  I  have  been  foretold  I  (hou'd  die 
'^you  have  long  loft  merr-rbut  now  muft — ^lofc 
me  for  ever— Pm  faintr—and—- feel—- the  ftrokc---«» 
(pretends  to  faint) 

Emmeline.  Oh  Sir^-r^bo  not  alarm*d— 

Mrs.  Aub.  Lord,  if  the  conceit  of  dyingjihould' 
kill  the  old  gentleman^ 

Capt.  Sept.  My  dear  father!  CouragCr— ifs  all 
a  ridiculous  joke — forgive  the  deception  we  have 

ufed 
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uied  to  make  you  keep  a  promife  thatmuft  fe* 
cure  happineis  to  your  fos  in  the  pofieilloii  of  his 
Emmeline.  / 

Sir  M.  My  worthy  frieodt  if  you're  not  to  die 
till  1803,  youVe  yet  feveu  years  to  be  alive  and 
merry. 

Septimus!  Then  you  own  your  trick  upon  me  ? 
but  Edward;  as  your  fault  was  love^  and  your 
confeflion  gencrofity,  I  forgive  you. 

Emmelim.  Ihanks,  Sir,  how  little  we  deferve 
your  pardon. 

Capt.  Sept.   My  kind  father* 

Septimus.  Your  farce  is  too  wbimfical  a  piece 
ofhumour^to  put  a  wife  man  out  of  temper—* 
well,  here  we  are  all  ilill  in  96^  and  may  we  lee 
1803  happy. 

Gtp. 

,    At  Ottf  fmall  joke,  kind  friends  take  no  ofence^ 

Sir  Marmaouke. 

And  luippy  be  ye  all  in  feven  years  Jience^ 

Flam« 

Piay  joia^  kind  mafter,  in  forgiving  me» 

Mrs.  Auburn £• 

Clap  htnd^f  and  prove  yo&'re  from  the  Doldnam  free. 
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